1 THE 
ENGLISH THEATRE. 
| IN 
EIGHT VOLUMES. 


6 0 u T4112 0 


9229 
{* 


The moſt valuable Pravs 


Which hare keen afed onthe 
renn STAGE, 


— — — — 


VOL. * 


. 


1 Love rox Lovz. 
Love Mak EBS a Man. 
Lying Loves. 
OLD BaTCHiLoOR. 
PrRovokeD Wirz. 


J. ON DON 
Printed for T. Lownps in Fleet-ſtreet. 
MDCC LXII. 


Where may be had, All Sorts of PLAYS. 


10 


| 
| 
; 


— 


— 


TITS 


7 


TUM 


i 


OM; 


LOVE for LOVE. 


A 


COME PD v. 


— —_— —— . —_—— 


1 


Nudus agris, nudus nummis paternis, 
Inſanire parat certã ratione modoue. Hor. 


Witten by Mr. C O NOR EN 


LONDON: 
Printed far J. and R. Toxsox in the Sirens. 


VDCCLYEL. 


„ 


To the Right Honourable 
CHARLES Earl f DoksEr 
and MIDDLESEX, 
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IG A o/ young Lover; and the great Man 
s who ſmiles upon one, and the 
ane Woman who looks kindly 
upon tYother, are both of em in Danger of 
having the Favour publiſh*'d with the firſt 
Opportunity. 
But there may be a different Motive, which 
will a little diſtinguiſh the Offenders. For 
tho* one ſhou'd have a Vanity in ruining 
another's Reputation, yet the other may only 
have an Ambition to advance his own. And 
I beg Leave, my Lord, that I may plead the 
latter, both as the Cauſe and Excuſe of this 


A 3 | Who- 


7 Vanity and Indiſcretion with a 


 DEDICATIUON 
W hac ver is King, is alſo the Father of his 
Country; and as no body can diſpute your 
Lordſhip's Menarchy in Poetry; fo all that are 
concern*d, ought to acknowledge Your Uni- 
verfal Patronage: And it is only preſuming on 
the Privilege ot a Loyal Subject. that I have 
ventur'd to make this my Addreſs of Thanks 
to Your Lordſhip; which, at the fame Time, 
includes a Prayer for Your Protection. 

am not ignorant of the common Form 
of Poetical Dedications, which are generally 
made up of Panegyricks, where the Authors 
endeavour to diſtinguiſh their Patrons, by 
the ſhining Characters they give them, above 
other Men. But that, my Lord, is not my 
Buſineſs at this time, nor is Your Lordſhip 
note to be diftinguith'd. I am contented with 
the Honour I do myſelf in this Epiſtle ; 
without the Vanity of attempting to add to, 
or explain your Loruſhip's Character. 

I confels it is not without ſome ſtruggling, 
that I behave myſelt in this Caſe, as I ought: 
For it is very hard to be pleaſed with a Sub- 
ject, and yet forbear it. But I chooſe rather 
to follow Plim's Precepts, than his Example, 
when, in his Panegyrick to the Emperor 
Tra en, he lays, 

Nee minus con/cderabs guid aures ejus pati nt, 

Gran n Vi wan an 4 8 P. 

I hope I may be excus'd the Pedantry of a 
Quotation, when it is ſo juſtly apply'd. Here 
are ſome Lincs i in the Print, (and which Your 

Lord- 


DEDICATION. 
Lordſhip read before this Play was acted) 
that were omitted on the Stage; and parti- 
cularly one whole Scene in the third Act, 
which not only helps the Deſign forward with 
leſs Precipitation, but alſo heightens the ridi- 


culous Character of Fore/ight, which indeed 


ſeems to be maim'd without it. But I found 
myſelf in great danger of a long Play, and 
was glad to help it where I could. Thoꝰ not- 
withitanding my Care, and the kind Recep- 
tion it had from the Town; I could heartily 
wiſh it yet ſhorter: But the Number of 
different Characters repreſented in it, would 


| have been too much crowded in leſs room. 


This Reflection on Prolixity, (a Fault, 


for which ſcarce any one Beauty will atone) 


warns me not to be tedious now, and detain 
Your Lordſhip any longer with the T rifles of, 


Ay Lok d, 
Your Lordſuip's moſt obedicnt 


,  onlon# lend irons; 


WILLIAM Concreve 
A 4 


PROLOGUE. ' 


Spoken at the Opening of the New Houſe, 


By Mr. BETTERTON. 


HE Huſbandman in vain renews his Tail, 

| To cultivate each Tear a hungry Soil ; 

And fondly hopes for rich and generous Fruit, 

When what ſbould fied the Tree, devours the Root : Þ 
Th unladen Boaghs, he ſees, bode certain Dearth, 
Url:{s tranſplanted to more kinaly Earth. | 1 
So, the poor Huſbands of the Stage, who found 9 
Their Lahours loft upon ungrateſul Ground, 3 
This laſt and only Remedy have prow'd ; 

And hope new Fruit from ancient Stocks remov'd. 

Well may they hope, æuben you fo kindly aid, 

Well plant a Soil which you fo rich have made. F 
A. Nature gave tie World to Man's firſt Age, | 
So from your Bounty we recti ve this Stage; | | 
The Freedom Man was born to, you've refter'd, | 
And to our World fuch Plenty you afford, 
Jt ſeems like Eden, fruitful of its own accord. 

But fince in Paradiſe frail Fleſh gave cuay, 

Ard when but two were made, both went aſtray ; 
Forbear your Wonder, and the Fault forgive, | 


Vin our larger Family wwe grieve 

One falling Adam, and one tempted Eve. 

We who remain, would gratefully repay 

What our End:avours can, and bring, this Day, 


Toe Fig. fruit Offering, of a Virgin Play. 


We 
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We hope there's ſomething that may pleaſe each Tafte, 
And tho of homely Fare we make the Feaſt, 

Yet you will find Variety at leaft. 

There's Humour, aubich for chearful Friend; ae got, 
And for the thinking Party there's a Plut. 

Neue ſomething too, to gratify Ill. nature, 

{If there be any here ) and that is Satire. | 
Tho? Satire ſcarce dares grin, tis grown ſo mild, 
Or only ſhews its Teeth, as if it ſmil d. 

As Ae. Thifiles, Poets mumble Wit, 

And dare not bite, for ſear of being bit. | 
They hold their Pens, as Swords are held by Feols, 
Aud are afraid to uſe their oxen Edge-Tools. 

Since the Plain Dealer's Scenes of Manly Rage, 
Not one has dar'd to laſh this Crying Age. 
This time, the Poet cu, the bed Ejjay, 

Yet hopes there's no ill-manners in his Play : 

And be declares by me, ke has defegn'd 
Affrent to none, but frankly jpeaks his Mind. 
And ſpou'd th' enſuing Scenes nut chance to hit, 
He offers but this one Excuſe, tavas writ 
Before your late Encouragement of Wt. 
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N 
* 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M EN. 

Sir Campon Legend, Father to [alen- 
tine and Ben. 

Jalortiue, Fallen under his Father's 
Diſplesſure by his expenſive way & Mr. Betterten. 
of living, is love with Angelica. Y _ 

| Sem: a: al, h:s Friend. a tree Speaker. Mr. Smith. 

Te: le, A half-witted Beau, vain of) 
his Amours, yet valuing himſelf & Mr. Bauman. 
tor <a + | 

Pen, dir Canp/oi:'s younger Son, half 
home bred, and half Sea-bred, S Mr. 
defign'd to marry Miſs Prue. 

Forsfight, an illiterate old Fellow. 
pecvith and poſitive, ſuperftitious, / 
and pretending to underſtand Aftro- \_ , 
logy, Palmittry, Phy ſiognomy, (© 
Omens, Dreams, Ec. Uncle to 
Argelica. oy ag 

Jeremy, Servant to Valentine. 

Trapland, A Scrivener. 

Buckram, A Lawyer. 


WOMEN. —_ 6 
Angelica, Niece to Fial, of a con- J 


ſiderable Fortune in her own Hands. g Mrs. Bracegirale. 
Mrs. Foreſizht, Second Wiſe to Ferglt. Mrs. Bowman, 


Mr. Underhill, 


Degget. ? 


Sandford. 


. Barn, | 


8 Trip iſis. 


Freeman, 


Mi wi 


Mrs. Frail, Siſter to Mrs. Forefiebt, a) , | 
Woman of the Town. * 1 Mrs. Barry. 

Miſs Prue, Daughter to Forefroh 1 
a former Wite, a ſilly Ks and Mrs. 40 iff. — 
Country Girl. : 

Nurſe to Miſs. | Mrs. Leigh. 4 

Jenny. Mrs. Lawſon, 1 


A Steward, Officers, Sailors, and Gita Servants, 


The SCENE M LONDON. 
Love 


LOVE. 


Valentine in his Chamber Reading, Jeremy waiting. 
Several Books upon the Table, 


VALENTINE. 


EREMY. 
Tere. Sir. 
Val. Here, take away; I'll walk a turn, 

and digeſt what I have read— | 
d Tere. Vou ll grow deviliſh fat upon this 

Ro Paper Diet. | | 

Ale, and taking axvay the Barks, 

Val. And d'ye here, go you to Breakfaſt— There's 
a Page doubled down in Epidtetus, that is a Feaſt for an 
Emperor. 
Fere. Was Epictetus a real Cook, or did he only 
write Receipts ? | 5 | 
Val. Read, read, Sirrah, and refine your Appetite ; 
learn to live upon Inſtruction ; feaſt your Mind, and 
mortiſy your Fleſh ; Read, and take your Nouriſhment 
in at your Eyes; ſhut up your Mouth, and chew the 

Cud of Underſtanding. So Epictetus adviſes. 

Fere. O Lord! I have heard much of him, when I 
wanted upon a Gentleman at Cambridge : Pray what was 

that Epictetus? 5 . 

Val. A very rich Man, Not worth a Groat. 


Jere · 
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where there is nothing to be eaten. 
n 
Fere. Sir, you're a Gentleman, and probably underſtand 
this fine feeding: But if you pleaſe, I had rather be at 
Board- Wages. Does your Epictetus, or your Seneca here, 


Jere. Humph, and fo he has made a very fine Feaſt 


or any of theſe poor rich 3 teach you how to pay | 


your Debts without Money ? Will they ſhutupthe Mouths 

of your Creditors ? Will Plato be Bail for you? Or Dio- 
genes, becauſe he underitands Confinement, and liv'd in a 
Tub, go to Priſon for you? 'Slife, Sir, what do you 
mean, to mew yourſelf up here with three or four muſty 
Books, in Commendation of Starving and Poverty ! 

Val. Why, Sirrah, I have no Mony, you know it; 
and therefore reſolve to rail at all that have: And in 
chat I but follow the Examples of the wiſeſt and wittieſt 
Men in all Ages; theſe Poets and Philoſophers whom 
you naturally hate, for juſt ſuch another Reaſon ; be- 

cauſe they abound in Senſe, and you are a Fool. 
Ferre. Ay, Sir, I am a Fool, I know it: And yet, 
Heav'n help me, I'm poor enough to be a Wit—But I 
was always a Fool, when I told you what your Expences 
would bring you to; your Coaches and your Liveries; 
your Treats and your Balls ; your being in Love with 
a Lady, that did not care a Farthing for you in your 
Proſperity ; and keeping Company with Wits, that car'd 


tor nothing but your Proſperity, and now when you are 


poor, hate you as much as they do one another. 

Fal. Well; and now I am poor, I have an Opportunity 
to be reveng'd on them ail; I'll purſue Angelica with 
more Love than ever; and appear more notoriouſly her 


Admirer in this Reſtraint, than when | openly ri-al d the 


rich Fops, that made Court to her ; fo ſhall my Poverty 
be a Mortification to her Pride, and perhaps make her 
compaſſionate the Love, which has principally reduc'd 
me to this lowneſs of Fortune. And for the Wits, I'm 
ſure I am in a Condition to be even wich them 


Fere. Nay, your Condition 1s pretty even with theirs, 


that's the truth on't. 


Val. Ill take ſome of their Trade out of their Hands, 


Tere. 


it, than to be canoniz d for a Muſe, after my Deceaſe. 
the ends of Acts: D'ye hear, 


in an Evening, and learn the Knack of Rhiming, you 
may arrive at the height of a Song, ſent by an — 
Hand, or a Chocolate Houſe Lampoon. 


ing Billet-doux and Son 
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Jere. Now Heav'n of Merey continue the Tax upon 
Paper; you don't mean to write; | 
Val. Yes, I do; Þll write a Play. 
Fere. Hem !—Sir, if you pleaſe to give me a ſmall 
Certificate of three Lines——only to certify thoſe whom it 
may concern; That the Bearer hereof, Jeremy Fetch by 


Name, has for the Space of ſev'n Years truly and faith- 


fully ſerv'd Valentine Legend, Eiq; and that he is not now 
turn'd away tor any Miſdemeanour; but does voluntarily 
diſmiſs his Maſter from any future Authority over him— 
Fal. No, Sirrah, you ſhall live with me ſtill. 

Fere. Sir, tis impoſſible I may die with you, ſtarve 
with you, or be damn'd with your Works: But to live, 
even three Days, the Life of a Play, I no more expect 


Val. You are witty, you Rogue, I ſhall want your 
Help; — ' ll have you learn to make Couplets, to tag 
the Maids to Crambo 


Fere. But Sir, is this the way to recover your Father's 
Favour ? Why Sir Sampſon will be irreconcilable. If your 
younger Brother ſhou'd come from Sea, he'd never look 
upon you again. You're undone, Sir; you're ruin'd ; 


| you wont have a Friend left in the World, if you turn 
Poet.——Ah Pox confound that Vils Coffee-Houſe, it 


has ruin'd more young Men than the Roya/ Oat 
-— Nothing thrives that belongs tot. The Man of the 
Houſe would have been an Alderman by this time with 
half the Trade, if he had ſet up in the City) For my 
Part, I never {it at the Door, that I don't get double the 
Stomach that I do at a Horſe Race The Air upon Ban- 


Head Downs is nothing to it for a Whetter ; yet I never 


{ce it, but the Spirit of Famine appears to me, ſometimes 
like a decay d Porter, worn out with Pimping, and carry- 


gs; not like other Porters for 
Hue, bur for the Jeſt's ſake Now like a thin Chairman, 
melted down to half his Proportion, with carrying a Poet 


upon rick, to viſit ſome great Fortune; and his Fare 
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do be paid like the Wages of Sin, either at the Day of 

Marriage, or the Day of Death. 

Val. Very well, Sir; can you proceed? 

Fere. Sometimes like a bilk'd Bookſcller, with 2 
meagre terrify'd Countenance, that looks as if he had 
written for himſelf, or were reſolv'd to turn Author, and 
bring the reſt of his Brethren into the ſame Condition. 
And lattly, in the Form of a worn out Punk, with W erſes 
in her Hand, which her Vanity had prefer d to Settle- 
ments, without a whole Tatter to her Tail, but as ragged 
as one of the Muſes; or as if ſhe were carrying her 
Linen to the Paper-Mill, to be converted into Folio 
Books, of Warning to all young Maids, not to prefer 

Poetry to good Senſe, or lying in the Arms of a needy 
Wit. before the Embraces of a wealthy Fool. 


SCENE I 
Valentine, Scandal, Jeremy. 


3 What, Jeremy holding forth ? 
Val. The Rogue has (with all the Wit he could muſter 
up) been declaiming againtt Wit. 
Scan. Ay? Why then I'm afraid Jeremy has Wit: For 
where ever it is, it's always contriving its own Ruin. 
Frere. Why fo | have been telling my Maſter, Sir: 
Mr. Scandal, for Heav'ns ſake, Sir, try if you can diſ- 
ſuade him from turning Poet. 

Sean, Poet! He ſhall turn Soldier firſt, and rather 

nd upon the Outſide of his Head, than the Lining. 

Why, what the Devil has not your Poverty mude you 
Enemies enough? Muſt you needs ſhew your Wit to gæt 
more? 


Jere. Ay, more indeed: for who cares ſor any Dody 
that has more Wit than bimſelf? 


Scan. Jeremy ſpeaks like an Oracle. Don't you ſee 


how worthleſs great Men, and dull rich Rogues, avoid a 
witty Man of ſmall Fortune? Why, he looks like a Writ 
of Enquiry into their Titles and Eftates ; and ſeems 
ER by Heaven to ſeize the better half. 


Val. Therefore 1 would rail in my Writings, and be 
reveng'd. 


3 | Scan. 


| Jeremy, ſee who's there. [ Jer. oes to the Deor. ] But te 


ſuch Occaſions; ſome pity you, and condemn your Fa- 
ther: Others excuſe him, and blame you; only the La- 
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Scan. Rail? At whom? the whole World? Impotent 
and vain! Who would die a Martyr to Senſe 1a a Country 
where the Religion is Folly? You may ſtand at Bay for a. 
while ; but when the full Cry is againft you, you ſhan't 
have fair play for your Life, If you can't be fairly run 
down by the Hounds, you will be treacherouſly ſhot by 
the Huntſmen. No, turn Pimp, Flatterer, Quack, 
Lawyer, Parſon, be Chaplain to an Atheiſt; or Stallion 
to an old Woman, any thing but Poet; a Modern Poet 
is worſe, more ſervile, timorous, and fawning, than any. 
J have nam'd : without you could retrieve . Ancient 
Honours of the Name, recall the Stage of Atbens, and 
be allow'd the Force of open honeſt Satire. 

Val. You are as inveterate againſt our Poets, as if your 
Character had been lately expos'd upon the Stage—Nay, 
Jam not violently bent upon the Trade —[Orec 2 


me what you would have me do? What do the World. 
ſay of me, and my forc'd Conſinement? $4 
Scan. The World behaves itſelf, as it uſes to do on, 


dies are merciful, and wiſh you well: Since Love and 
Pleaſurable Expence, have been your greateſt Faults. 
Lal. How now? | f * 
Jere. Nothing new, Sir; I have diſpatch'd ſome half 
a Dozen Duns with as much Dexterity, as a hungry 
Judge does Cauſes at Dinner-time. e 
Fal. What Anſwer have you giv'n em? 
Scan. Patience, | ſuppoſe, the old Receipt. 
Fere. No, faith Sir; I have put em off ſo long with 
* one Forbearance, and other fair Words; that I 
was forc'd now to tell em in plain downright Engl; 
Val. What? , __y 
cre. That they ſhould be paid. 
2 When * * 5 
/ ³ lm 5 
Val. And how the Devil do you mean to keep your 
A 
Fere. Keep it? Not at all; it has been ſo very much 
ſtretch d, that I reckon it will break of courſe by to mor- 


TOW » 
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row, and no body be ſurpriz d at the Matter— [ Knocking. ] 

- Again! Sir, if you don't like my Negotiation, will 
| you be pleas d to anſwer theſe yourſelf. 

Val. See who they are. 


S C EN E III. 
Voalentine, Scandal. 

By this, Scandal, you may ſee what it is to be great; 
ries of State, Prefidents of the Council, and Ge- 
nerals of an Army lead juſt ſuch a Life as I do; have 
juſt ſuch Crowds of Viſitants in a Morning, all ſolici- 
ting of paſt Promiſes; which are but a civiler ſort of 

Duns, that lay Claim to voluntary Debts. 
Scan. And you, like a true great Man, having engaged 
their Attendance, and promis d more than ever you in- 
tended to perform; are more perplex'd to find Evaſions 
than you — be to invent the honeſt Means of keep- 
ing your Word, and gratifying your Creditors. 
th 92 Scandal, learn to * Friends, and do not 
provoke your Enemies; this Liberty of your Tongue, 
will one Day bring a Confinement on your Body, my 


Friend. : 
SCENE IV. 
Valentine, Scandal, Jeremy. 
. O Sir, there's Trapland the Scrivener, with two 
picious Fellows like lawful Pads, that would knock a 
Man down with Pocket Tipſtaves. And there's your 
Father's Steward, and the Nurſe with one of your Chil- 
dren from Twitnam. | 
Val. Pox on her, cou'd the find no other time to fling 
my Sins in my Face: Here, give her this, [Gives Mony. ] 
and bid her trouble me no more: a thoughtleſs two- 
0000 4 ſhe IV my 89 well enough, 
might have overlaid the Child a Fortnight ago, if 
ſhe had had any forecaſt in her. _ 
Scan. What, is it bouncing Margery, with my Godſon ? 
Fee. Ves, Sir. 

Scan. My Bleſſing to the Boy, with this Token ¶ Gi 
Many. ] of my Love. And dye hear, bid Margery put 


7 
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more Flocks in her Bed, ſhift twice a Week, and not 
work ſo hard, that ſhe may not ſmell ſo vigorouſly." 
I ſhall take the Air ſhortly. 

Val. Scandal, don't Todt my Boy's Milk: — id Trapland 
eome in. If I can give that C:rberas a Sop, I ſhall be at 
reſt for one Day. 


SCH TV. 


Valentine, Scandal, Trapland, Jeremy. 
Val. O Mr. Tra my old Friend! welcome- 
Fereng, a Chair y : A Bottle of Sack and a Toaſt— 
fly——a Chair 

Trap. A good Morning to you Mr.  alentine, and to 
you Mr. Scandal. 
her Mor Morning's 3 very good Morning, if you 
't 
Fal. Come fit you down, you know his way 


Trap. — —— 


"Tos 
call obour Buinſs with ai Palate 
the Sack. 
Trap. And I defire to know what Courſe you have 
taken for the Payment? 
Vai. Faith and Troth, Iam heartily glad to fee you,— 
my Service to you, —hill, ll. to honelt Me. Trapland, fuller. 
Trap. Hold, Sweet-beart. — This is not to our 
neſs :—my Service to you Mr. OT RI 
I have 22 as long —— 
Val. T other Glaſs, and then we'll talk. = Jp 
T s & No more, in truth, -I have 52 ſay— 
Val. Sirrah, fill when 1 bid you.— And how does 
your handſom Daughter Come, a good Husband 
to her. [Drinks. 
Trap. Thank you—l have been out of this Mony— 
Vat. Drink firſt. Scandal, why do you not drink ? 
[They drink. 
Trap. And in ſhort, I can be put off no longer. 
Val. | was much oblig d to you f.r yu Supply: Tt 
did me Signal Service in my Neceſſity. But you delight 
in doing good. Scandal, drink to me, my Friend 
r 
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Trapland's Health. An honeſter Man lives not, nor one 
more ready to ſerve his Friend in Diſtreſs: Tho' I ſay it 
to his Face. Come fill each Man his Glaſs. | 

Scan. What, I know Trap/and has been a Whoremaſter 
and loves a Wench ſtill. You never knew a Whore- 


maſter, that was not an honeſt Fellow. 
Trap. Fy, Mr. Scandal, you never knew 
Scan. What, don't I know ? I know the buxom 


black Widow in the 8 800l. a Year Jointure, 


and 20,0007. in Mony. Ahbah ! Old Trap. 

Val. Say you fo i' faith: Come, we'll remember the 
Widow: I know whereabouts you are; Come, to the 
Widow — 

Trap. No more, indeed. 

Val. What, the Widow's Health; give it eg 
with it: [They drink. ] A lovely Girl, Pfaith, black ſpark- 


ling Eyes, ſoft pouting Ruby-Lips ? better ſealing there, 
than a Bond for a Million, hah ! 


Trap. No, no, there's no ſuch thing, we'd better mind 
our Buſineſs ——You're a Wag. 

Val. No faith, we'll mind the Widow's Buſineſs, = 
again——Pretty round heaving Breaſts, a Barbary 
Shape, and a jut with her Bum, would ſtir an 9 * et: 
And the prettieſt Foot! Oh if a Man could but faſten his 
Eyes to her Feet, as they ſteal in and out, and play at Bo- 
peep under her Peiticoats, ah! Mr. Trapland? 

Trap. Verily, give me a Glaſs— you're a Wag, — 
And here's to the Widow. [Drinks. 

Scan. He begins to chuckle ;——ply him cloſe, or 
he'll relapſe into a Dun. 


SCENE YL 


[To them] Officer. 


OF By your Leave, Gentlemen, —Mr. 7 rat land, 
if we muſt do our Office, tell us. 


dozen Gentlemen to Arreit in Pall-Alall and Cowen: - 
Garden; and if we don't make haſte, the Chairmen will 
be abroad, and block up the Chocolate - -Houlcs, and then 
our Labour's loit. 

Trap. Udſo that's true, Mr. Valentine, I love Mirth, 
but — maſt be done, are you ready to 


Jere. 


We have halt a 


„4 


1 


: 
* 
7 


rah, refund the Sac 
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Fere. Sir, your Father's Steward ſays he comes to 
make Propoſals concerning your Debts. wo 
Val. Bid him come in: Mr. Trapiand, ſend away 
your Officer, you ſhall have an Anſwer preſently, 
Trap. Mr. Snep, ſtay within Call. 


ST SS & © vi 
Valentine, Scandal, Trapland, Jeremy, Steward .es 
| 4chiſpers Valentine, TT : 
Scan. Here's a Dog now, a Traitor in his Wine; Sir» 
: Teremy fetch him ſome warm 
Water, or PIl rip up his Stomach, and go the ſhorteſt 
way to his Conſcience. | | | 
Trap. Mr. Scandal, you are uncivil ; I did not value 
your Sack; but you cannot expect it again, when I have 


drunk it. 


Scan. And how do you expect to have your Mony 
again, when a Gentleman has ſpent it? 5 

Val. You need ſay no more, I underſtand the Condi- 
tions; they are very hard, but my Neceſſity is very preſ- 
fing; I agree to em. Take Mr. Trap/ard with you, and 
let him draw the Writing——Mr. Trapland, you know 
this Man, he ſhall ſatisfy you. 

Trap. Sincerely, I am loth to be thus Preſſing, but my 


Necefiit; | 


Val. No Apology.good Mr.Scrivener, you ſhall be paid. 


Trap. I hope you forgive me, my Bulineſs requires 


S CEN E VII 
Valentine, Scandal. 

Scan. He begs Pardon like a Hangman at an Execution. 

Val. But I have got a Reprieve. a 

Scan. I am ſurpriz'd; what does your Father relent ? 

Val. No; he has ſent me the harden Conditions in the 
World: You have heard of a Booby. Brother of mine, that 
was ſent to Sea three Years ago? This Brother, my Fa- 


ther hears, is landed; whereupon he very affectionately 


ſends me Word; if Iwill make a Deed of Conveyance of 
my Right to his Eſtate after his Death, to my younger 
Brother, he will immediately furniſh me with four 1 
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ſand Pound to pay my Debts, and make my Fortune. 
This was once propos d before, and | refus'd it; but the 
preſent [mpatience of my Creditors for their Mony, and 
my own Impatience of Conſinement, and Abſence from 
Angelica, force me to conſent. 

Scan. A very deſperate Demonſtration of your Love 
to Angelica: And I think ſhe has never given you any 
Aſſurance of hers. 5 

Val. You know her Temper; ſhe never gave me any - 
great Reaſon either for Hope or Deſpair. | 

Scan. Women of her airy Temper, as they ſeldom 
think before they act, ſo they rarely give us any Light to 

eſs at what they mean: But you have little Reaſon to 

ieve that a Woman of this Age, who has had an In- 
difference for you in your Proſperity, will fall in Love 
with your ill Fortune; beſides, Angelica has a great For- 
tune of her own; and great Fortunes either expect ano- 
ther great Fortune, or a Fool. 


CON Wn - 
[To them] Jeremy. 
Fere. More Misfortunes, Sir. | 
Val. What another Dun? | 
Fre. No, Sir, but Mr. Tattle is come to wait upon you. 
Val. Well, I can't help it, ——you muſt bring him 
up; he knows I don't go abroad. on 
O CS WE 4 
Valentine, Scandal. 
Scan. Pox on him, I'll be gone. 
Val. No, pr'ythee ſtay: Tattle and you ſhould never 
be aſunder; you are Light and Shadow, and ſhew one 
another; he is perfectly thy Reverſe both in Humour and 
pos wap 7 and as you ſet up for Defamation, he is 


a mender of Reputations. 
Scan. & ms ef nations} ay, juſt as he is a 


keeper of Secrets, another Virtue that he ſets up for in 
the ſame manner. For the Rogue will ſpeak aloud in the 
Poſture of a Whiſper; anddeny a Woman's Name, while 
he gives you the of her Perſon: He will forſwear 

| receiving 


T own chat —Nay more (I'm going to ſay a bold 
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receiving a Letter from her, and at the ſame time ſhew 
you her Hand in the Superſcriptien: And yet perhaps he 
has counterfeited the Hand too, and ſworn to a Truth ; 
but he hopes not to be believ d; and refuſes the Reputation 
of a Lady's Favour, as a Doctor ſays, No, to a Biſhop 
rick, only that it may be granted him — In ſhort, he 
is a publick Profeſſor of „and makes Procla- 


mation that he holds private Intelligence. —He's here. 


[To them) Tattle. 
Tatr. Valentine, good Morrow; Scandal, I am Yours, 
That is when you ſpeak well of me. 
Scan. That is, when | am Yours; for while l am mp 
own, or any Body's elſe, that will never happen. 
Tatt. How inhuman ! 
Pal. Why, Tatth, you need not be much concern'd at 


any thing that he ſays: For to converſe with Scandal, is 
to play at Lofing Loadam ; you muſt loſe a good Name to 
bim, before you can win it for Yourſelf. 


Tatt. But how barbarous that is, and how unfortunate 
for him, that the World ſhall think the better of any Perſon 
day Calumniation I thank _— has always 
een a part of my Character, to handle the Reputations 
of others uy Oy ns. FE 
Scan. Ay, rotten Reputations as-· you have to dea! 
with, are to be handled tenderly indeed. 

Tatt. Nay, but why rotten? Why ſhould you ſay, rot- 


ten, when you know not the Perſons of whom you 


ſpeak ? How cruel that is? 
Scan, Not know 'em? w 


hy, thou never hadſt to do 


with any body that did not ſtink to all the Town. 


Tatt. Ha, ha, ha; nay, now: you. make a Jeſt of it 
indeed. For there is nothing more known, than that no 
Body knows any thing of that Nature of me. As I hope 
to be ſav'd, Valentine, I never expoſed a Woman, fince 1 
knew what Woman was. p 
Pal. And yet you have convers'd with ſeveral. 

Tatt. To be free with you, I have =I don't care if 
Word 
4 now) 
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now) I never could meddle with TE that had to 
do with any Body elſe. 

Scan. Huw ! 

Fal. Nay faith, I'm apt to believe him Except her 
Husband, Tartle. | 

Tatt. Oh that 

Scan. What think you of that noble Commoner 
Mrs. Drab? 

Tatt. Pooh, I know Madam Drab has made her Brags 
in three or four Places, that | ſaid this and that, and writ 
to her, and did I know not what— But, upon my Repu- 
tation, the did me wrong—Well, well, that was Malice-- 
But I know the bottom of it. She was brib'd to that by 
one we all know——A Man too. Only to bring me into 

e with a certain Woman of Qualit 

Scar. Whom we all know. 

Tatt. No matter for that Yes, yes, every body 
nous No doubt ont, every body knows my Secrets 
nat I ſoon fatisty'd the Lady of my Innocence; for 
1 told her Madam, ſays I, there are fome Perſons 
who make it their Buiinets to tell Stories, and ſay this and 
that of one and t other, and every thing 6 
: and, fays I, if your Grace— 

__ Scan. Grace! 
T att. O Lord, what have 1 faid? My unlucky Tongue! 

Fal. Ha, ha, ha. 

Scan. Why, Tatcie, thou haſt more Impudence than one 
can in Reaſon expect: I ſhall have an Efteem for thee, 
well, and ha, ha, ha, well, go on, and what did you fay 

to her Grace? 
Fal. | confeſs this is ſomething extraordinary. 
Tatt. Not a Word, as I hope to be ſav'd; an arrant 
L, Lingus —— Come, les talk of ſomething elſe. 

Val. Wel. but how did you acquit yourielf ? 

Tatt. Pooh, pooh, nothing at all, Lo rally d with 
n a little j 

of me, and I told her ſomething or other, faith know 
not what Come, let's talk of ſomething elſe. 

[ Hams a Sang. 

Scan. Hang him, let him alone, he has a mind we 
ſhould enquire. 


Tat. 
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Tatt. Valentine, I ſupp'd laſt Night with your Miſtreſs, 
and her Uncle old Fore/ight: 1 6—— at 
Fereſigbt's. 
Fal. Ves. 
Tatt. Upon my Soul Argalica's a fine n 
fo is Mrs. Fore/ight, and her Siſter Mrs. Fraz/. 


Scan. Yes, Mrs. Frail is a very fine Woman, we all 
know her. 


Tatt. Oh that is not fair. 

Scan. What: | 

Tatts. To tell. 

Scan. To tell what? Why, nds ds you iow of 
Mrs. Frail? 

Tatt. Who I ? Upon Honour I don't know whether 
ſhe be Man or Woman; but by the Smoothneſs of her 
Chin, and Roundneſs of ber Hips. 

Scar. No! 
Tatt. No. 
Scan. She ſays otherwiſe. 
Tatt. I mpoſlible ! | 
Scan. Yes Faith. Ask Valentine elſe. 
Tatt. Why then, as I kope to be fav'd, I "ER o 


Woman only obliges a Man to Secrecy, that ſhe may 
have the Pleaſure of telling herſelf. 


Scan. No doubt on't. Well, but has ſhe done you 
Wrong, or no ? You have had her? Ha? 
Tatt. Tho I have more Honour than to tell firſt; I 


have more Manners than to conradalt what a Lady has 
veclar'd. 


Scan. Well, you own it? 

Tatt. F am firangely pid! Yes, yes, I can't 
deny't, if the taxes me with it. | 
Ses. She l be here by and by, the ſees Y alenzine every 


Tatt. How ! 
Pu. Shedoes me the Favour—1 mean of a Viũt ſome- 
times. I did not think ſhe had granted more to any body. 
Scan. Nor I faith But Tartle does not uſe to bely a 
Lady; it is contrary to his Characte : How one may 
be deceiv'd in a Woman, Yalentize ? 

Tatt. Nay, what do you mean, Gentlemen? F 
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Scan. I'm reſolv'd I'll ask her. 
Tast. O barbarous! Why did you not tell me— 
Scan. - you told us. 

hat did I fay? you won't bring me 
| to confeſs an Anker 2 T hop never ask d me the 


Tatt. b this is the moſt inhuman Pro- 


Ful Nay, if you have known Scandal thus long, and 
cannot avoid ſuch a palpable Decoy as this was; the 


| Ladies have a fine time, whoſe Reputations are in your 


keeping. 
S C E . 
[To them] Jeremy. 


ere. Sir, Mrs. Frail has ſent to know if areflirring; 
Fa Shew her up when ſhe comes. wy 


SCENE All 


| mm Sendai, Tris. 

Tatt. T'll be gone. 

Fal. Yow'll meet her. 

Tatt. Is there not a back way? 

„ 
give Scandal ſuch an Advantage; why, running 
c) will prove all chat he cam a a 

att. Scandal, you will not be ſo ungenerous O, 

ſhall loſe my Reputation of Secrecy for ever ſhall 
never be receiv'd but upon publick Days; and my Viſits 
will never be admitted beyond a Drawing-Room: I ſhall 
never ſee a Bed-Chamber again, never be lock d in a 
be — —_ uf —mat 
be d among the Waiting 
of Truſty Mr. — —üU—ͤ made ſo cruel. 
| Fal. Scandal, have pity on him; he'll yield to any 


Conditions. 
Tait. Any, any 
Scan. —— 


good Reputation to me preſently——=Come, where are 


| 
| 


—̃— 


LovE for Love. 25 
you familiar ?—And ſee that they are Women of Quality 
Tatt. Tis very hard—Won't a Baronet's Lady paſs ? 
Sear. No, nothing under a Right Honourable. 
Tatt. O inhuman! You don't expect their Names. 
Scan, No, their Titles ſhall ſerve. | 
Tatt. Alas, that's the ſame thing : Pray ſpare me their 
Titles; I'll deſcribe their Perſons. 
Scan, Well, begin then: But take notice, if you are 
ſo ill a Painter, that I cannot know the Perſon by your 
Picture of her, you muſt be condemn'd, like other bad 
Painters, to write the Name at the bottom. | 
Tatt, Well, firſt then 


F 
(To them) Mrs. Frail. 


Ta:t. Ounfortunate ! 12's come already; will you have 
Patience till another time—Pll double the Number. 
Scan. Well, on that Condition — Take heed you don't 


fail me. - | 


M.. Frail. I ſhall get a fine Reputation, by coming 


to ſce Fellows in a Morning. Scandal, you Devil, are 


you here too? Oh Mr. Tattle, every thing is ſafe with 
you, we know. | 

Scan. Tattle. | 

Tait. Mum O Madam, you do me too much Honour. 

Val. Well Lady Galloper, how does Angelica ? 
Art. Frail. Angelica? Manners! 

Val. What, you will allow an abſent Lover 

Mrs. Frail. No, III allow a Lover preſent with his 
Miſtreſs to be particular——But otherwiſe I think his 
Paſſion ought to give place to his Manners. 

Val. But what if he has more Paſſion than Manners ? 

Mrs. Frail. Then let him marry and reform, 1 

Val. Marriage indeed may qualify the Fury of his 
Paſſion. but it very rarely mends a Man's Manners. 

Mrs. Frail. You are the moſt miſtaken in the World : 
there is no Creature perfectly civil, but a Huſband. For 
in a little time he grows only rude to his Wife, and that 
is, the higheſt good 9 for it begets his Civility 

ä ; 0 
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to other People. Well, I'll tell you News; but I _ 


you hear your Brother Berjamin is landed. And my Bro- 
ther Fore/ight's Daughter is come out of the Country 
I aſſure you there's a Match talk'd of by the old People 
—— Well, if he be but as great a Sea-Beaſt, as ſhe is a 
Land-Monfter, we ſhall have a moſt amphibious Breed— = 
The Progeny will be all Otters: He has been bred at 
Sea, and ſhe has never been out of the Country. 
Val. Pox take em, their Conjunction bodes me no 
good, I'm ſure. | 
Mrs, Frail. Now you talk of Conjunction, my Bro- 
ther Fereſigbt has caft both their Nativities, and Prognoſ- 
ticates an Admiral and an eminent Juſtice of the Peace 
to be the Ifſue-Male of their two Bodies; 'tis the moſt 
ſuperſtitious old Fool! He would have perſuaded me, 
that this was an unlucky Day, and wou'd not let me 
come abroad: But I invented a Dream, and ſent him 
to Artemedorus for Interpretation, and fo ſtole out to ſee 
vou. Well, and what will you give me now? Come, I 
muſt have ſomething. 
Val. Step into the next Room—— and [I'll give you 
ſomething. 
Scan. Ay, we'll all give you ſomething. 
Alrs. Frail. Well, what will you all give me? 
Val. Mine's a Secret. 
Als. Frai/. I thought you would give me ſomething, 
that would be a Trouble to ycu to — 
Lal. And Scandal ſhall give you a good Name. 
Ars Frail. That's more than he has for himſelf. And 
what will you give me, Mr. 7 azt/-. 
Tate. I? My Soul, Madam. 
| Ars. Frail. Pooh, No I thank you, I have enough to 
do to take eare of my own. Well; but I'll come and 
ſee you one of theſe Mornings: I hear you have a great 
many Pictures. | | 
Tatt. I have a pretty good Collection at your Service, 
ſome Originals. | 
Scan. Hang him, he has nothing but the Sea/ozs and 
the Tavelwe C xfars, paltry Copies; and the Fe & enjes, 
as ill repreſented as they are in himſelf; and he him- 
ſelf is the only Original you will ſee there. | 
Mrs. Frail. 


he lye 
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Ars. Frail. Ay, but I hear he has a Cloſet of Beauties. 

Scan. Yes, all that have done him Favours, if ycu 
will believe him. | 

Mrs. Frail. Ay, let me ſee thoſe, Mr. Tattle. 

Tatt. Oh Madam, thoſe are ſacred to Love and Con- 
templation. No Man but the Painter and myſelf was 
ever bleſt with the Sight. is e 

Mrs. Frail. Well, but a Woman 

Tatt. Nor Woman, till ſne conſented to have her Pic- 


ture there too for then ſhe's oblig d to keep the Secret. 


Scan. No, no; come to me if you'd ſee Pictures. 
Mrs. Frail. You ? ee! 
Scan. Yes faith, I can ſhew you your own Picture, 

and moſt of your Acquaintance to the Life, and as lii:e 

as at Kneller's. | V 
Mrs. Frail. O lying Creature—74a/:ntine, does not 

I can't believe a Word he ſays. | 

Val. No, indeed, he ſpeaks truthnow-: For as Tatile has 


Pictures of all that have granted him Favours, he hs 


che Pictures of all that have refus'd him: If Satires, De- 

ſcriptions, Characters, and Lampoons are Pictures. 
Scau. Yes, mine are moſt in black and white And 

yet there are ſome ſet out in their true Colours, both Mea 


and Women. I can ſhew you Pride, Folly, Affedtation, 
Wantonneſs, Inconſtancy, Covetouſneſs, Diſſimulation, 


lalice and Ignorance, all in one Piece. Then I can ſhew 


vou Lying, Foppery, Vanity, Cowardiſe, Bragging, 


Lechery, hnpotence and Uglineſs in another Piece; aut 
vet one of theſe is a celebrated Beauty, and Yother a pro- 
teit Beau. I have Paintings too, ſome pleaſant enough. 
Ars. Frail. Come, let's hear em. 
Scan. Why, I have a Beau in a Bagnio, Cupping ſor 


2 Complexion, and ſweating for a Shape. 


Mrs. Frail. So. | | 
Scan. Then I have a Lady burning Brandy in a Cellar 


with a Hackney Coachman. 


Arg. Frail. O Devil! Well but that Story is not true. 

Scan. I have ſome Hierogly phicks too; I have a Lawyer 
with a hundred Hands, two Heads, and but one Face; z 
Divine with two Faces, and one Head; and I have a Sol- 
dier with his Brains in his Belly, and his Heart where his 
Head ſhou'd be. B 2 Ars, Frail. 
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Mrs. Frail. And no Head ? 
Scan. No Head. 


Mrs. Frail. Pooh, this is all Invention. Have you 


ne er a Poet? 

Scan. Yes, I have a Poet * en, and ſellin 
Praiſe ſor Praiſe, and a Critick picking his Pocket. 
have another large Piece too, repreſenting a School; 
where there are huge proportion'd Criticks, with long 

Wigs, lac'd Coats, Steinkirk Cravats, and terrible Faces; 
with Cat- calls in their Hands, and Horn- Books about 
their Necks. I have many more of this kind, very well 
painted, as you ſhall ſee. | | 
Mrs. Frail. Well, I'll come, if it be but to diſprove 
you. = | | 
SCENE XV, 

Te them] Jeremy. 
Fere. Sir, here's the Steward again from your Father. 


Val. Tl come to him will you give me Leave, III 


wait on you again preſently. 


A.. Frail. No, ll be gone. Come, who Squires me 


to the Exchange, I muſt call my Siſter Foreſigbt there? 
Scan. | will: I have a Mind to your Siſter. 
Mrs. Frail. Civil! 


Tart. I will, becauſe I have a Tender for your Lady ſkip. 


Mrs. Frail. That's ſomewhat the better Reaſon, to 
my Opinion. | ; 

Scan. Well, if Tattle entertains you, I have the better 
Opportunity to engage your Siſter. 


Val. Tell Argelice, I am about making hard Condi- 


tions to come abroad, and be at Liberty to ſee her. 


Scan. Ill give an Account of you, and your Proceed- 
ings. If Inditcretion be a Sign of Love, you are the moſt 


a Lover of any Body that I know: You fancy that part- 
ing with your Eſtate, will help you to your Miſtreſs— 
In my Mind he is a thoughtleſs Adventurer, 


Who hopes to purchaſe Wealth, by ſelling Land; 
Or win a Miſtreſs, ith a loſing Hund, 


ACT 
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ACT IL. SCENE. L 
A Room im Foreſight's Houſe. 
| Foreſight and Servant. 


Fore. EY day! What, are all the Women of my 
1 Family abroad? Is not my Wife come home? 
Nor my Siſter, nor my Daughter? N 

Serv. No, Sir. | f 
Fore. Mercy on us, what can be the meaning of it? 
Sure the Moon is in all her Fortitudes; Is my Niece 

Angelica at home ? 

Serv. Yes, Sir. | 

Fore. I believe you lye, Sir. 

Serv. Sir. | | | 

Fere. I ſay you lye, Sir. It is impoſſible that any thing 
ſhould be as [ would have it; for I was born, Sir, when 

the Crab was aſcending, and all my Affairs go backward. 

Seru. I can't tell indeed, Sir. 8 

Fore. No, I know you can't, Sir: But I can tell, and 

--0.C EN FE IL 
[To them] Nurſe. | 
Fore. Nurſe, where's your young Miſtreſs ? 

| Nurſe. Wee it heart, I know not, they're none of em 
come home yet: Poor Child, I warrant ſhe's fond o'fee- 
ing the Town—Marry, pray Heav'n they ha' given her 
any Dinner—Good lack-a-day, ha, ha, ha, O ſtrange; 

F!l vow and ſwear now, ha, ha, ha, marry and did you 
ever ſee the like! | | 

Fore. Why how now, what's the Matter? 

Nuiſe. Pray Heav'n ſend your Worſhip good Luck, 
Marry and Amen witu all my Heart, for you have put 
on one S ocking with the wrong Side outward. 

Fore. Ha, how ? Faith and troth I'm glad of it, and ſo 
have, that may be good Luck in troth, in truth it may, 
very _ Luck : .Nay I have had ſome Omens : I got 
out of Bed Backwards toothis Morning, without Premedi- 
tation; pretty good that to; but then I tumbled coming 
down Stairs, and met a Weaſel; bad Omens thoſe: Some 


B 3 | bad, 
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bad, ſome good, our Lives are checquer'd: Mirth and 
Sorrow, Want and Plenty, Night and Day, make up our 
lime But in troth I am pleas'd at my Stocking; very 
well pleas'd at my Stocking — Oh here's my Niece!— 
Sirrah, go tell Sir Sampſon Legend I'Il wait on him if 
he's at leiſure,— tis now three a Clock, a very good 
Hour for Buſineſs, Mercury governs this Hour. 
. 
Angelica, Foreſight, Nurſe. 

Ang. Is it not a good Hour for Pleaſure too, Uncle ? 

pray lend me your Coach, mine's out of Order. 
Fore. What, wou'd you be gadding too? Sure all Fe- 
males are mad to day—lIt is of evil Portent, and bodes 
Miſchief to the Maſter of a Family remember an old 
Propheſy written by Meſabalab the Arabian, and thus 
tranſlated by a Reverend Buckinghamfhire Bard. 

When Houſecifes all the Houſe forſake, 

And leave good Man to Brew and Bake, 

Mitbouten Guile, then be it ſaid, 

Tat Houſe doth ffond upon its Head; 

And when the Head is ſet in Grond, 

Ne marl, if it be fruitful fond. 
Fruitful, the Head fruitful, that bodes Horns; the Fruit 
of the Head is Horns Dear Niece, ſtay at home 
For by the Head of the Houſe is meant the Huſband ; 
the Propheſy needs no Explanation. 

Ang. Well, but I can neither make you a Cuckold, 
Uncle, by going abroad; nor ſecure you from being 
one, by ſtaying at home. 

Fare. Ves, yes; while there's one Woman left, the 
Propheſy is not in full Force. 

Arg. But my Inclinations are ir. force; I have a mind 
to go abroad; and if you won't lend me your Coach, III 
take a Hackney, or a Chair, and leave you to erect a 
Scheme, and find who's in Conjunction with yuur Wife. 
Why don't you keep her at home, if you're jealous of 
her when ſhe's abroad? You know my Aunt is a little 
Retrograde (as you call it) in her Nature. Uncle, I'm 
afraid you are not Lord of the Aſcendant, ha, ha, ha. 


Feore. 
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Fare. Well, Jill-Airt, you are very pert—and always 
ridiculing that celeſtial Science. 

Ang. Nay Uncle, don't be angry—If you are, Ill reap 


up all your falſe Propheſies, ridiculous Dreams, and idle 


Divinations. I'll ſwear you are a Nuſance to the Neigh- 
bourhood—What a Buſtle did you keep againſt the laſt 
inviſible Eclipſe, layingin Proviſions as'twere for a Siege? 
What a world of Fire and Candle, Matches and Tinder- 
boxes did you purchaſe! One would have thought we 
were ever after to live under Ground, or at leaſt making a 
Voyage to Greenland, to inhabit there all the dark Seaſon. 
Fore. Why, you malapert Slut | 
Ang. Will you lend me your Coach, or I'll go on— 
Nay, I'll declare how you propheſy'd Popery was com- 
ing, only becauſe the Butler had miſlaid tome of the 
Apoſtle Spoons, and thought they were lott. Away 


vent Religion and Spoonmeat together Indeed, Uncle, 


I'll indite you for a Wizard. 

Fere. How Huſſyl was there ever ſuchaprovokingMinx ? 
_ Narſe. O merciful Father, how ſhe talks | 
Ang. Yes, I can make Oath of your unlawful Mid- 
night Practices; you and the old Nurſe there 
* Nurſe. Marry Reav'ndefend--IatMidnight Practices. 
O Lord, what's here to do: I in unlawful Doings with 


= my Maſter's Worſhip—Why, did you ever hear the like 


now—Sir,did ever I do any thing of your Midnight Con- 
cerns—but warm your Bed, and tuck you up, and ſet 


the Candle and your Tobacco-Box, and your Urinal by 


you, and now and then rub the Soles of your Feet ?— 
O Lord, I! | 
Arg. Yes, I ſaw you together, through the Key-hole 
of the Cloſet, one Night, like Saul and the Witch of 
Endor, turning the Sieve and Sheers, and pricking your 
or innocent Servants Names in 
Blood, about a little Nutmeg-Grater, which ſhe had 
forgot in the Caudle-Cup Nay, I know ſomething 
worle, if I would ſpeak of it- N 
Fore. I defy you, Huſſy; but Pl remember this, III 
be reveng'd on yon, Cockatrice; I'll hamper you Vou 
have your Fortune in your own Hands — but TII find a 
FE & 7 Bo war 
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way to make your Lover, your Prodigal Spendtuiſt 
Galant, Falentine, pay for all, I will. 

Ang. Will you ? I care not, but all ſhall out then 
Look to't, Nurſe; I can bring Witneſs that you have a 
great unnatural Teat under your Jeft Arm, and he ano- 
ther; and that you ſuckle a young Devil in the Shape 
of a Tabby-Cat, by turns, I can. e 

Nurſe. A Teat, a Teat, I an unnatural Teat! O the 
falſe ſlanderous thing; feel, feel here, if I have any 
thing but like another Chriſtian. [ Crying. 

Fire. I will have Patience, ſince it is the Will of the 
Stars I ſhould be thus tormented —This is the Effect ct 
the maticious Conjunctions and Oppoſitions in the third 
_ Houle of my Nativity; there the Curſe of Rindred was 
ſoretold But I will have my Doors lock'd up—I II 
puniſh you, not a Man ſhall enter = Houſe. 

Ang. Do Uncle, lock 'em up quickly before my Aunt 
come home—You'll have a Letter for Alimony to Morrow 
Morning—But let me be gone firſt, and then let no Man- 
kind come near the Houſe, but converſe with Spirits and 
the Celeſtial Signs, the Bull, and the Ram, and the Goat. 

Bleſs me! there are a great many horn'd Beaſts among the 
twelve Signs, Uncle. But Cuckolcs go to Heav'n. 

Fore. But there's but one Virgin among the Sigrs, 
Spit- fire, but one Virgin. | 

Ang. Nor there had not been that one, if he had had 
to do with any thing but Aſtrologers, Uncle. That 
makes my Aunt go abroad. 

Fore. How f How? Is that the Reaſon ? Come, you 
know ſomething ; tell me, and I'll forgive you; do, good 
Niece—Come, you ſhall have my Coach and Horſes 
Faith and troth you ſhal.— Does my Wife complain? 
Come, I know Women tell one another—She is young 
and ſanguine, has a wanton Hazle Eye, and was born 
under Gemini, which may incline her to Society; ſhe 
has a Mole upon her Lip, with a moiſt Palm, and an 
open Liberality on the Mount of Venus. 
Ang. Ha, ha, ha. 

Fire. Do you laughꝰ Well Gentlewoman, I'll But 
come, be a good Girl, don't perplex your poor Uncle, 
tell me wont you ſpeak ? Odd Fil — 


SCENE 
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SCEN-TE IV. 


[To them] Servant. 

Serv. Sir Sampſon is coming down to wait upon you 

Ang. Good bu'y Uncle-—Call me a Chair I'll find 
out my Aunt, and tell her, ſhe muſt not come home. 

Fore. I'm ſo perplex'd and vex'd, I am not fit to re- 
ceive him ; I ſhall ſcarce recover myſelf before the Hour 
be paſt: Go Nurſe, tell Sir Sampſan I'm ready to wait 
on him. 

Nurſe. Yes, Sir. 

Fore, Well-—Why, if I was born to be a Cuckold, 
there's no more to be ſaid——he's here already. 
SCENE-V. 

Foreſight and Sir Sampſon Legend with a Paper. 

Sir Samp. Nor no more to be done, old Boy ; that's 
lain——here *tis, I have it in my Hand, Old Prolomee ; 
I'll make the ungracious Prodigal know who begat him; 
I will, old Neftrodamus. What, | warrant my Son thought 
nothing belong'd to a Father, but Forgiveneſs and Aﬀec- 
tion; no Authority, no Correction, no Arbitrary Power; 
nothing to be done, but for him to offend, and me to 
pardon. I warrant you, if he danc'd till Doomſday, he 
thought I was to pay the Piper. Well, but here it is 
under black and white, Siznatum, Sigillatum, and Delibe- 
ratum; that as ſoon as my Son Benjamin is arriv'd, he is 
to make over to him his Right ct inheritance. Where's my 
Daughter that is to be——hab ! old Merlin! body o'me, 
I'm ſo glad I'm reveng'd on this undutiful Rogue. 

Fire. Od ſo, let me ice; Let me ſee the Paper — Ay. 
faith and troth, here tis, if it will but hold [ with 
things were done, and the Conveyance made—When was 
this ſign d, what Hour! Odſo, you ſhould have conſulted 
me for the Time. Well, but we'll make haſte 

Sir Samp. Haſte, ay, ay; haſte enough, my Son Ben will 
be in Town to Night——-l have order'd my Lawyer to 
draw up Writings of Settlement and Jointure—All ſhall 
be done to Night—No.matter for the Time; pr'ythee, 
Brother Forefight, leave Superſtition—Pox o' th' Time; 

; B 5 there's 
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therc's no time but the time preſent, there's ao more to 
be ſaid of what's paſt, and all that is to come will ha p- 
pen. If the Sun ſhine by Day, and the Stars by Night, 
why, we ſhall know one another's Faces without the help 
of a Candle, and that's all the Stars are good for. 

Fore. How, how ? Sir Sampſon, that all! Give me leave 
to contradict you, and tell you, you are ignorant. 

Sir Samp. I tell you I am wile; and /apiens dominabitur 
aſtris ; there's Latin for you to prove it, and an Argu- 
ment to confound your Zphemeris——Tgnorant — I tell 
you, I have travell'd old Firca, and know the Globe. I 
have feen the Antipodes, where the Sun riſes at Mid- 
night, and ſets at Noon- Day. | 

Fere. But I tell you, I have travell'd, and travell'd in 
the Celeſtial Spheres, know the Sigus and the Planets, and 
their Houſes. Can judge of Motions Direct and Retro- 
grade, of Sextiles, Yuadrates, Trines and Oppo/itions, 
Fiery 7rigous and Aquatical Trigent. Know whether Life 
ſhall be long or ſhort, Happy or Unhappy, whether 
Diſeaſes are Curable or Incurable. If Journeys ſhall 
be proſperous, Undertakings ſucceſsful ; or Goods ſtol'n 
recover'd, I know. | 

Sir Sam. I know the Length of the Emperor of China's 
Foot; have kiſs'd the Great Doguls Slipper, and rid a 
Hunting upon an Elephant with the Cham of Tartary,— 
Body o me, I have made a Cuckold of a King, and the 
preſent Majeſty of Bantam is the Iſſue of theſe Loins. 

For. I know when Travellers lye or ſpeak Truth, 
when they don't know it themſelves. 

Sir Samp. I have known an Aſtrologer made a Cuckold 
in the twinkling of a Star; and ſeen a Conjurer, that 
cou'd not keep the Devil out of his Wife's Circle. 

Fore. What, does he twit me with my Wife too? I 
muſt be better inform'd of this. [ Aide. Do you 
mean my Wife, Sir Samen? Tho? you made a Cuckold 
of the King of Bantam, yet by the Body of the Sun 

Sir Samp. By the Horns of the Moon, you wou'd ſay, 
Brother Capricorn. | 

Fore. Capricorn in your Teeth, thou Modern Mandewil; 


Ferdinand Mendez Pinto was but a Type of thee, thou Lyar 


of the firſt Magnitude. Take back your Paper of Inheri- 
| dance; 
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tance; ſend your Son to Sea again. I'll wed my Daugh- 
ter to an Egyptian Mummy, ere ſhe ſhall incorporate with 
a Contemner of Sciences, and a Defamer of Virtue. 

Sir Samp. Body o'me, I have gone too far; l muſt 
not provoke honeſt Al umæxar. An Egyptian Mummy 
is an illuſtrious Creature, my truſty Hieroglyphick ; 
and may have Significations of Futurity about kim ; 
 Odibud, I would my Son were an Egyptian Mummy for 
thy fake. Wh at, thou art not angry tor a Jeſt, my good 
Hal. I reverence the Sun, Moon and Stars with all 
my Heart—What, Fil make thee a Preſent of a Mummy: 
Now I think on't, Body o'me, I have a Shoulder of an 
Egyptian King, that I purloin d from one of the Pyra- 
mids, powder'd with Hieroglyphicks, thou ſhalt have it 
brought home to thy Houſe, and make an Entertain- 
ment for all the Philcmaths, and Students in Phyfick 
and Aſtrology in and about Londer. 

Fore. But what do you know of my Wife, Sir Samp- 
fon? 

4 Sir Samp. Thy Wife is a Conſtellation of Virtues; ſhe's 
the Moon, and thou art the Mana in the Moon: Nay, ſhe 
is more illuſtrious than the Moon: for ſhe has her Cha- 
ſtity without ker Inconſtancy, ſbud I was but in jeſt. 
SCENE VL 
[Ta them] Jeremy. 
Sir Sam. How now, who ſent for you ? Ha! What 
wou'd you have? - 

Fore. Nay, if you were but in je Who's that 
Fellow ? I don't like his Phyſiognomy. 

Sir Samp. My Son, Sir; what Son, Sir? My Son 
Benjamin, hoh? 

Tere. No, Sir, Mr. Valentine, my Master tis the 
grſt time he has been abroad fince his Confinement, 
and he comes to pay his Duty to you. 

Sir Samp. Well, Sir. 


SCENE VI. 


Foreſi ght, Sir Sampſon, Valentine, u,. 
Fere. He is here, Sir. 


Val. Your Bleſſing, Sir. 
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Sir Samp. You've had it already, Sir, I think I ſent it 

you to Day in a Bill of Four thouſand Pound: A great 

deal of Money, Brother Fore/ig#t. 

Fiore. Ay indeed, Sir Sampion, a great deal of Mony 

for a young Man, I wonder what he can do with i it! 

Sir Samp. Body ome, fo do ], Hark ye, Valen- 
tine, if there be tco much, refund the Superfluity ; Doſt 
hear, Boy ? 

Fal. Saperfluity, Sir, it will ſcarce pay my Debts,— 

J hope you will have more Indulgence, than tooblige me 
to thoſe hard Conditions, which my Neceſſity ſign'd to. 
Sir Samp. Sir, how, I beſeech you, what were you 
pleas'd to intimate, concerning Indulgence ? 

Val. Why, Sir, that you wou'd not go to the Ex- 
tremity of the Conditions, but releaſe me at leaſt from 
ſome Part. 

Sir Samp. Oh Sir, I underſtand you— that s all, ha? 

Fal. Ves, Sir, all that I preſume to aſk.—But what 
you, out of fatherly Fondneſs, will be plrav'd to add, 
mall be doubly welcome. 

Sir Samp. No doubt of it, ſweet Sir, but your filial 
1 * and my fatherly Fondneſs wou'd fit like two Tal- 

lies. —Ilere's a Rogue, Brother Fore/:ght, makes a Bar- 
va n under IIand and Seal in the Morning, and would be 
teleas'd from it in the Afternoon ; here's a Rogue, Dog, 

here's Conſcience and Honeſty; this is your Wit now, 

this is the Mcrality of your Wits! You are a Wit, and 
have becn a Beau, and may be a Why, Sirrah, is 
it not here under Hand and Seal Can you deny it ? 

Jal. Sir, I don't deny it. 

Sir Samp. Sirrah, you'll be hang'd ; I ſhall live to ſee 
vou go up Halborn-Hili — Has he not a Rogue's Face? 

Speak, Brother, you underſtand Phytognomy, a 
hanging Look to me of all my Boys the moſt un- 
like me; he has a damn'd Tybaurn-Face, without the 


Benefit o the Clergy. 
Fore. Hum truly I don't care to diſcourage a 
young Man he has a violent Death in his Face; 


but I hope no Danger of Hanging 

Lal. Sir, is this 5 Clap e for os , for that old 
W eather- headed Fool, i know how to laugh at him ; but 
vou, Sir Sir 
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Sir Samp. You, Sir; and you, Sir; — Why, who 
are you, Sir | 
Val. Your Son, Sir. 
Sir Samp. That's more than I know, Sir, and J be- 
lieve not. 
Val. Faith, I hope not. 
Sir Samp.What wou'd you have your Mother a Whore! 
Did you ever hear the like! Did you ever hear the like! 
Body o'me- 


2 I would have an Excuſe for your Barbarity and 
unnatural Uſage. 
Sir Samp. Excuſe! 3 Why Sirrah, mayn't I 
do what I pleaſe? Are not you my Slave ? Did not [ be- 
get you? And might not I have choſen whether I would 
have begot you or no? Oons who are you? Whence 
came you? What brou Fer you into the World? How 
came you here, Sir? Here, to ftand here, upon thoſe 
two Legs, and look erect with that audacious Face, hah? 
Anſwer me that? Did you come a Volunteer into the 
World ? Or did I, with the lawful Authority of a Pa- 
rent, preſs you to the Service? | 

Yal. I know no more why I came, than you do why 
 voucall'd me. But here I am, and if you don't mean to 


provide for me, 14. you would leave me as you 
tound me. 


Sir Samp. With all my Heart : Come, uncaſe, ſtrip, 
And go naked out of the World, as you came into't: 

Val. My Clothes are ſoon put off; But you muſt 
alſo diveſt me of Reaſon, Thought, Paſſions, Inclinations, 
Affections, Appetites, Senſes, and the huge Train of At- 
tendants that you begot along with me. 

Sir Samp. Body o' me, what a many- headed Monſter 
have I propagated ! 

Val. I am of myſelf a plain eaſy td Creature; and 
to be kept at ſmall Expence ; but the Retinue that you 
gave me are craving and invincible ; they are ſo many 
Devils that you have rais'd, and will have Employment. 

Sir Samp. Oons, what had I to do to get Children, — 
can't a private Man be born without all theſe Followers? 
—— Why nothing under an Emperor ſhould be born with 
Appetites.— Why, at this rate a Fellow that 222 a 

roat 
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Groat in his Pocket, may have a Stomach capable of a 
Ten Shilling Ordinary. os | 

Fere. Nay that's as clear as the Sun; I'll make Oath 
of it before any Juſtice in Middleſex. 

Sir Samp. Here's a Cormorant too. 'S'heart this 
Fellow was not born with you? did not beget him, 
did 1 

Fere. By the Proviſion that's made for me, you might 
have begot me too: Nay, and to tell vour Worſhip 
another Truth, I believe you did, for I find I was born 
with thoſe ſame M horeſon Appetites too, that my Maſter 
ſpeaks of. = | 

Sir Samp. Why look you there now, Ill main- 
tain it, that by the Rule of right Reaſon, this Fellow 
ougkt to have been born without a Palate. ——'S' heart, 
hat thou'd he do with a diltinguithing Tafte :I war- 
rant you he d rather eat a Pheatant, than a Piece of poor 
Jobn: and ſmell, now, why I warrant he can ſmell, and 
toves Perfumes above a Stink—— Why there's it; and 
Muſick, don't you love Mufick, Scoandrel ? 
Ferre. Yes, I have a reaſonable good Ear, Sir, as to Jiggs- 
and Country Dances; and the like; 1 don't much matter 
your Sole or Sorgts's, they give me the Spleen. 

Cir Samp. The Spleen, ha, ha, ha, a Pox confound you 
og or Senats? Oons whote Son are you? How 

were you engendred, Muckworm? 
Ferre. I am by Father, the Son of a Chairman; my 
Mother fold Oiſters in Winter, and Cucumbers in Sum- 
mer; and 1 came up Stairs into the World; for I was 
born in a Cellar. | | | 

Fore. By your Looks, you ſhou'd go up Stairs out of 
the World too, Friend. 

Sir Samp. And if this Rogue were Anatomiz'd now, 
ard diſſected, he has his Veſſals of Digeſtion and Con- 
coction, and ſo forth, large enough for the Inſide of a 
Cardinal, this Son of a Cucumber.——Theſe Thiags are 
unaccountable and unreaſonable—Body o'me, why was 
not I a Bear ? that my Cubs mighthave liv'd upon ſuck- 
ng their Paws; Nature has been provident only to Bears 
and Spiders; the one has its Nutriment in his own Hands; 
and t other ſpins his Habitation out of his own Entrails. 

| Fas, 
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al. Fortune was provident enough to ſupply all the 
Neceſſities of my Nature, if I had my Right of Inheri- 
tance. 

Sir Samp. Again! Oons han't you four thouſand Pound 
—if I had it again, I wou'd not give thee a Groat, —- 
What, would ſt thou have me turn Pelican, and feed thee 
out of my own Vitals . 8 heart, live by your Wits, 
You were always fond of the Wits,— Now let's 
| ſee, if you have Wit enough to keep yourlſelt- Your 
Brother will be in Town to Night, or to Morrow Morn- 
ing, and then look you perform Covenants, and ſo 
your Friend and Servant——Come, Brother Fereſiohr. 

SCENE VOL 
Falentine, Jeremy. 

Jere. I told you what your Viſit wou'd come to. 

Val. Tis as much as I expected -I did not come to 
ſce him: I came to Angelica: But ſince the was gona 
abroad, it was eaſily turn'd another way; and at leaſt 
look'd well on my fide: What's here ? Mrs. Farefight and 
Mrs. Frail, they are earneſt, I'll avoid 'em. Come 
this way, and go and enquire when Argelica will return. 

S CENSE IX. 
Mrs, Foreſight, and Mrs. Frail. 

Mrs. Frail. What have you to do to watch me? *S'life 
Fil do what I pleaſe. 

Ars. Fore. You will? 

Mrs. Frail. es, marry will IA great piece of Puſineſs 
to go to Covent-Garden Sguart in a Hackney-Coach, and 
take a Turn with one's Friend. 

Mrs. Fore. Nay, two or three Turns, ll take my Oath: 

Bri. Frail. Well, what if I took twenty l warrant 
if you had been there, it had been only innocent Recrea- 
tion. Lord, where's the Comfort of this Life, if we 
can't have the Happineſs of converſing where we like ? 

Mrs. Fore. But can't you converſe at home ? ——] 
own it, I think there's no Happineſs like converfing with 
an agreeable Man; I don't quarrel at that, nor 1 don't 
think but your Converſation was very innocent; but the 
Flace is publick, and to-be ſeen with a Man in a Hack- 


ney - 
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ney . Coach is ſcandalous: What if any Body elſe ſhou'd 
have ſeen you alite, as I did ? How can any Pody 
be happy, while they're in perpetual Fear of being ſeen 
and cenſur'd ?——Belides it wou'd not only reflect upon 
you, Siſter, but me. 

Mrs. Trail. Pooh, here's a Clutter=—Why ſhou'd it 
reflect upon you? ] don't doubt but you have thought 
yourſelf happy in a Hackney-Coach before now—if I 
had gone to Knightsbridge, or to Chelſey, or to Spring- 
Garden, or Barn-Eims with a Man alone ſomething 
might have been ſaid. 

Mrs. Fore. Why, was I ever in any of thoſe Places? 
What do you mean, Siſter * 

Mrs. Frail. Was I? What do you mean? 

Mrs. Fore. You have been at a worſe Place. 

Mrs. Fail. J at a worſe Place, and with a Man! 

Mrs. Fore. J ſuppoſe you wou'd not go alone to the 
IWorlds-End. 

Mrs. Frail. The Warld's-End! What do you mean 
to banter me? „ 

Mrs. Fore. Poor innocent! You don't know that there”: 
a Place call d the V orld s-Eud? I'll fwear you can keep 
your Countenance purely, you'd make an admirabl- 

Player. | | | | 
Mis. Frail. I'll ſwear you have a great deal of Confi- 
| dence, and in my Mind too much for the Stage. 

Mrs Fare. Very well, that will appear who has moſt, 
you never were at the Verid s- End:? 

Mrs. Frail. No. | 

Mis. Fore. You deny it poſitively to my Face. 

Mrs. Frail. Your Face, what's your Face ? 

Mrs. Fore. No Matter for that, it's as good a Face 
25 yours. | | 

Mrs. Frail. Not by a Dozen Years wearing.——Put I 
do deny it poſitively to your Face then. 

Mrs. Fore. Vl allow you now to find fault with my 
Face; for I'll ſwear your Impudence has put me out 
of Countenance : — But look you here now, — where 
did you loſe this Gold Bodkin ?!!>— Oh Siſter, Siſter! 
Mrs. Frail. My Bodkin ! 

Mrs. Fore, Nay, tis yours, look at it. 


M... 
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Mr:. Frail. Well, if you go to that, where did you find 
this Bodkin? — Oh Siſter, Siſter ! —Sifter every way. 

Ars. Fere. O Devil on't, that I cou'd not diſcover her, 
without betraving myſelf. [ Afrde. 

Mrs. Frail. I have heard Gentlemen ſay, Siſter ; that 
one ſhou'd take great Care, when one makes a Thruſt in 
Fencing, not to lie open ones ſelf. 

Ars. Fore. It's very true, Siſter: Well, ſince all's out, 
and as you ſav, ſince we are both wounded, let us do 
vw-aat is often done in Duels, take care of one another, 
and grow better Friends than before. 

Mrs. Frail, With all my Heart, ours are but ſlight fleſh | 
Wounds, and if we keep em from Air, not at all dan- 
ger us: Well, give me your Hand in Token of Silterly 
decrecy and Affection. | 

Mig. Fore. Here tis with all my Heart, 

Ars. Frail. Well, as an earneſt of Friendſhip and Con- 
fidence: I'll acquaint you with a Deſign that I have: To 
tell Truth, and ſpeak openly one to another: I'm afraid 
the World have obſeri'd us more than we have obſerv'd 
one another. You have a rich Huſband, and are pro- 
vided for, I am at a Loſs, and have no great Stock either 
of Fortune or Reputation; and therefore muſt look ſharply 
about me. Sir Sampſan has a Son that is expected to 
N:ght; by theAccount I have heard of his Education, can 
be no Conjurer: The Eſtate you know is to be made 
over to him:—— Now if I cou'd wheedle him, Siſter, ha? 
You underſtand me? 5 

Mrs. Fore. J do; and will help you to the utmoſt of 
my Power And I can tell you one thing that falls 
out luckily enough; my aukward Davghter-in-law, who 

you know is del gn d to be his Wife, is grown fond of 
Mr. Tattle; now if we can improve that and make her 
have an Averſion for the Booby, it may go a great way 
towards his liking you. Here they come together; and 
let us contrive ſome way or other to leave em together. 


En 
[To them] Tattle and Miſs Prue. 


Ys A. Mother, Mother, Mother, look you here, 
Oe | | AZ.. 


|| 
| 
x 


Lady hip have ſuch a Lhought 
know me? 
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Mrs. Fore. Fy, fy, Miſs, how vou bawl— Beſides, I 
have told you, you muſt not call me Mother. 

Miss. What muſt I call you then, are you not my Fa- 
ther's Wite ? 
Alg. Fore, Madam; you muſt ſay Madam By my 
Soul, I ſhall fancy myſelf old indeed, to have this great 
Girl call me Mother —— Well, but Mis, what are you 
{9 overjoy'd at? 

Iii. Look you here, Madam * what I.. Tattls 


bas given me Lock you here, Couſin, here's a Snuff- 


Box; nay, there's Snuff in't; nere, will you have any 
— good! how fiveet it iA. Tat?le is all over 
ſweet, * Peruke is iweet, and his Gloves are ſweet, — 

and his Handkerchief is ſweet, pure ſweet, ſweeter than 


Roſes— Smell him Mother, Madam, I mean——He 
gare me this Ring for a Kiſs. 


_ Tatt. © fy Mils, you muſt not kits and tell. 

Miß. Yes; I may tell my Mother — And he ſays he'll 
give me ſomething to make me ſmell ſo Oh pray 
lend me your Handkerchief— Smell, Couſin; he ſays, 
he'll give me fomething that will make my Smock ſmell 
this way — s not it pure? —TIt's better than Laven- 
der mun——\'m reioly'd I won't let Nui ſe put any more 
Lavender among my Smocks——ha, Couſin ? | 

Mrs. Frail. Fy, liis; amongſt your Linen you muſt 
ſay You mult never ſay Smock. 

Mi. Why, it is not bawdy, is it Couſin ? > 

Tatt. Oh Madam; you are too ſevere upon Miſs; you 


mult not find fault with her pretty Simplicity, it becomes 


ber ſtrangely— pretty Mits, don't let em perſuade you 
vut of your Innocency. 
Ae. Fere. Oh, demm you, Toad————1 Wit you 


don't perſuade her out of her Innocency. 


 Tatt. Who I, Madam? Oh Lord, how can 1 your 


{ure you don't 


Ars. Frail. Ah Devil, fly Devil ic's as Cloſe, 
Siſter, as a Confeſſor He thinks we doat obſerve 
him. | 

Nis. Fere. A cunning Cur, how ſoon he cou'd find out 


a frech harmleſs nr; and left us, Siſter, preſently, 
| Tatt, 
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Tatt. Upon Reputation. 

Mig. Fore. They're all fo, Siſter, theſe Men—they love 
to have the ſpoiling of a young thing „they are as fond 
of it, as of being firſt in the Faſhion, dor of ſecing a new 
Play the firſt Day,. I warrant it would brea! 
Mr. Tattle's Heart, to think that any Body elſe ſhou'd 
be beforehand with him. 

7 att, Oh Lord, I ſwear I wou'd not ſor the Worl!— 

Mrs. Frail. O hang you; who'll believe you? —You'd 
be hang” d before you'd confeſs we know you —— 
He's very pretty Lord, what pure red and white !— 
{tc looks ſo wholſom ;—nc'er fir, I don' t know, but 
1 fancy, if I were a Man 

. How you love to jeer one, Couſin. 

Mu. Fore, Hark'ce, Siſter, —by my Soul the Girl; * 
ſpoil'd already d' ee think ſhe'll ever endure a great 
Iuvberly Tarpawlin Gad I warrant you, ſhe won't 
let him come near her, after Mi. Tattle. 

rs. Frail. O' my Soul, I'm afraid not—eh \—filrby 
Creature, that ſmells all of Pitch and Tar— Devil — | 
you, you confounded Toad why did you ſee her, 
before ſhe was marricd ? 

Mrs. Fore. Nay, why did we let him—my Huſband 
will hang us He Il think we brought 'em acquainted. 

Mrs. Frail. Come, Faith let us be gone—lIt my Bro- 
ther Foreſight ſhou'd find us with them; 
ſo, ſure enough. 

Mie. Fore. So he wou'd—but then leaving 'em toge- 
ther is as bad— And he's ſuch a fly Devil, he'll never 
mis an Opportunity. 

Ars. Frail. J don't care; I won't be ſeen in't. 

Mis. Fore, Well, if you ſhould, Mr. Tatt/-, you'll 
have a World to anſwer for, re: nde 1 wash my 
Hands of it, I'm throughly innocent. 


S LN E XI. 


Tattle, Nliſs Prue. 
1576. What makes em go away, Mr. Tati ? What 
do they mean, do you know? 
7 att. Yes, my Dear think I can gueſs——But 
hang me if I know the Reaſon of it. | 


Djs, 
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have, as much as if I had it myſelt- 
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M. Come, mult not we go too? 
Tatt. No, no, they don't mean that. 


Mis. No! What then? What ſhall you and I do 


together ? 

Tatt. I muſt make Love to you, pretty Miſs; will 
you let me make Love to you? 

Aye. Yes, if you pleaſe. 


Tac. Fra 1 Gol ar batt. What « Four dre Bibs. . 
For 75 gut mean by this Civility? Is it to make a Fool of 


me? or does ſhe leave us together out of good Morality, 


and do as ſhe would be done by——Gad Pil underſtand 


10. [4 


Miſs. Well; and how will you make Love to 3 


Come, I long to have you begin muſt I make Love 
too? You muſt tell me how. 


Ta't. You muſt let me ſpeak, Miſs, you ad not 


ſpeak firſt; I muſt ask you Queſtions, and you muſt 
anſwer. 


Ms. What, is it like the Catechiſm ?—» Come then 


ask me. 


_ Tatt. D'ye think you can love me ? 
Alifs. Yes. 


Tatt. Pooh, Pox, you malt not fay yes alrewdy; I 
ſhan't care a Farthing for you then in a twinkling. 
Mis. What muſt | ſay then? 


Tatt. Why you mult ſay no, or you believe not, or 
you can't tell 


Miſs. Why mult I tell a Lye then? 


Tati. Ves, if you'll be well- CO. Mile Porters 


Lye——Beſides, you are a Woman, you muſt never ſpeak 
what you think: Your Words mult contradict your 
Thoughts; but your Actions may contradict your Words. 

So, when I ask you, if you can love me, you mult ſay no, 
but you muſt love me to)—If I tell you you are hand- 

ſom, you muſt deny it, and ſay I flatter you But 
you mult think yourſelf more charming than I ſpeak 
you: And like me, for the Beauty w Chich 1 ſay you 
If I ask you to 
kiſs me, you muſt be angry, but you mult not refuſe 


me. If I aſk you for more, you muſt be more angry, 


but more complying; and as ſoon as ever I make 
you 


M 
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you ſay you'll cry out, you muſt be ſure to hold your 
Tongue. 


Mir. O Lord, I ſwear this is pure. like it better 
chan our old faſhion d Country way of ſpeaking one's 
Mind, — and mult not you lye too? 


Tatt. Hum — es Zut you muſt believe I ſpeak 
Truth. 
M... O Comin, Well, I always had a great Mind to 
tell Lyes—but they frighted me, and faid it was a Sin. 
Tatt. Well, my pretty Creature; will you make me 
happy by giving me a Kiis? _ 
As. No, indeed ; I'm angry at you. 
[ Runs and kiſſes him. 
Tatt. Hold, hold, that's pretty well but you ſhould 


not have given it me, but have ſuffer'd me to have taken it. 
AY. Well, we'll do't again. 


Tatt. With all my Heart - Now then my little 
Angel. _[ Kiffes ler. 

Mis. Piſh. 

Tatt. That's right, —again my Charmer. [ Kifſes again, 

Miſs. O fy, nay, now | can't abide you. 

Tatt. Admurable! That was as well as if you had been 
born and bred in Covent. Garden, And won't you ſhew 
me, pretty Miſs, where our Bed. chamber is? 1 5 

Miß. No, indeed won't I : but I'll run there, and hide 
myſelf from you behind the Curtains. 

Tatt. III follow you. 

Miſs. Ah, but I'll hold the Door with both Hands, and 
be angry;—and you ſhall puſh me down before you” 


come 1n. 


Tatt. No, [I'll come in firſt, and puſh you down 
afterwards. 


Miſs. Will you? then III be more angry, and more 
complying. 

Tatt. Then Fil make you cry out. 

Mijs. Oh but you than't, for I'll hold my Tongue. — 

Tatt. Oh my dear apt Scholar. 

Miſs. Well, now I'll run and make more haſte than you. 

Tatt. You ſhall not fly ſo faſt, as I'll purſue. 


ACT 
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ACT WE - SCENRKE. 1. 


| Nurſe alone. 
Varſc. 118 S, Miſs, Miſs Prue Mercy On me, 
marry and Amen. Why, what's become 
of the Child ?=Why Miſs, Miſs Foreſigiit Sure ſhe has 
lockt herſelf up in her Chamber, and gone to ilezp, or to 
Prayers: Miſs, Miſs, I hear her—Come to your Father, 
Child : Open the Door——Open the Door, Miſs, —I 
hear you cry huſht——O Lord, who's there? [perps.] 
What's here to do?—O the Father! a Man with her!— 
Why, Miſs I ſay; God's my Life, here's fine doings 
towards O Lord, we'er all undone O you young 
Harlotry [ Knocks. ] Od's my Life, won't you open the 
Door? I'll come in the back way. 
E. 
Tattle, J½%½% Prue. 

M:/. O Lord, ſhe's coming and fell tel! my 
Father, what ſhall I do now? 

Tatt. Pox take her? if ſhe had Raid two Minutes lon- 
ger. I ſhou'd have wiſt'd for her coming. 
Mi,. O dear, what ſhall I {ay ? Tell me, Mr. Taltle, 
tell me a Lye. 55 5 
Tat. There's no occaſion for a Lye; I could never 
tell a Lye to no purpoſe——— But fince we have done 
nothing, we mult jay nothing, I think, I hear her— 
Il leave you together, and come of as you can. 

[ Thrujis her in, end ſits the Dor, 
S CE NE: HL 
Tattle, Valentine, Scandal, Angelica. 

Ang. You can't accuſe me of Inconſtancy; I never 
told you that I lov'd you. 

Lal. But can accuſe you of Uncertainty, for not 
telling me whether you did or not. | 

Ang. You miſtake Indifference for Uncertainty; I 
never had Concern enough to ask myſelf the Queſtion. 
Scan. Nor Good-nature enough to anſwer him that 

did atk you: Tl ſay that for you, Madam. 2 
7 85 : 
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8 What are you ſetting up for Good- nature? 
Scan. Only for the AﬀeRation of it, as the Women 
do for II- nature. 

Aug. Perſuade your Friend, that it is all AﬀcAation. 

Scan, I ſhall receive no Benefit from the Opinion : For 
know no effectual Difference —— continued Affec- 
tation and Reality. 

Tatt. [coming up] Scandal, are you in private Diſ- 
courſe, any thing of Secrecy? [e t Scandal, 

Scar. Yes, but I dare truſt you; we were talking of 

Augelica's Love to Valentine; you won't ſpeak of it. 

Tatt. No, no, not a Syllabie I know that's a 
Secret, for it's whiſper'd every where. 

Scan. Ha, ha, ha. 

Ang. What is, Mr. Tattle? I heard you ſay ſomething 
was whiſper'd every where. 

Scan. Your Love of Valenline. 

Ang. How! | 
Tati. No, Madam, his Love for your Lady aig 

Gad take me, I beg your Pardon — for I never heard 
a Word of your Ladyſhip's Paſſion, 'till this Inſtant. 

Avg. My Paſſion! And who told you of my Paſion, 
pray Sir? 

Scan. Why, is the Devil in you? Did not I tell it 
you for a Secret? 

Tatt. Gadſo ; but I thought ſhe might have been 
truſted with her own Affairs. | 
Scan. Is that your Diſcretion? trulta Woman with 

herſelf? 

Tatt. You ſay true, I beg) vour Pardon; — LI bring 
all off — It was impoſſible, Madam, for me to imagine, 
that aPerſonof your Ladyſhip's Wit and Gallantry, could 
have fo long receiv'd — pathonate Addreiles of the ac- 
compliſn'd /Zalentine, and yet remain inſenſible; therefore 
you will pardon me, if from a juſt weight of his Merit, 
with your Ladyſhip's good Judgment, 1 form'd the 
Balance of a reciprocal Affection. 

Val. O the Devil, what damn'd 25 Poet has 
given thee this Leſſon of Fuſtain to get by Rote? 

Ang. Id are ſwear you wrong him, it is his own—Ard 
Mr. Tattle only judges of the Succeſs of others, from 


4 the 
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the Effects of his own Merit. For certainly Mr. T7. 


was never deny d any thing in his Life. 

Tatt. O Lord! yes indeed. Madam, ſeveral times. 

Aug. I ſwear [ don't think tis poſſible. 

Tatt. Ves, I vow and ſwear I have: Lord, Madam, 
I'm the moſt unfortunate Man in the World, and the 
moſt cruelly us'd by the Ladies. 

Ang. Nay, now you're ungrateful. 

Tatt. No, I hope not tis as much Ingratitude to 


own ſome Favours, as to conceal others. 


Val. There, now it's out. | 

Ang. ] don't underſtand you now. I thought you had 
never ask*d any thing, but what a Lady might modeſtly 
grant, and you confeſs. 


Scan. So faith, your Buſineſs is done here; now you 


may go brag ſomewhere elſe. 

Tatt. Brag ! O Heav'ns! Why, did I Name any body! 

Ang. No; I ſuppoſe that is not in your Power; but 
you wou'd if you cou'd, no doubt on't. 555 
Tatt. Not in my power, Madam! What does your 
Ladyſhip mean, that I have no Woman's Reputation in 
my Power? . 

Scan. Oons, why you won't own it, will you? [ {{a-. 
Tatt. Faith, Madam, you're in the right; no more I 
have, as I hop'd to be ſav'd; I never had it in my power 


to ſay any thing to a Lady's Prejudice in my Lite— 


For as | was telling you. Madam, I have been the moſt 
unſucceſsful Creature living, in things of that Nature ; 
and never had the good Fortune to be truſted once with 
a Lady's Secret, not once. | 

Ang. No. | 

Val. Not once, I dare anſwer for him. 

Scan. And I'll aniwer for him: fer I'm ſure if he had, 
he would have told me; I find, Madam, you don't know 
Mr. Tartie. | 

Ta't. No indeed, Madam, you don't know re at all, 


I find. For ſure my intimate Friends wou'd have known 


Ang. Then it ſeems you would have told, if you had 


been truſted. | 


Tatt. O Pox, Scandal, that was too far put. Never 
have told Particulars, Madam. Perhaps I mghthavetalk'd 
8 as 
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as of a third Perſon—or have introduc'd an Amour of my 
own in Converſation, by way of Novel : But never have 
explain'd Particulars. 

Ang. But whence comes the Reputation of Mr. Tattle's 
Secrecy, if he was never truſted ? 

Scan. Why thence it ariſes—The thing is proverbially. 
ſpoken; but may be apply'd to him——As if we ſhould 
ay in general Terms, he only is ſecret who never was 


ruſted, a ſatirical Proverb upon our Sex — There's ano- 


ther upon yours—As ſhe is chaſte, who was never ask'd 
the Queſtion. That's all. 

Val. A couple of very civil Proverbs, truly: 'Tis hard 
to tell whether the Lady or Mr. Tattle be the more oblig'd 
to you. For you found her Virtue upon the Backward- 
neſs of the Men; and his Secrecy upon the Miſtruſt of 
the Women. 

Tatt. Gad, it's very true; Madam I think we are 


| oblig'd to acquit ourſelves And for my part—But your 


Ladyſhip is to ſpeak firſt 

Ang. Am I? Well, I freely confeſs I have reſiſted a 
great deal of Temptation. 

Tatt. And I Gad, I have given ſome Temptation that 
has not been reſiſted. 

Val. Good. 

Ang. I cite Yalentine here to declare to the Court, how 
fruitleſs he has found his Endeavours, and to confeſs all 
his Sollicitations and my Denials. 

Val. J am ready to plead, Not guilty for you; and 
Guilty, for myſelf. 

Scan. So, os this is fair, here's Demonſtration with 


2 Witneſs. 


Tatt. Well, my Witneſſes are not preſent—But con- 
feſs I have had Favours from Perſons — But as the Fa- 
vours are numberleſs, ſo the Perſons are nameleſs. 

Scan. Pooh, this proves — | 

Tatt. No? I can thew Letters, Lockets, Pictures, and 
Rings; and if there be Occaſiom for Witneſſes, I can ſum- 
mon the Maids at the Chacolate-Houſes, all the Porters at 
Pall. Mall and Covent-Garden, the Door-keepers at the 
Play-Houſe, the Drawers at Locke?'s, Pontacks the Rum- 
mer, Spring-Garaen; my own — and Valet de 1 

es 
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bre; all who ſhall make Oath, that I receive more Letters 
than the Secretary's Office; and that I have more Vizor- 

Maſks to enqutre for me, than ever went to ſec the Her- 
maphrodite, or the naked Prince. And it is notorious, 

that in a Country Church, once, an Enquiry being made, 

who I was, it was anſwer d, I was the famous Tartle, who 
had ruin'd ſo many Women. 


Val. It was there, 1 ſuppoſe, vou got the Nick · name 
of the Great Turk. 


Tatt. True; I was call'd Tz=rk-Tatthe all over the Parifh 
The next Sunday all the old Women kept their 
Daughters at home, and the Parſon had not half his Con- 
gregation. He wou'd have brought me into the Spiritual 
Court, but I was reveng'd upon him, for he had a hand- 
ſom Daughter whom 1 initiated into the Science. But 
"I reperted of it afterwards, for it was talked of in Town— 
And a Lady of Quality that ſhall be nameleſs, in a rag- 
ing Fit of Jealouſy, came down in her Coach and Six 
Horſes, and expos'd herſelf upon my Account; Gad [ 
was ſorry for it with all my Heart—You know whom 1 
mean—You know where we raffled 

Scan. Mum, Tattle. 

Val. Sdeath, are not you aſham'd ; ? 

Arg. O barbarous! I never heard ſo inſolent a Piece of 
Vanity— Fy, Mr. Tattie — I'll ſwear I could not have be- 
liev'd it Is this your Secrecy? 

Tatt. Gad ſo, the Heat of my + I carricd me bey ond 
my Diſcretion, as the Heat of the Lady's Paſſion hurry'd 
her beyond her Reputation—But I hope you don't know 
whom I mean; for there were a great many Ladies raf- 
Aed—Pox on't now could I bite off my Tongue. 

Scan. No don't; for then you'll tell us no more 
Come, I'll recommend a Song to you upon the Hint of 
my two Proverbs, and I fee one in the next Roo that 
will ſing it. [Goes to the Door. 

Tatt. For Heav'n's ſake, if you do gueſs, fay nothing ; 
Gad, I'm very unfortunate. 


Scan. Pray ling the firſt Song in the laſt new Play. 
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$0 XG, - 
Set by Mr. John Eccles. 
J. 


Nymi h and a Scuain to Apollo once pray d, 

The Swain had been jilted, the Nymph been Letray 4: 4 
T heir Intent <ves to try if his Oracle knew 
Fer a  Nymp3 that vas chaſte, or a Sæuain that cas true. 


IT. 


| Apollo avas mute, and had like thaw been pos 4, 
Bat ſagely at length he this Secret diſcios d: 
He alone aren't Letray in achom none vill cor fi le; 


And the Nymph may be chaſie that has never been try'd. 


$ CE NE IV, 


[To them] Sir Sampſon, Mrs. Frail, 17; Prue, ard flak ant. 


Sir Samp. Is Ben come? Odio, my Son Ben come? Odd, 
I'm glad con't: Where is he? I long to ſee him. Now, 
Mrs. Frail, you ſhall fee my Son Ben — Body o'me, he's 
the Hopes of my Family — I han't ſeen him theſe three 
Years Il warrant he's grown Call him in, bid him 
make haſte I'm ready to cry for joy. 

Mrs. Frail. Now Miſs you ſhall ſee your Husband. 

Miß. Piſn, He ſhall be none of my Husband. 

| Aſide to Fr: il 

M.. Frail. Huſh: Well he ſhan't; leave that to me— 
III beckon Mr. Tatzle to us. 

Ang. Won't you ſtay and fee your Brother? 

Val. We are the 'Twin-Stars, and cannot ſhine in one 


Sphere; when he riſes I muſt ſet— Beſides, if I ſhou'd 


ſtay, I don't know but my Father in good Nature may 
preſs me to the immediate figning the Deed of Co 'nvey - 
ance of my Eſtate; and II defer it as long as I can — 


Well, you'll come to a Reſolution. 


Avg. I can't. Reſolution mult come to me, or I ſhai2 
never have one. 


Scan. Come, 88 I'll go with you; I've * 
thing in my H ead to communicate to yo. 


C 2 SCENE 


32 Love for Love. 


SCENE x. 
Angelica, Sir Sampſon, Tattle, Mrs. Frail. M/s Prue. 


Sir Samp. What, is my Son Valentine gone? What, is 
he ſneak'd off, and would not ſee his Brother? There's an 
unnatural Whelp! There's an ill · natur d Dog! What, were 
you here too, Madam, and could not keep him! Cou'd 
neither Love, nor Duty, nor natural Affection oblige him. 

Odsbud, Madam, have no more to ſay to him; he is not 
worth your Conſideration. The Rogue has not a Drachm 
of generous Love about him: All Intereſt, all Intereſt; 
he's an undone Scoundrel, and courts your Eitate: Body 
ome, he does not care a Doit for your Perſon. 

Ang. I'm pretty even with him, Sir Sazp/ox; for if 
ever I cou'd have lik d any thing in him, it ſhould have 
been his Eſtate too: But ſince that's gone, the Bait's off, 
and the naked Hook appears. 

Sir Samp. Odsbud, well ſpoken; and you are a wiſer 
Woman than I thought you were: For moſt young Wo- 
men now-a-days are to be tempted with a naked Hook. 
Ang. If I marry, Sir Sampſon, I'm for a good Eftate with 

any Man, and for any Man with a good Eftate: There- 
fore if I were oblig'd to make a Choice, I declare I'd 
rather have you than your Son. | | 
Sir Samp. Faith and Troth you're a wiſe Woman and 
Tm glad to hear you fay ſo; I was afraid you were in 
Love with the Reprobate ; Odd, I was ſorry for you 
with all my Heart: Hang him, Mungrel; catt him off; 
you ſhall ſee the Rogue ſhew himſelf, and make Love to 
ſome deſponding Cadua of fourſcore for Suſtenance. Odd, 
I love to ſee a young Spendthrift forc'd to cling to an 
old Woman for Support, like Ivy round a dead Oak: 
Faith I do; I love to ſee 'em hug and cotten together, 
like Down upon a Thiſtle. 


SCENE VI. 


[To them] Ben, Legend, and Servant. 
Ben. Where's Father? | 20 
Serv. There, Sir, his Back's toward you. ; | 
2 Sir Samp. 
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Sir Samp. My Son Ben! Bleſs thee my dear Boy; body 
o'me, thou art heartily welcome. 

Ben. Thank you Father, and I'm glad to ſee you. 

Sir Samp. Odsbud, and I am glad to ſee thee, kiſs me, 
Boy, kiſs me again and again, dear Ben. [| Kiſſes him. 

Ben. So. ſo, enough Father —— Meſs, I'd rather kiſs 
theſe Gentlewomen. 

g _— Samp. And ſo thou ſhalt Mrs. Angelica, my 
on Ben, 

Ben. Forſooth if you peas —— [ Salutes As: ] Nay, 
Miſtreſs, I'm not for dropping Anchor here; about Ship 
I faith . Frail. ] Nay, and you too, my little 
Cock-Boat————ſo- [Kiffes Miſs. 

Tatt. Sir, you're welcome a-ſhore. 

Ben. Thank you, thank you, Friend. 

Sir Samp. Thou haſt been many a weary League Ber, 
ſince I ſaw thee. 

Ber. Ey, ey, been! been far enough, an that be all— 
Well, Father, and how do all at bake? How does Bro- 
ther Dick, and Brother Val? 

Sir Samp. Dick, body o'me, Dick has been dead theſe 
two Years; I writ you Word, when you were at Legorne. 

Ben. Meſs, that's true: Marry Ihad forgot. Dick's 
dead as you ſay——Well, and how ? I have many Queſ- 
tions to ask you ; well, you ben't marry'd again, Father, 
be you ? 

Sir Samp. No, I intend you ſhall marry, Ben; I would 
not marry for thy Sake. 

Ben. Nay, what does that hgnify? an you marry 
again Why then, I'll go to Sea again, fo there's 
one for tother, an that be all Pray don't let me be. 
your Hindrance; e'en marry a God's Name an the Wind 
fit that way. As for my part, may-hap I have no mind to 
many: - - 

Mrs. Frail. That wou'd be pity, ſuch a handſomyoung 
Gentleman. 

Ben. Handſom ! he, he, he, nay Forſooth, an you be 

for juking, I'll joke with y ou, for I love my Teſt, an the 


Ship were ſinking, as we ſayn at Sea. But ['ll tell you 
why I don't much ſtand towards Matrimony. I love to 
roam about from Port to Port, and from Land to Land: 

C 3 I could 


54 Love for Lo vx. 


I could never abide to be Port-bound, as we call it: Now 
a Man that is marry d, has as it Were, dye ſee, his Feet 


in the Bilboes, and may-hap mayn' t get 'em out again 
when he wou'd. 


Li Samp. Ben's a Wag. 

Ben. A Man that is marry'd, d'ye ſee, is no more like 
another Man, than a Gally- slave is like one of us free 
Sailors, he is chain'd to an Oar all his Life; and may- 
hap fore d to tug a leaky Veſſel into the Bargain. 

Sir Samp. A very Wag, Ben's a very Wag; only a 
little rough, he wants a little poliſhin 

Mrs. Frail. Not at all; I Ike his 1 mightily, 
it's plain and honeſt, I ſhou'd like ſuch a Humour in a 
Husband extremely. 

Ber. Sayn you fo forſooth? Marry, and I ſhou'd like 
| ſuch a handſom Gentlewoman for a Bedfellow hugely ; 
bow ſay you, Miſtreſs, wou'd you like going to Sea ? 
Mels, you're a tight Veſſel, and well rigg d, and you were 
bur as well mann'd. 

ow. F. ail. I ſhou'd not doubt that, if you were Maſter 
of me. 

Ber. But ll tell you one thing, an you come to Sea in 
a high Mind, or that Lady——Ycu may'nt carry ſo much 
Sail v'vour Head Top and top gallant, by the Meſs. 

Es. Frail. No, why ſo? 

Ben. V.! wy an zou do, you may run he rf ri to be over- 


T 


oy and then you'll carry ycur Kecls above W ater, he, 
b. he 

fag. I (wear, Mr. Berjanics 15 the verieſt Wag in 
Nature; an abſolute Sea · Wit. 

Sir dump. May, Ben has Parts, but as I told you be- 
fore they want a little Polithing : You mult not take an 7 
thing ill, Madam. 

Beu. No, I hope the Gentlewoman is not angry; I 
mean all in good pars: For if I give a Jeſt, I'll take a 
J=it: And fo forſooth you may be as free with me. 

ug. | thank you, Sir, [ ara not at all offended; — Pur 
methinks, Sir San p/or. you fhou'd leave him alone with 
bis Milreh. Mr. 1 at, we muit rot hinder Lovers. 

Tatt. Well Miß, 1 have your Promife. [Afile ta Miſs. 

Er Samp. Budy o'u. e, Madam you fay true:——Lcok 
you 
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you, Zen, this is your Miſtreſs Come, Miſs, you muſt 
not be ſhame-fac'd, we'll leave you together. 

Miſi. I can't abide to be left alone, mayn't my Couſin 
tay with me? | 

Sir Samp. No, no. Come, let's away. 

Ben. Look you, Father, may-hap the ycung Woman 
mayn't take a liking to me. 

Sir Samp. I warrant thee, Boy, come, come, we'll be 
gone; I'l: venture that. | | | 


. 
Ben, and Miſ Prue. 


Ben. Come, Miſtreſs, will you pleaſe to fit down ? for 
an you ſtand a ſtern a that'n, we ſhall never grapple to- 
gether, —Come, Pi] haule a Chair; there, an you pleaſe 
to fit, VII fit by you. 
Miß. You need not fit ſo near one, if you have any 
thing to ſay, I can hear you farther off, I an't deaf. 
Ben. Why that's true, as you ſay, nor I an't dumb, I 
can be heard as far as another, —Þl! heave off to pleaſe 
you. [Sits farther f] An we were a League aſunder, I'd 
undertake to hold Diſcourſe with you, an twere not a 
main high Wind indeed, and full in my Teeth. Look 
you fo:tooth, I am as it were, bound for the Land of 
Matrimony ; 'tis a Voyage d'ye ſce, that was none of my 
ſerking, 1 was commanded by Father, and if you like 
of it, may-hap I may ſteer into your Harbour. How tay 
you, Miſtreſs ? The ſhort of the thing is, that if you like 
me, and | like you, we may chance to ſwing in a Ham- 
mock together. 
Miß. I don't know what to ſay to you, nor I don't 
care to ſpeak with you at all. 
Ben. No, I'm torry for that. But pray why are 
you ſo ſcornful ? - 
Al. As long as one muſt not ſpeak one's Mind, one 
had better not ipeak at all, I think, and truly I won't 


tell a Lye for the matter. Gp 
Ben. Nay, you ſay true iu that, it's but a folly to lye : 
For to ſpeak one thing, and to think juſt the contrary 
Way; is as it were, to look one way, and to row another, 
1 Now, 
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Now, for my part d'ye ſee, I'm for carrying things above 


Board, I'm not for keeping any thing under Hatches,— 


ſo that if you ben't as willing as I, ſay ſo a God's Name, 
there's no harm done; may-hap you may be ſhame-fac'd, 
fome Maidens thof' they love a Man well enough, yet 
they don't care to tell'n fo to's Face: If that's the Caſe, 
why Silence gives Conſent. 

Mis. But I'm ſure it is not fo, for I'll ſpeak ſooner 
than you ſhall believe that; and I'll ſpeak Truth, tho” 


one ſhould always tell a Lye to a Man; and I don't care, 
let my Father do what he will; I'm too big to be whipt, 


fo III tell you plainly, I don't like you, nor love you at 
all, nor never will, that's more: So, there's your Anſwer 


for you; and don't trouble me no more, you ugly thing. 


Ben. Look you, young Woman, you may learn to give 
good Words however. I ſpoke you fair, d'ye fee, and 


Civil. As for your Love or your Liking, I don't value 


it of a Rope's End ;} —_And may-hap I like you as little 
as you do me What I ſaid was in Obedience to Fa- 
ther ; Gad I fear a Whipping no more than you do. But 
I tell you one thing, if you ſhou'd give ſuch Language 


at Sea, you'd have a Cat o Nine-tails laid croſs your 
Shoulders. Fleſh! who are you? You heard other hand- 


ſom young Woman ſpeak civilly to me, of her own Ac- 


cord: Whatever you think of yourſelf, Gad I don't think 
you are any more to compare to her, than a Can of 


Small-Beer to a Bowl of Punch. 


Miß. Well, and there's a handſom Gentleman, and a 


fine Gentleman, and a ſweet Gentleman, that was here 
that loves me, and I love him; and if he ſees you ſpeak 
to me any more, he'll thraſh your Jacket for you, he will, 
you great Sea-Calf. 

Ben. What, do you mean that fair-weather Spark that 
was here juſt now? Will he thraſh my Jacket?—Let'n— 
let'n.— But an he comes near me, may-hap I may have 

iv'n a ſalt Eel for's Supper, for all that. What does Fa- 
mean to leave me alone as I come home, with ſuch 
a dirty Dowdy——Sea-Calf? I an't Calf enough to lick 
your chalk d Face, you Cheeſe-Curd you. marry 


mee! Oons I'll marry a Lapland Witch as ſoon, and live 


upon ſelling contrary Winds, and wreck'd Veſſels. 


Mig. 


—_— 


4 
——— 
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Mz. I won't be call'd Names, nor I won't be abus'd 

thus, fo I won't—IFf I were a Man Cries. you durſt 

not talk at this rate No you durſt not, you ſtinking 
Tar-Barrel. | 


* 


SC EN E VIII. | 
[To them.] Mrs. Foreſight and Mrs. Frail. 


Mrs. Fore. They have quarrel'd juſt as we cou'd wiſh. 

Ben. Tar-Barrel ? Let your Sweet-Heart there call me 
ſo, if he'll take your Part, your Tom Eſence, and [111 ſay 
ſomething to him; Gad Pl! lace his Muſk-Doublet for 
him, I'll make him ftink ; he ſhall ſmell more like a 
Weaſel than a Civet-Cat, afore I ha' done with en. 

Mrs. Fore. Bleſs me, what's the Matter, Miſs * What 
does ſhe cry ?——— Mr. Benjamin, what have you done 
to her ? 

Ben. Let her cry: The more ſhe cries, the leſs ſhe'll— 
ſhe has been gathering foul Weather in her Mouth, and 
now it rains out at her Eyes. 

Mr. Fore. Come, Miſs, come along with me, and tell 
me, poor Child. 

Mrs. Frail. Lord, what ſhall we do, there's my Brother 
Foreſight, and Sir Sampſon coming. Siſter, do you take 
Miſs down into the Parlour, and III carry Mr. Benjamin 
into my Chamber, for they muſt not know that they are 
fall'n out.— Come, Sir, will you venture yourſelf with 
me ? [ Looking kindly on him. 
Ben. Venture, Meſs, and that I will, tho' twere to 

Sea in a Storm. 5 


s CEN E N. 
Sir Sampſon and Foreſight. 


Sir Samp. I left em together here? what are they gone? 
Ber's a briſk Boy: He has got her into a Corner, f — 
own Son, faith, he'll touzle her, and mouzle her: The 
Rogue's ſharp ſet, coming from Sea; if he ſhould not ſtay 
foriſay ing Grace, old Fore/ight, but fall to without the help 
of a Parſon, ha? Odd if he ſhou'd, I cou'd not be angry 
with him; twould be but like me, 4 Chip of the old 
Block, Ha! thourt r old Prognoſtication; 

| 3 25 
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as melancholic as if thou hadlt ſpilt the Salt, or par'd 
thy Nails on a Sunday : Come, cheer up, look about 
thee : Lock up old Star-Gazer. Now is he poring upon 
the Ground for a crooked Pin, or an old Horfe-Nail, 
with the Head towards him. 

Fore. Sir Sanf/en, we'll have the Wedding to Morrow 
Morning. 

Sir Samp. With all my Heart. 

Fire. At ten a Clock, punQually at ten. 

dir Samp. To a Minute, to a Second; thou ſhalt ſet 
thy Watch, and the Bridegroom ſhall obſerve its Motions ; 
they ſhall be marrz'd to a Minute, go to Bed to a Mi- 
nute ; and when the Alarm flrikes, they ſhall keep time 
like the Figures of St. Dar//ar's Clock, and Conſurmatum 
2 mall ring all over the Pariſh —— 

Y 
I CENE * 
[To them] Scandal. 

can. Sir Semtſat, fad News. 

Fare. Bleſs us! | 

vir Sap. Why, what's the Matter? 

Scan, Can't you gueſs at what ought to afflict you and 
zm, and all of us, mere than any thing elf: ? 

Gr Samp. Lody o me, I dont know any Univerſal 
(3:1:vance, but a new Tax, or the Loſs of the Canary 
Fleet. Unleſs Popery ſhou'd be landed in the Ve, or the 
£reach F. ert were at Anchor at Blau all. 

Scan. No. Undoubtedly, Ir. Fereſigbt knew all this, 
and might have prevented it. 

Fre. "Tis no Earthquake! 

Scan. No, not yet; nor Whirlwind. But we don't 
know what it may come to 
Put it has had a Conſequence already that touches us all. 

Sir Samp. Why, body o me, cur with't. 

Scan. Something has appear'd to your Son Yalentine— 
He's gone to Bed upon't, and very ill——He ſpeaks lit- 
fle, yet he ſays he has a World to ſay. Aſks for his Fa- 
ther and the wiſe Foreſigbt; talks of Raymond Lully, and 
the Ghoſt of Lilly. He has Secrets to impart I ſuppoſe 
to..you"two. I can get nothing out cf him but —_ 

; | E 
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He deſires he may {ee you in the Morning, but would 
not be difturb'd to Night, becauſe he has tome Pufines 
to do in a Dream. | 
Sir Samp. Hoity toity, what have I to do with his 
Dreams or his Divination——Body o'me, this is a Trick 
to defer ſigning the Conveyance. I warrant the Devil 
will tell him in a Dream, that he muſt not part with his 
Eſtate, but Pll bring him a Parſon, to tell him, that the 
Devil's a Lyar—Or if that won't do, I'll bring a Lawyer 
that ſhall out-ly e the Devil. And fo il try whether my 
Black-guard or his ſhall get the better of the Day. 
SCENE. XL 
Scandal, Forcſight. 
Scan. Alas, Mr. Fore/ight, I'm afraid all is not right— 
Lou are a Wile Man, and a Conſcientious Man; a 

Searcher into Obſcurity and Futurity ; and if you com- 
mit an Error, it is with a great deal of Conſideration, 
and Diſcretion, and Caution 

Fare. Ah, good Mr. Scandal | | 

Scan. Nay, nay, tis manifeſt ; I Co not flatter vou 
But Sir Sampſon is haſty, very haſty;— I'm afraid he is not 
ſcrupulous enough, Mr. Fercſiabt.— He has been wicked, 
and Heav'n grant he may mean well in this Affair with 
You But my Mind gives me, theſe things cannot be 
wholly inſignificant. You are wife, and ſhou'd not be 
cyer-reach'd, methinks you ſhou'd not 

Fore. Alas, Mr. Scandal,—— Humanun eſt errare. 

Scar. You ſay true, Man will err; meer Man will err 
but youu are ſomething more There have been 
wiſe Men; but they were ſuch as you——Men who con- 
{aired the Stars, and were Obſervers of Omens—Solomen 
was wiſe, but how ?—by his Judgment in Aſtrology — 
So ſays Pineda in his Fhird Book and Eighth Chapter 

Fore. You are learn'd, Mr. Scandal 


Scan. A Trifler but a Lover of Art—And the Wiſe 
Men of the Ea/? ow d their Inſtruction to a Star, which is 
rightly obſerv'd by Gregory the Great in Favous of Aſtro- 
logy! And Albertus Magnus makes it the moſt valuable 
Science, Becauſe, ſays he, it teaches us to conſider the 
Cauſation of Cauſes, in the Cauſes of things. 

3 | | Fore. 


60 Lo vr Love. 


Fore. I proteſt I honour you, Mr. Scandal did not 
think you had been read in theſe matters—Few young 
Men are inclin'd | 

Scan. I thank my Stars that have inclined me—But I 
fear this Marriage and making over this Eſtate, this 
transferring of a rightful Inheritance, will bring Judg- 
ments upon us. I propheſy it, and I wou'd not have the 
Fate of Caſſandra, not to be believ'd. Valentine is di- 
ſturb'd, what can be the Cauſe of that? and Sir Sampſon 
is hurry'd on by an unuſual Violence ! fear he does 
not act wholly from himſelf; methinks he does not look 
as he uſed to do. 

Fore. He was always of an impetuous Nature — But as 
to this Marriage I have conſulted the Stars; and all Ap- 
pearances are proſperous - | 

Scan. Come, come, Mr. Foreſight, let not the Proſpect 
of worldly Lucre carry you beyond your Judgment, nor 
againſt your Conſcience—You are not ſatisfy d that you 
act juſtly. 

Fore. How! 2, 

Scan. You are not ſatisfy'd, I ſay——I am loth to dit. 
courage you———But it is palpable that you are no 
ſatisfy d. | | | 

Fore. How does it appear, Mr. Scandal ? I think Iam 

very well ſatisfy d. 
Scen. Either you ſuffer yourſelf to deceive yourſelf ; 
or you do not know yourſelf. 

Fore. Pray explain yourſelf. 

Scan. Do you ſleep well o'nights ? 

Fore, Very well. | 

Scan. Are you certain? You do not look ſo. 

Fare. I am in Health, I think. | 
3 So was Valentine this Morning; and look d j uſt 
Fore. How! Am I alter'd any way ? I don't perceive 


it. . 
Scar. That may be, but your Beard is longer than it 
was two Hours ago. 

Fore. Indeed! bleſs me, 


e RL: <CENE 


Lo VE for Love. 51 


SCENE 0 
© [To them] Mrs. Foreſight. 


Mrs. Fore. Huſband, will you go to Bed? It's ten a 
Clock. Mr. Scandal, your Servant. 

Scan. Pox on her, ſhe has interrupted my Deſign — 
but I muſt work her into the Project. You keep early 
Hours, Madam. 8 
I Mrs. Fore. Mr. Foreſight is punctual, we fit up after 

im. 

Fire. My Dear, pray lend me your Glaſs, your little 
Looking-glaſs. - | 

Scan. Pray, lend it him, Madam I'll tell you the Reaſon 
[She gives him the Glaſs: Scandal and Se whiſper,.} My 
Paſſion for you is grown ſo violent—that I am no longer 
Mafter of myſelf ——TI was interrupted in the Morning, 
when you had Charity enough to give me your Attention, 
and I had Hopes of finding another Opportunity of ex- 
plaining myſelf to you—but was diſappointed all this 

Day; and the Uneaſineſs that has attended me ever ſince, 
brings me now hither at this unſeaſonable Hour- 

Mrs. Fore. Was there ever ſuch Impudence, to make 
Love to me before my Huſband's Face? I'll ſwear III 
tell him. | 3 

Scan. Do, I'll die a Martyr, rather than diſclaim my 
Paſſion. But come a little farther this way, and III tell 


you what Project I had to get him qut of the way; that I 


might have an Opportunity of waiting upon you. ¶ MHißßer. 

, 1. * [F — 1 Leliag in 2 Glaſs. 

Fore. I do not fee any Revolution here;—Methinks I 
look with a ſerene and benign aſpect— pale, a little pale— 
but the Roſes of theſe Cheeks have been gather'd many 
Years; —ha ! I do not like that ſudden Fluſhing —Gone 
:lready !—hem, hem, hem! faintiſh. My Heart is pretty 
good; yet it beats; and, my Pulſes, ha !—l have none 
Mercy on me—hum—— Yes, here they are—Gallop, 
callop, gallop, gallop, gallop, gallop, hey! Whither will 
they hurry me?—Now they're gone again—And now I'm 
faint again; and pale again, and hem! and my hem !— 
breath, hem !/—grows ſhort ; hem! hem! he, he, hem! 

. Scan. 
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Scan. It takes, purſue it in the name of Lore and 
Pleaſure. 

Mri. Fare. How do you do, Mr. Farefielt ? 

Forc. Hum, not fo well as I — I was. Lend me 
your Hand. | 

Scar. Look you there now 
Sleep has been unquiet of late. 

Fore. Very likely. 


Your Lady ſays, your 


Ars. Fore. O mighty reſtleſs, but I was afraid to tell 
him 10, —He has been ſubject to Talking and Starting. 


Scan. And did not uſe to be ſo. 


Mrs. Fore. Never, never; 'till within theſe three 


Nights; I cannot ſay, that he has once broken my Reft, 
fince we have been marry'd. 

Fore. 1 will go to Bed. 

Scan. Do fo, Mr. Forgſig be, and ſay your Pray He 
looks better than he did. | 
Ali. Fore. Nurſe, Nurſe! | 

Fore. Do you think fo, Mr. Scandal? 

Scan. Yes, yes, I hope this will be gone by Morning, 
taking it in time 

Fere. I hope ſo. 


SCENE XII. 


[To them] Nurſe. ES 


©" Mie. Fare. Nuke ; your Maſter is not well ; put him 
to Ded. 


Scan. I hope you will be able to ſce Falentine in the 
Morning, 


may dream. 


Fore. I thank you, Mr. Scandal, I wili——Nurſe, let 


= have a Watch-Light, and lay the Crums of Comfort 
V ——ů— 
Nurſe. Yes, Sir. | 

Fore. And—bem, hem! I am very faint. 
Scan. No, no, you look much better. 
Fare. Dol? And d'ye hear—bring me, let me — 
within a Quarter of Twelve —hem— he, hem !—juft upon 


the tur ning of the Tide, bring me the Urinal —424 * 


hope, 


you had beſt take a little Diacodion and 
Cowilip-Water, and lie upon your Back, may be you 


H. 
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hope, neither the Lord of my Aſcendant, nor the Moon 
will be combuſt; and then 1 may do well. 

Scan. I hope fo——Leave that to me; I will cre a 
Scheme ; and I hope 11 hall find both Sol and Jun in 
the ſixth Houſe. ; de. 

Fore. I thank you, Mr. Scandal, indeed that wou'd be 


a great Comfort to me, Hem, hem! good Night 


S CE N E- ATV. 
Scandal, Mrs. Foreſight. 

Scan, Good Night, good Mr. Fordfght ;—and I hope 
Mars and Venus will be in Conjunction; while your 
Wite and I are together. | 

Mrs. Fore. Well; and what uſe do you hope to make 
of this Project? You don't think that you are ever like 
to tucceed in your Deſign upon me. 

Scan. Yes, faith I do; I have a better Opinion beth 
of you and myſelf, than to deſpair. 

Mrs. Fere. Did you ever haar ſuch a Toad—hak'ye 


Devil; do you think any Woman honeſt ? 


Scan. Yes, ſeveral, very honeſt; they ll cheat a little 


at Cards, ſometimes, but that's nothing. 


Mrs. Fere. Pihaw ! but virtuous I mean. | 
Scan. Yes, faith, I believe ſome Women are virtrous 


doo; but 'tis as I believe ſome Men are valiant, thro' 


Fear—For why ſhould a Man court Danger, or a Wo- 
man thun Pleature. 

Mrs. Fore. O monſtrous ! What are Conſcience and 
Honour ? 

Scan. Why, Honour is a publick Enemy; and Con- 
ſcience a Domeſtick Thief; and he that wou'd ſecure his 
Pleaſure, muſt pay a T :ibute to one, and go halves with 
rether. As for Honour, that you have ſecur'd, for you 
have purchas'd a perpetual Opportunity for Pleaſure. 

Ars. Fore. An Opportunity tor Pleature! 

2 Ay, your Huſband, a Huſband is an Opportunity 
for Pleaſure, {o you have taken care of Honour, and tis 


the leaſt I can do to take care of Conſcience. 


Mrs. Fore. And ſo you think we are free for one another? 


Scan. Yes faith, I think ſo; I love to ſpeak my 
Mind. 


Mrs. Fore, | 
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Mrs. Fore. Why then I'll ſpeak my Mind. Now as to 
this Aﬀair between you and me. Here you make love 
to me; why, Pll confeſs it does not diſpleaſe me. Your 
— is well enough, and your Underſtanding is not 
amiſs. 

Scan. J have no great Opinion of myſelf; but I chink, 
I'm neither deform'd, nor a Fool. | a 

Mrs. Fore. But you have a villainous Character? you 
are a Libertine in Speech, as well as Practice. | 

Scan. Come, I know what you would ſay—you think 
it more dangerous to be ſeen in Converſation with me, 
than to allow ſome other Men the laft Favour; you miſ- 
take, the Liberty I take in talking, is purely affected, 
for the Service of your Sex. He that firſt cries out ſtop 
Thief, is often he that has ſtol'n the Treaſure. I am a 
_ Jugler, that act by Confederacy ; and if you pleaſe, we'll 
put a Trick upon the World. | 

Mrs. Fore. Ay; but you are ſuch an univerſal Jugler,— 
that I'm afraid you have a great many Confederates. | 

Scan. Faith, I'm ſound. | 

Mrs. Fore. O, fy I'll ſwear you're impudent, 

Scan. I'll ſwear you're handſom. 
. Fore. Piſh, you'd tell me fo, tho' you did not 
think ſo. * 
Scan. And you'd think fo, tho? I thou'd not tell you fo, 
And now I think we know one another pretcy well. 
Mrs. Fore. O Lord, who's here? 


SCENE XV. 
[To them) Mrs. Frail and Ben. 


Ben. Meſs, I love to ſpeak my Mind Father has no- 
ehing to do with me, —Nay, I can't ſay that neither; he 
has ſomething to do with me. But what does that ſignify ? 
If ſo be. that I ben't minded to be ſteer'd by him; tis 
as tho'f he ſhould ftrive againſt Wind and Tide. | 

Mrs Frail. Ay, but my Dear, we muſt keep it ſecret, 
till the Eftate be ſettled ; for you know marrying with- 
out an Eſtate, is like failing in a Ship without Ballaſt. 

Ben. He, he, he; why that's true; juſt ſo for all the 
World it is indeed, as like as two Cable Ropes. 

| | | 1 Mrs, Fr ai. 
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Mrs. Frail. And tho? I have a good Portion; you know 
one would not venture all in one Bottom. | 
Ben. Why that's true again; for may-hap one Bottom 
may ſpring a Leak. You have hit it indeed, Meſs you've 
nick d the Channel. 

Mrs. Frail. Well, but if you ſhould forſake me after 
all, you'd break my Heart. 

Ben. Break your Heart? I'd rather the Maryge/d ſhou 'd 
break her Cable in a Storm, as well as I love her. Fleſh, 

ou don't think Pm falſe-hearted, Like a Land-Man. A 

>ailor will be honeſt, tho'f may-hap he has never a Penny 
of Money in his Pocket -May-hap I may not have 
ſo fair a Face, as a Citizen or a Courtier ; but for all 
that, I've as | Blood in my Veins, and a Heart as 
ſound as a Bi 

Mrs. Frail, And will you love me always? 

Ben. Nay, an I love once, III ſtick like Pitch; Tl tell 
you that. Come, I'Il ſing you a Song of a Sailor. 
Mrs. Frail. Hold, chere s my Silter, I'll call her 
hear it. 

Mrs. Fore. Well; I won't go to Bed to my Huſband 
to Night; becauſe T'll retire to my own Chamber, and 
think of what you have ſaid. 

Scan. Well ; you'll give me henwe 2 to wait upon you to 
your Chamber-Door ; ; and leave you my laſt Inſtruc- 

tzons ? 

Mrs. Fore. Hold, here's my Siſter coming towards us. 

Mrs. Frail. If it won't interrupt you, Pll entertain 
you with a Song. 

Ben. The Song was made upon one of our Ship's- 


Crew's Wife; our Boat-ſwain made the Song, may-hap 


you may know her, Sir. Before ſhe was marry'd, ſhe was 
call'd Buxom Joan of Deptford. | 
Scan. I have heard of her, [Ben Ang: 
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8 4A LL Aa-D: 
Set by Mr. Fokn Eccles. 
— 
Soldier and a Sailor, 


A Tinker, and a Taylor, 
Had once a doubtful Strife, Sir, 


To make a Maid a Wife, Sir, 


Whoſe Name was Buxom Joan. 
For now the Time was ended, 
When fhe no more intended, 

To lick her Lips at Men, Sir, 
And gnaw the Sheets in pans ? dir. 


Land lie 0 Nights alone. 


IT. 
The Soldier ſwore like Thunder, 
He low'd ker more than Plunder; 
And ſhew'd her many a Scar, Sir, 
That he had brought from far, Sir, 
With fighting 2 her ſake. 


The Taylor thoug ht to pleaſe her, 


With off ring her Bis Meaſure. 

The Tinker too with Mettle, 

Said he could mend her Kettle, 
And flop up ew'ry Leak. 


III. 


But while theſe three avere prating, 
The Sailer Silz waiting, 
Thought if it came avout, Sir, 


That they ſhould all fall cut, Sir, 


He ther might play his Part. 
And juſt een as he meant, Sir, 
To Loggerbeadi they awent, S. ny 
And then he let fly at her, 
A Shot 'twixt Wind and II Ater, 
| That wen this fair Maid Ecart. 


Ben, 


| 
| 
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Den. If ſome of our Crew that came to ſee me, are 
not gone, you ſhall ſee that we Sailors can dance ſome- 
times, as well as other Folks. [L iſtles.] I warrant tha 
brings 'em, an they be within hearing. © 


Enter Seamen. 


Oh here they be——And Fiddles along with 'em ; come, 
my Lads, let's have a Round, and [I'll make one. 
[ Dance. 
Ben. We're merry Folks, we Sailors, we han't much. 
to care for. Thus we live at Sea; eat Biſket, and drink 
Flip; put on a clean Shirt once a Quarter Come 
home, and lie with our Landladies once a Vear, get rid 
of a little Money; and then put off with the next fair 
Wind. How d'ye Iike us: | 
2 Frail. O' you are the happieſt, merrieſt Men 
alive. | 
rt. Fore. We're beholden to Mr. Benjamin for this 
Entertainment, | | ES 
I believe ir's late. | 5 | 
Ben. Why, forſooth, and you think ſo, you had beſt 
go to Bed. For my Part, I mean to toſs a Can, and re- 
member my Sweet-Heart, a- fore I turn in; may-hap I 
may dream of her. | 
Mrs. Fere. Mr. Scandal, you had beſt go to Bed and 
dream too. „ _ 
Scan. Why faith, T have a gocd lively Imagination; 
and can dream as much to the Purpoſe as another, if I 
ſet about it: But dreaming is the poor Retreat of a lazy, 
hopeleſs, and imperfe&t Lover; tis the laſt Glimpſe of 
Love to worn-out Sinners, and the faint dawning of 2 
Blits to wiſhing Girls, and growing Boys. 


There's nought but avillins, waki »g Lowe, that can 
Mate bleſt the ripem d Maid and fniſh'd Man. 


a» 
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A aCknK-L 
Valentine's Lodging. 
| Scandal and Jeremy. 
dW E LL, is your Maſter ready; does he look 


madly, and talk madly ? 
Fere. Yes Sir; you need make no great doubt of that; 


he that was ſo near turning Poet yeſterday Morning, can't 


be much to ſeek in playing the Madman to Day. 
Scan. Would he have Angelica acquainted with the 
Reaſon of his Deſign ? | | 
Fere. No, Sir, not yet ?——He has a Mind to try, 
whether his playing the Madman, won't make her play 
the Fool, and fall in Love with him ; or at leaſt own, 
that ſhe has lov'd him all this while, and conceal'd it. 
Scan. I ſaw her take Coach juſt now with her Maid; 


and think I heard her bid the Coachman drive hither. 


Fere. Like enough, Sir, for I told her Maid this Morn- 


Ing, my Maſter was run ſtark mad only for Love of her 


Miſtreſs; I hear a Coach ſtop; if it ſhould be ſhe, Sir, I be- + 
lieve he would not ſee her, till he hears how ſhe takes it. 
Scan. Well, I'll try her tis ſhe, here ſhe comes. 


SCENE I. 
[Ta them] Angelica with Jenny. 


Ang. Mr. Scandal, I ſuppoſe you don't think it a No- 
velty, to ſee a Woman viſit a Man at his own Lodgings 
in a Morning ? | | | 

Scan. Not upon a kind Occaſion, Madam. But when 
a Lady comes tyrannically to inſult a ruin'd Lover, and 
make manifeſt the cruel Triumphs of her Beauty; the 
Barbarity of it ſomething ſurpriſes me. . 

Ang. I don't like Rallery from a ſerious Face 
Pray tell me what is the Matter? 
Fere. No ſtrange Matter, Madam; my Maſter's mad, 


that's all: I ſuppoſe your Ladyſhip has thought him io 


a great while. 
| wo Ang. 
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Aug. How d'ye mean, mad? 5 
Fere. Why faith, Madam, he's mad for want of his 

Wits, juſt as he was poor for want of Money; his Head 


is &en as light as his Pockets; and any Body that has a 


mind to a bad Bargain, can't do better than to beg him 
for his Eſtate. 

Aug. If you ſpeak Truth, your endeavouring at Wit 
is very unſeaſonable 5 = | 

Scan. She's concern'd, and loves him. [ Aide. 

Ang. Mr. Scandal, you can't think me guilty of ſo 
much Inhumanity, as not to be concern'd for a Man I 
muſt own myſelf oblig'd to——pray tell me Truth. 

Scan. Faith, Madam, I wiſh telling a Lye would mend 
the Matter. But this is no new Effect of an unſucceſsful 
Paſlion. | 

Ang. [ Afide.} I know not what to think———Yet I 


ſhou'd be vext to have a Trick put upon me — May 


I not fee him? 

Scan. I'm afraid the Phyſician is not willing you ſhou'd 
ſce him yet Jeremy, go in and enquire, 5 
JJ 
Scandal, Angelica, Jenny. 

Ang. Ha! I ſaw him wink and ſmile——T fancy tis a 
Trick—T'll try——I would diſguiſe to all the World a 
Failing, which I muſt own to you——1 fear my Hap- 
pineſs depends upon the Recovery of Valentine. There- 
tore I conjure you, as you are his Friend, and as you have 
Compaſſion upon one fearful of Affliction, to tell me what 
I am to hope for l cannot ſpeak——But you may tell 
me, tell me, for you know what I would aſk ? 

Scan. So, this is pretty plain Be not too much 
concern'd \'adam ; I hope his Condition is not deipe- 
rate : An Acknowledgment of Love from you, perhaps, 
may work a Cure; as the Fear of your Averſion occa- 
1on'd his Diſtemper | 

Ang. [Aſile.] Say you fo; nay then I'm convinc'd : 
And it I don't play Trick for Trick, may I never taſte 
tie Pleaſure of Revenge Acknowledgment of Love! 
| find you have miſtaken my Compaſſion, and think me 
guilty of a Weakneſs I'm a Stranger to. But I have — 

| | | mu 
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much Sincerity to deceive you, and too much Charity to 
ſuffer him to be deluded with vain Hopes. Good ·-· nature 
and Humanity oblige me to be concern'd for him ; but to 
love 15 neither in my Power nor Inclination ; and if he 


can't be cur d without I ſuck the Poiſon from his Wounds, 


I'm afraid he won't recover his Senſes till I loſe mine. 
Scan. Hey, brave Woman, I faith——Won't you ſee 
him then, if he defire it ? DE 8 
Ang. What iignify a Madman's Deſires? Beſides,'twou'd 
make me uneaſy—If I don't ſee him, perhaps my Con- 
cern for him may leſſen——If I forget him tis no more 


than he has done by himſelf; and now the Surprize is 


over, methinks I am not half ſo ſorry as I was. 

Scan. So, faith Good nature works apace; you were 
confeſũng juſt now an Obligation to his Love. 

Ang. But I have conſider'd that Paſſions are unreaſon- 
able and involuntary ; if he loves, he can't help it; and 
if I don't love, I can't help it; no more than he can 
help his being a Man, or I my being a Woman; or no 
more than 1 can help the Want of Inclination to ſlay 
longer here Come, Jenny. e 

N IV. 
Scandal, Jeremy. | 

Scan. Humph! An admirable Compoſition, faith, 
this ſame Womankind. 

Jere. What, is ſhe gone, Sir? 

Scan. Gone; why ſhe was never here, nor any where 
elſe ; nor I don't know her if I ſee her; nor you neither. 

Tere. Good lack! What's the matter now? Are any 


more of us to be mad? Why, Sir, my Mafter longs to 


ſce her: and is almoſt mad in good carneſt, with the 
Joyful News of her being here. 
Scan. We are all under a NMiſlake - Aſc no Queſtions, 
for I can't reſolve you; but I'il inform your Maſter. In 
the mean time, if our Project ſucceed no better with his 


Father, than it does with his Miſtreſs, he may deicend 
from his Exaltation of Madneſs into the Road of com mon 


Senſe, and be content only to be made a Fool with other 


_ reaſonable People. I hear Sir Sampſen. You Know your 


Cue; I'll to ycur Maſter, | 
| | SCENE 
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Jeremy, Sir Sampſon Legend, with a Lawyer. 

Sir Samp. D'ye ſee, Mr. Buckram, here's the Paper 
ign'd with his own Hand. 

Buck, Good, Sir. And the Cpt is ready drawn 
in tais Box, if he be ready to fign and ſeal. 

Sir Sand. Ready, Body o'me, he muſt be ready : His 
Sham- Sickneſs ſhan't excuſe him 0, here's his Scoun- 
drel, Sirrah, where's your Matter ? 

Fere. Ah, Sir, he's quite gone. 

Sir Samp. Gone! What, he is not dead? 

Joe: No, Sir, not dead. 

dir Camp. What, is he gone out of Town, run away, 
ha] has he trick'd me? ſpeak, Varlet 

Zere. No, no, Sir, he's ſafe enough, Sir, an he were 
but as found, poor Gentleman. Lie 1s indeed here, Sir, 
and not hens —_ 

Sir Samp. Hey day, Raſcal, do you banter me: Sirrah, 
d'ye banter me, Speak, Sirrah, here is he, for I 
will ſind him. 

Fere. Would you could, Sir; for he has loſt himſelf. 
Indeed, Sir, I have almoſt broke my Hcart about him— 
can't refrain Tears when I think of him, Sir: I'm as 
melancholy for him as a Pailing- Bell, Sir; or a Horle 
in a Pcund. | 

Sir Samp. A Fox confound your S.militudes, "ENS 
Speak to be underſtood, and tell me in plain Terms what 
the Matter is with him, or I'll crack your Fool's Skull. 

Fere. Ah, you've hit it, Sir; that's the Matter with 
him, Sir; his Skull's crack'd, poor Gentleman; he's 
ſtark mad, Sar. 

dir Samp. Mad! 

Buck. What. is he Nen Camtos? 

Fere. Quite Ihn Compos, Sir. 

Buck. Why then all's obliterated, Sir Sampſon, if he 
be Nan Compos Nlentis, his Act and Deed will be of no 
Effect. it is not good | in Law. 5 | 

Sir Samp. Oous, 1 won't believe it; let me ſec bim, 
Sir Mad, III make him fand his Senſcs. 

Tere, 
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Fere. Mr. Scandal is with him, Sir; I'll knock at the 


Door. [Goes to the Scene, which opens. 
S$S C.E:N-E- VL 


Sir Sampſon, Valentine, Scandal, Jeremy, and Lawyer, 
(Valentine pon a Couch diforderly aręſi d.) 


Sir Samp. How now, what's here to do? 


Val. Ha! Who's that? [ Starting. 
Scan. For Heaven's ſake ſoftly, Sir, and gently ; don't t 
provoke him. 


Val. Aniwer me; Who is that? and that? 

Sir Samp. Gads bobs, does he not know me? Is he 
miſchievous ? III ſpeak gently——Yea/, Val, doſt thou 
not know me, Boy ? Not know thy own Father, Val! I 


Lawyer. 

Val. It may be ſo -I did not know you——the 
World is full———There are People that we do know, 
and People that we do not know ; and yet the Sun ſhines 
upon all alike There are Fathers that have many 
Children; and there are Children that have many Fa- 
thers—'tis ſtrange! But I am Tn and come to give 
the World the Lye. 

Sir Samp. Body o'me, I know not wha to ſay to him. 

Val. Why does that Lawyer wear black? Does he 


carry his Conſcience withoutſide ? Lawyer, what 
art thou? Doſt thou know me? | | 
Buck. O Lord, what muft I ſay ? Yes, Sir. 


Val. Thou lyeſt, for I am Truth. Tis hard I cannot 


a Livelihood amongſt you. I have been ſworn out of 


ſee No matter how long But Pl! tell you ono 


thing; it's a Queſtion that would puzzle an Arithmeti- 


cian, if you thould aſk him, whether the Bible faves 
more Souls in J/*:/fminfter- Abbey, or damns more in Ves. 
minſter-Hall : For my part, I am Truth, and can't tell ; 
I have very few Acquaintance. 


Sir Samp. Body o me, he talks ſenſibly in his Mad- 


neſs- Has he no Intervals. 
Jere. Very ſhort, Sir. 


el minſter-Hall the firſt Day of every Term “Let me 


Buck 


8 
el Ago 3 8 9 


am thy own Father, and this is honeſt Brief Buckram the | 


3 — : 
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Miſchief if I ſtay 


. 


Remorſe! | 
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Bucky. Sir, I can do you no Service while he's in this 


Condition: Here's your Paper, Sir——He may do me a 
The Conveyance is ready, Sir, If 


he recover his Senſes. 
S CE'NE. VI 
Sir Sampſon, Valentine, Scandal, Jeremy. 
Sir Samp. Hold, hold, don't you go yet. 


Scan. You'd better let him go, Sir; and ſend for him 


if there be Occaſion; for I fancy his Preſence provokes 
him more. 


Val. Is the Lawyer gone? "Tis well, then we may 


drink about without going together by the Ears—heigh 
ho! What a Clock is't? My Father here! Your Bleſſing, 


Sir Samp. He recovers——bleſs thee, Val. How 
doſt thou do, Boy? | | 
Val. Thank you, Sir, pretty well 

little out of Order; won't you pleaſe to fit, Sir? 


Sir Samp. Ay, Boy. Come, thou ſhalt fit down 
by me. 55 


Fal. Sir, 'tis my Duty to wait. | 
Sir Samp. No, no, come, come, fit thee down; honeſt 


Val: How doſt thou do? let me feel thy Pulſe Oh, 


pretty well now, Val: Body o'me, I was ſorry to ſee thee 
indiſpoſed : But Pm glad thou art better, honeſt Val. 
Val. I thank you, Sir. 


Scan. Miracle! the Monſter grows loving. [4#. 


Sir Samp. Let me feel thy Hand again, Val: It does 
not ſhake I believe thou canſt write, Val. Ha, Boy? 
thou canſt write thy Name, Val? Feremy, ſtep and 
overtake Mr. Buckram, bid him make haſte back with the 


| Conveyance—quick—quick. Laber to Jeremy. 


SCENE wh 
Sir Sampſon, Valentine, Scandal. 


Scan. That ever I ſhou'd ſuſpect ſuch a Heathen of any 
| | La. 


D &:v 


I have been a 
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Sir Samp. Doſt thou know this Paper, Val? I know 

thou'rt honeſt, and wilt perform Articles. 
[ S-ews him the Paper, but holds it out of his Reach. 

Val. Pray let me ſee it, Sir. You hold it ſo far off, 
that I can't tell whether I know it or no. 

Sir Samp. See it, Boy? Ay, ay, why thou daoſt ſee it 
tis thy own Hand, Yallzy. Why, let me ſee, I can 
read it as plain as can be: Look you here [ Reads.] The 
Condition of this Obligation — Look you, as plain as can 
be, ſo it begins—And then at the bottom At ævitneſi 

e Hand, VALENTINE LEGEND, in great 
Letters. Why, tis as plain as the Noſe in one's Face: 
What, are my Eyes better than thine ? I believe I can 
read it farther off yet let me ſee. 

[Stretebes his Arm as far as he can. 

Val. Will you pleaſe to let me hold it, Sir? 
Sir. Samp. Let thee hold it, ſay'ft thou Ay, with 
all my Heart What matter is it who holds it? What 
is need any body hold it? I'll put it up in my Pocket, 
1 Val. and then no body need hold it [ Puts the Paper in his 
1 Packet.) There Val: it's ſafe enough, Boy But thou 
1 Malt have it as ſoon as thou haſt ſet thy Hand to another 
1 Paper, little Val. | | 


mgm... —— — 
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SCENE H. 
[To them] Jeremy with Buckram. 

| Pal. What, is my bad Genius here again! Oh no, 'tis 
T7 the Lawyer with an itching Palm: and he's come to be 
ſcratch d My Nails are not long enough -Let 
my me have a Pair of Red-hot Tongs quickly, quickly, and 
= you ſhall ſee me act St. Dunſian, and lead the Devil by 
1 the Noſe. . 
| Burtr. O Lord, let me be gone; IIl not venture my- 
= ſelf wich a Madman. Sk 


SCENE TX 
Sir Sampſon, Valentine, Scandal, Jeremy. 


l 1 Us Val. Ha, ha, ha; you need not run ſo faſt, Honeſty 
4 will not oveitake yorẽ— la, ha, ha, the Rogue found 
me out to be in Fer ma Panperis preſently, 


Sir 


tr i * a F 


wy Son be mad 
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Sir Samp. Oons ! What a Vexation is here! I know 
not what to do, or ſay, nor which way to go | 

Fal. Who's that, that's out of ns Way: —I im ruth, 
and can ſet him right—Harkee, Friend, the itcaight KO, 
is the u orſt way you can go — fle that tuilows his 
Note always, will very often be led into a Stiuk. Proba 
tum i. But what are you for, Religion or Politicks * 
There's a couple of Topicks for you, no wore like one 
another than Oil ard Vinegar; and yet tnoie two beaten 
together by a State Cook, make Sauce for the w E] e 
Nation. 


dir Samp. What the Devil had I to do, ever to beget 
Sons! * Why did Jever marry *? 


al. Becauſe thou wert a Monſter; old Boy! The tuo 
greateſt Monflers in the World, are a Man and a Woman? 


What's thy Opinion? 


S. Samp. V hy, my Opinion i is, that thoſe two Mon- 
fers join'd together, make yet a greater, that's a Man 
and his Wite. | 

Val. A ha]! Old True-penny, ſay'ſt thou fo: thou hatt 
oy dit But it's wonderiul itrange, Feremy. 

Je. What is, Sir? 
Fal. That gray Hairs ſhou'd cover a green Head 
and I make a Fool of my Father. What's here ! E 


fater : or a bearded Sibylf If 8 hely comes, I rut! 
muſt give place. | 


SCENE AL 


Sir Sampſon, Scandal, Foreſight, Mrs. Foreſight, 
Mrs. Frail. 


Fore. What fays. he? What, did he propheſy ? IIa, 
Sir Sampron, bleſs us! How are we ? 

Sir Samp. Are we? A Fox o your Prognoſticz: n 
Why, we are Fools as we ule to be Oons, that you 
chu'd not fore ice, that the Moon wou'd predominate, and 
Where's your Cppofitions, your 
1 rines, and your Quadrates—— W hat aid your Cordan 


'$ 
* 
| 
: 4 
i 


and your Pto/omy tell you: Your Meparulun and your Len- 
omGontanus, your Harmony ot Chiromancy with Altro- 
he gy. Ah!] pox on't, that I that know the World, and Men 
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and Manners, that don't believe a Syllable in the Sky 
and Stars, and Sun and Almanacks, and traſh, ſhould be 
directed by a Dreamer, an Omen-hunter, and defer Buſi- 
| neſs in Expectation of a lucky Hour. When, Body o'me, 
there never was a lucky Hour after the firſt Opportunity. 


S C5 NN E- - AMIE 
Scandal, Foreſight, Mrs. Foreſight, Mrs. Frail. 


Fore. Ah, Sir Sampſon, Heav'n help your Head 
This is none of your lucky Hour; Nemo omnibus horis 
ſapit. What is he gone, and in contempt of Science! III 

Stars, and unconvertable Ignorance atrend him. 

Scan. You mult excuſe his Paſhon, Mr. Fore/ight ; for 
he has been heartily vex'd His Son is Nen campos 
z::ent:;, and thereby incapable of making any Conveyance 
in Law; fo that all his Meaſures are diſappointed. 

Fore. Ha! ſay you ſo? 1 

Airs. Frail. What, has my Sea-Lover loft his Anchor 
of Hope then ? I[Aſide io Mrs. Foreſight. 

Ars. Fore. Oh Siſter, what will you do with him ? 

Mrs. Frail. Do with him, ſend him to Sea again in the 

next foul Weathcr—He's us'd to an inconſtant Element, 
and won't be ſurpris'd to ſee the Tide turn'd. 

Fare. Wherein was I miitaken, not to foreſee this? 

[Can ſiabrt. 

Scan. Madam, you and I can tell him ſomething elſe, 
that he did not foreſee, and more particularly relating to 
his own Fortune. Alide to Mrs. Foreſight. 

Mrs. Fare. What do you mean? I don't underſtand you. 

Scan. Huih, foitl;y——the Pleaſures of laſt Night, my 
Dear, too conliderable to be forgot ſo ſoon. 

Als. Fase Lait Night! and what wou'd your Impu- 
dence infer from laſt Night? laſt Night was like the 
Night before, I think. | | 

Scan. 'S'dcath, do you make no difference between me 
and your Huſband ? oe | 

Mrs. Fee. Not much, ——he's ſuperſtitious; and you 
are mad in my Opinion. 

Scan You make me mad — You are not ſerious———- 
Pray recollect y ourſelf. e 


ifs Maw. 
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Ars. Fore. O yes, now I remember, you were very 


impertinent and impudent, —and would have come to 


Bed to me. 

Scan. And did not? | 

Mrs. Fore. Did not !. With that Face can you aſk the 
Queſtion ? | 

Scan. This I have heard of before, but never believ'd. 
I have been told, ſhe had that admirable Quality of for- 
getting to a Man's Face in the Morning, that ſhe had lain 
with him all Night, and denying that the had done Fa- 
vours with more Impudence, than ſhe cou'd grant 'em 
Madam, I'm your humble Servant, and honour you. 


oo look pretty well, Mr. Fore/ight,——How did you 


reſt laſt Night? 
' Fore. Truly Mr. Scandal, I was fo taken up with broken 
Dreams and diſtracted Viſions, that I remember little. 
Scan. Twas a very forgetting Night. 
you not talk with Valentine, perhaps you may underſtand 
him ; I'm apt to believe, there is ſomething myſterious 
in his Diſcourſes, and ſometimes rather think him in- 
ſpir d than mad. 8 
Fore. You ſpeak with ſingular good Judgment, Mr. 
Scandal, truly, —1I am inclining to your 7 ar#; Opinion 
in this Matter, and do reverence a Man whom the vulgar 
think mad. Let us go to him. Z 


Mrs. Frail. Siſter, do you ſtay with them; I'll fnd out 


my Lover, and give him his Diſcharge, and come to you. 
O my Conſcience here he comes. 


SCEN E XIII. 
Art. Frail, Ben. 


Ben. All mad, I think—Flcſh, I believe all the Ca- 
lentures of the Sea are come aſhore, for my part. 

Ars. Frail. Mr. Benjamin in Choler ! 

Ben. No, I'm pleas'd well enough, now I have found 
you——Meſs, I have had ſuch a Hurricane upon your 
Account yonder. ; 

Mrs. Frail. My Account, pray what's the Matter ? 

Ben. Why, Father came and found me ſquabbling with 
yon chitty-fac'd thing, as 3 would have me e 
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ſo he aſł'd what was the Matter. He aſk'd in a furly 
tort of a way It ſeems Brother Val. is gone mad, 
and ſo that put'n into a Paſſion; but what did | know of 
that, what's that to me ?)—— So he aſk'd,in a ſurly fort 
of manner, and Gad I anſwer'd 'en às ſurlily, What 
tho'f he be my Father, I an't bound Prentice to 'en :— 
io faith | told'n in plain Terms, if I were minded to 
marry, I'd marry to pleaſe myſelf, not him: And for 
the young Woman that he provided for me, I thought it 
more fitting for her to learn her Sampler, and make Dirt- 
Pies, than to look after a Huſband ; for my part I was 
none of her Man.— ! had another Voyage to make, let 
him take it as he will. | 

Mrs. Frail. So then, you intend to go to Sea again? 

Ben. Nay, nay, my Mind run upon you. but I 
wau d not tell him ſo much———So he ſaid he'd make 
my Heart ake; and if ſo be that he cou'd get a Woman 
to his Mind, he'd marry himſelf. Gad, ſays I, an you 
play the Fool and marry at theſe Years, there's more 
Danger of your Head's aking than my Heart. —He was 
woundy angry when | gav'n that wipe — He had'nt a 
Word to ſay. and to | left'n, and the green Girl toge- 
ther; may-haip the Bee may bite, and he'll marry her 
himſelf, with all my Heart. | 

Mrs. Frail. And were you this undutiful and graceleſs 
Wretch to your Father ? | 
Bien. Then why was he graceleſs firſt, —If I am undu- 

tiful and gracelets, why did he beget me ſo? I did not 
get myſelf. 

Mrs. Frail. O Impiety ! How have I been miſtaken ! 
What an ip human mercileſs Creature have I ſet my Heart 
upon? Ol am happy to have diſcover'd the Shelves and 
Qai-kiands that lurk beneath that faithleſs ſmiling Face. 

Ben. Hey toſs! What's the matter now? Why you 
ben't angry, be you ? 

Mrs. Frail. O ſee me no more. for thou wert 
dorn amongſt Rocks, ſuckl'd by Whales, cradled in a 
"Fempet, and whiſtled to by Winds; and thou art come 
forth with Fins and Scales, and three Rows of Lecth, a 
wolt outragious Fiſh of Prey. | 


Ben. 
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Ben. O Lord, O Lord, ſhe's mad, poor young Woman, 

Love has turn d her Senſes, her Brain is quite overſet. 
Well a-day, how ſhall I do to {et her to rights? 

Mrs. Frail. No, no, I am not mad, Munſter, I am 
wiſe enough to-find you out. Hadſt thou the Impu- 
dence to aſpire at being a Huſband with that ſtubborn and 
_ diſobedient l emper ?—You that know not how to ſub- 
mit to a Father, preſume to have a ſufficient Stock of 
Duty to undergo a Wife? I ſnould have been finely fobb'd 
indeed, very finely fobb'd. 
Ben. Harkee forſooth; if ſo be that you are in your 
right Senſes, dye ſee; for ought as I perceive I'm like to 
be finely fobb'd,—if I have got Anger here upon your 
Account, and you are tack'd about already. What d'ye 
mean, after all your fair Speeches, and ſtroaking my 
Cheeks, and kiſſing and hngging, what wou'd you ſheer 
off ſo? Wou'd you, and leave me aground ? 

Mrs. Frail. No, I'll leave you a-drift, and go which 
way you will. 

Ben. What, are you falſe-hearted then ? 

Mrs. Frail. Only the Wind's chang'd. 

Ben. More ſhame for you, —the Wind's chang' d. 
It's an ill Wind blows no Body good, —may-hap I have 
a good riddance on you, if theſe be your Tricks—what 
did you mean all this while, to make a Fool of me ? 
Mes. Frail. Any Fool but a Huſband. 

Ben. Hluſband ! Gad I wou'd not be your Huſband, if 
you wou d have me; now I know your Mind, tho'f ycu 
tad your Weight in Gold and Jewels, and tho't I lov'd 
you never ſo well. 

Mrs. Frail. Why, can't thou love, Por: uſe ? | 

Ben, No matter what I can do; don't call Names.— 
don't love you ſo well, as to bear that, whatever I did, 
| I'm glad you ſhew yourſelf, Miſtreſs . Let 
them marry you, as don't know you : Gad I know 
you too well, by fad Experience ; I believe he that mar- 
rics you will go to Sea in a Hen peck d Frigat— I 
believe that, young Woman — and may-hap may come 


to an Anchcr at Cuckolds. Point; io there's a Daſh for 
yOu, take it as you will, may-hap you may holla after 
Tae When 1 o..'t come too. 
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Mi. Frail. Ha, ha, ha, no doubt on't,— 1M; true 
Lede i gone to Sea | Sg.. 


$S CEN Mr. 
Mrs. Frail, Mr. Foreſight. 


Irs. Frail. O Siſter, had you come a Minute ſooner, 
you would have ſeen the Reſolution of a Lover, 
Honeſt Tarr and J areparted——and with the ſame In- 
difference that we met; O' my Life I am half vex'd 
at the Inſenſibility of a Brute that I deſpis'd. 

Ns. Fire. What then, he bore it moſt heroically ? 

Ars. Frail. Moſt tyrannically, for you ſee he has 
got the ſtart of me; and I the poor forſaken Maid am left 
complaining on the Shore. But I'll tell you a Hint that 
he has given me; Sir Sampſon is enraged, and talks de- 


ſperately of committing Matrimony himſelf.—If he has 


_ a Mind to throw himſelf away, he can't do it more effec- 
tually than upon me, if we could bring it about. 


Mrs. Fore. Oh hang him old Fox, he's too cunning, 


beſides he hates both you and me.——But I have a Pro- 
ject in my Head for you, and I have gone a good way 
towards it. I have almoſt made a Bargain with Jeremy, 
Valentine's Man, to fell his Maſter to us. | 

Mrs. Frail. Sell him, how ? | 

Mrs. Fore. Valentine raves upon Angelica, and took me 
for her, and Jeremy ſays will take any body for her that 
he impoſes on him. —Now I have promiſed him Moun- 
tains ; if in one of his mad Fits he will bring you to him 


in her ſtead, and get you marry'd together, and put to 


Bed together ; and after Conſummation, Gul, there's no 
revoking. And if he ſhould recover his Senſes, he'll be 
glad at leaſt to make you a good Settlement Here they 
come, ſtand aſide alittle, and tell me how you like the 
Deſign. | 


e 
Ars. Foreſight, Mrs. Frail, Valentine, Scandal, Foreſight, 
and Jeremy. 


Scan. And have you given your Maſter a hint of their 


Plot upon him? [Te Jeremy. 


Fere » 


* 
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Tere. Yes, Sir; he ſays he'll favour it, and miſtake 


her for Angelica. 

Scan. It may make us ſport. 

Fore. Mercy on us 8 

Val. Huſnht Interrupt me not——T'll whiſper Pre- 
diction to thee, and thou ſhalt Propheſy;—1 am Truth, 
and can teach thy Tongue a new 'Trick.——1 have told 
thee what's paſt, Now Il tell what's to come;—Doſt 
thou know what will happen To-morrow ? Anſwer 
me not—for I will tell thee. To-morrow, Knaves will 
thrive thro' Craft, and Fools thro Fortune, and Honeſty 


will go as it did, Froſt-nipt in a Summer- Suit. Aſk me 


Queſtions concerning To. morrow ? 
Scan. Aſk him, Mr. Foreſigbt. 

Fore, Pray what will be done at Court ? 

Val. Scandal wall tell you ; 
come there. OD | | 

Fore. In the City? 

Val. Oh, Prayers will be ſaid in empty Churches, at 
the uſual Hours. Vet you will ſee ſuch zealous Faces be- 
hind Counters, as if Religion were to be ſold in every Shop. 
Oh things will go methodically in the City, the Clocks 
will ſtrike twelve at Noon, and the horn'd Herd Buz in 
the Exchange at Two. Wives and Huſbands will drive 
diſtinct Trades, and Care and Pleaſure ſeparately occupy 
the Family. Coffee - Houſes will be full of Smoke and 
Stratagem. And the cropt Prentice, that ſweeps his 
| Maſter's Shop in the Morning, may ten to one dirty his 

Sheets before Night. But there are two things that you 
will ſee very ſtrange ; which are wanton Wives, with their 
Legs at Liberty, and tame Cuckolds, with Chains about 


their Necks. But hold, I muſt examine you before I go 


further; you look ſuſpiciouſly. Are you a Huſband ? 
_ Fore. I am married. 

Val. Poor Creature! Is your Wife of Covent - Garden 
Pariſh ! 

Fore. No; St. Martin's in the Fields. | 


Val. Alas ; poor Man; his Eyes are ſunk, and his 


Hands ſhrivell'd: his Legs dwindled, GT — 
ray, 1 for a * Pe, 
pray, pray, — A 


I am Truth, I never 
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and ſhake off Age: get thee Medea's Kettle, and be 
Lu.l'd anew; come forch wich ab'ring Callous Hands, à 
Cuine of Steel, and Alas Shoulders. Let Taliacotius trim 
the Calves of twenty Chairmen, and make thee Pedeſtals 
to ſtard erect upon, ard look Matrimony in the Face. 
Ha, ha, ha! That a Man ſhou'd have a Stomach to a 
Wedding Taper u hen the Figeons ought rather to be 
laid to his Feet, ha, ha, ha. 

Tre. His Frenzy is very high now, Mr. Scandal. 

Scan. I believe it is a Spring Tide. 

He. Very likely truly; you underſtand theſe Matters 

Mr. Scandal. I ſhall be very glad to confer with you 
abc ut theſe things which he has utter'd. His Say ings 
are very ly ſterious and Hieroglyphical. | 

Val. On, why would 4rgelica be abſent from my Eyes 
fo long! # 

ere. She's here, Sir. 

Ars. Fere. Now, Sitter. 

rs. Frail. O Lord, what muſt I fay? 

Scan. Humour him, Madam, by all means. | 

Val. Where is ſhe? Oh I fee her—fhe comes, kke 
e Health and Liberty at once, to a deſpairing, 
farving, and abandon'd Wretch, 

Oh * welcome. 

Ari. Frail, How d'ye you, Sir? Can I ſerve you? 

Fat. Harkee ; have a Secret to tell you 
Fudumion and the Moon ſhall meet us upon Mount Latmos, 
and we'll be married in the dead of Night. But ſay not 
a Word Hymen ſhall put his Torch into a dark Lanthorn, 
that it may be ſecret; and Juno ſhall give her Peacock 
Poppy-Water, that he may fold his ogling Tail, and 
Argus's hundred Eyes be ſhut, ha ? No body ſhall know, 
| but Jeremy. 

Mrs. Frcil. No, no, we'll keep it fecret, it ſhall be 
done preſently. 

Val. The ſooner the better Jeremy, come hither— 
cloſer— that none niay over. hear us; — Feremy, I can 

tell you News; Angelica is turn d Nun; and I am turning 
Friar, and yet well marry one another in ſpite of the 
Pope—Get me a Coul and Beads, that I may play my 
part, 
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part. For ſhe'll meet me two Hours hence in black 
and white, and a long Veil to cover the Project, and we 
won't ſee one another's Faces, till we have done ſomethin; 
to be aſham'd of; and then we'll bluſh once for all. 


. XVI. 
[To them] Tattle and Angelica. 


Fere. I'll take care, and - | 
Fal. Whiſper. 
Ang. Nay, Mr. Tattle, if you make Love to me, you 
ſpoil my Deſign, for I intend to make you my Confident. 
Tatt. But, Madam, to throw away your Perſon, ſuch a 
| Perſon! and ſuch a Fortune on a Madman! | 
Ang. I never lov'd him till he was mad; but don't tell 
any Body ſo | 
Scan. How's this! Tartle making Love to Angelica! 
Tatt. Tell, Madam! alas, you don't know me—l 
have much ado to tell your Ladyſhip, how long | have 
been in Love with you—bur encourag'd by the Impoſñ- 
bility of Valentine s making any more Adreſies to you, I 
have ventur'd to declare the very inmoſt Paſſion of my 
Heart. Oh, Madam, look upon us both. There you ſee 
the Ruins of a poor decay'd Creature Here a com- 
pleat and lively Figure, with Youth and Health, and all 
| his five Senfes in perfection, Madam; and to all this, the 
moſt paſſionate Lover 
Ang. O fy for ſhame, hold your Tongue, a paſſionate 
Lover, and five Senſes in perfection] when you are as 
mad as Valentine, I'll believe you love me, and the mad- 
deſt ſhall take me. | 
Val. It is enough. Ha! Who's here? 
Mrs. Frail. O Lord, her coming will ſpoil all. 
1 Te Jeremy; 
Jere. No, no, Madam, he won't know her; if he 
ſnou d I can perſuade him. ; | 
Val. Scandal, who are theſe * F oreigners? If they are, 
I'II tell you what I think get away all the Company 
but Angelica, that I may diſcover my Deſien to her. 
| | | | [Viper 


dean ä 
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Scan. I will—I have diſcover'd ſomething of Tatil-, 
that is of a piece with Mrs. Frail. He courts Angelica; if 
we cou'd contrive to couple em together Hark ee 


Mrs. Fore. He won't know you, Couſin, he knows no 


y. | 

Fore. But he knows more than any body, —Oh Niece, 
he knows things paſt and to come, and all the profound 
Secrets of Time. | 

Tatt. Look you, Mr. Forefight, it is not my way to 
make many Words of Matters, and ſo I ſhan't ſay much, 
But in ſhort, d'ye ſee, I will hold you a hundred 
Pound now, that I know more Secrets than he. 

Fore. How ! I cannot read that Knowledge in your 
Face, Mr. Tatil. Pray, what do you know ? 

Tait. Why, d'ye think I'll tell you, Sir! Read it in 
my Face? No, Sir, tis written in my Heart; and ſafer 
there, Sir, than Letters writ in Juice of Limon, for no 
Fire can fetch it out. I am no Blab, Sir. 

Val. Acquaint Jeremy with it, he may cafily bring it 
about.———Fhey are welcome, and ['ll tell 'em fo myſelf. 
[To Scandal. What, do you look itrange upon me ?— 
Then I muſt be plain. [Coming up to them.] I am Truth, 
and hate an old Acquaintance with a new Face. 

[Scandal goes afide with Jeremy. 
Tatt. Do you know me, Valentine? 3 
Val. You? Who are you? No, I hope not. 

Tatt. I am Fack Tartie, your Friend. 

Val. My Friend, what to do? Lam no married Man, 
and tnou can'ſt not lie with my Wife: I am very poor, 
and thou can'ſt not borrow Mony cf me: Then what 
Employment have I for a Friend? 

Tat. Hah! A good open Speaker, and not to be 
truſted with a Secret. | 1 . 

Arg. Do you know me, Valentine? 

Val. Oh very well. 

Aag. Who am 1? = 
Val. You're a Woman,—One to whom Heav'n gave 
Beauty, when it grafted Roſes on a Briar. You are the 
Reflexion of Heav'n in a Pond, and he that leaps at you 

_ ws 13 
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is ſunk. You are all white, a Sheet of lovely ſpotleſs 
Paper, when you firſt are born; but you are to be ſcrawl'd 
and blotted by every Gooſe's Quill. I know you; for 1 
lov'd a Woman, and lov'd her fo long, that I found out a 
Urange thing: I found out what a woman was good for. 
Tatt. Ay, prithee, what's that? 
Val. Why, to keep a Secret. 
Tatt. O Lord! | 
Val. O exceeding good to keep a Secret: For tho' ſhe 
ſhould tell, yet ſhe is not to be believ'd. 
Tatt. Hah ! good again, faith. | 
. L | would have Muſicx Sing me the Song that 
** 


0 
Set by Mr. Finger. 


Cell thee, Charmion, could I Time retrie ue, 
And could again begin to Lede and Live, 
To you I rould my earlieſt Off ring give ; 
1 know, my Eyes would lead my Heart to you, 
And I ſhould all my Vows and Oaths renew, 
But to be plain, 1 never would be true. 


IT. 

Fer by our weak and weary Truth, I find, 

Lowe hates to center in a Paint affign'd ; 

But runs with Foy the circle of the Mind. 
Then never let us chain achat ſhiu'd be free, 
But for Relief of either Sex agree : 

Since Nomen love to change, and /o do wee 


No more, for I am melancholy. [Walks muſing. 
Fere. IIl do't, Sir. [To Scandal. 
Scan. Mr. Foreſight, we had beſt leave him. He may 

grow outragious, and do Miſchief. 
Fore. I will be directed by you. „„ 
Fere. [To Mrs. Frail.] You'll meet, Madam ;—1'll 

take care every thing ſhail be ready, 


Ars. 
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Mrs. Frail. Thou ſhalt do what thou wiks, in ſhort, I 
will deny thee nothing. | 


Tate. Madam, ſhall I wait upon you? [To Angelica. 

Ang. No, I'll ftay with him Mr. Scandal will 
protect me. Aunt, Mr. Tartie deſires you would give him 
leave to wait on you. 

Tatt. Pox on't, there's no coming off, now ſhe has ſaid 
that. Madam, will you do me the Honour? 

Mrs. Fore. Mr. Tattle might have us d leſs Ceremony. 


S C45 NH n HMYIL 
Angelica, Valentine, Scandal, 


Scan. Jeremy, follow T attle. 
Arg. Mr. Scandal, I only ſtay till my Maid comes, and 
becauſe I had a mind to be rid of Mr. Tate. 
Scan. Madam, I am very glad that I over-heard a bet - 
ter Reaſon, which you gave to Mr. Tartle; for his Im- 
pertinence forc'd you to acknowledge a Kindneſs for 
Valentine, which you deny d to all his Sufferings and my 
Sollicitations. So I'll leave him to make uſe of the Dil- 
covery ; and your Ladyſhip to the free Confeſſion of your 
Inclinations. 5 5 
Ang. Oh Heavns! You won't leave me alone with a 
Madman ? | 
Scan. No, Madam ; I only leave a Madman to his 
Remedy. 1 | 


SCEN E XvII. 
Angelica, Valentine. 


Val. Madam, you need not be mach afraid, for ! 
fancy I begin to come to myſelf. 

Ang. Ay, but if I don't fit you, I'll be hang'd. [Al. 

Val. You ſee what Diſguiſes Love makes us put on; 
Gods have been in counterfeited Shapes for the ſame Rea- 
fon; and the divine Part of me, my Mind, has worn this 
Maſque of Madneſs, and this motly Livery, only as the 
Slave of Love, and menial Creature of your Beauty. 

Ang. Mercy on me, how he talks! poor Valentine. 
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Val. Nay? faith, now let us underſtand one another, 
Hypocriſy apart The Comedy draws towards an 
end, and let us think of leaving acting, and be ourſelves ; 
and ſince you have lov'd me, you muſt own, I have at 
length deſerv'd you ſhou'd confeſs it. 

Ang. [Sighs.] I would I had lov'd you—for Heaven 
knows I pity you; and could I have foreſeen the bad 
Effects, I would have ftriven ; but that's too late. [Sighs. 

Val. What ſad Effefts ?—What's too late: my feem- 
ing Madneſs has deceiv'd my Father, and procur'd me 

time to think of Means to reconcile me to him ; and 
_ preſerve the right of my Inheritance to his Eftate; which 
otherwiſe by Articles, I muſt this Morning have reſign d: 
And this I had inform'd you of to Day, but you were 
gone, before I knew you had been here. 

Ang. How ! I thought your Love of me had caus'd this 
Tranſport in your Soul ; which it ſeems, yon only coun- 
terfeited ; for by mercenary Ends, and ſordid Intereſ. 

Val. Nay, now you do me Wrong; for if any Intereſt 
was conſider'd it was yours; fince I thought I wanted 
more than Love, to make me worthy of you. 

Ang. Then you thought me mercenary——But how 
am I deluded by this interval of Senſe, to reaſon with a 
Madman ? | - 

Val. Oh, tis barbarous to miſunderſtand me longer. 


$SCENE XX. 
[To them] Jeremy. 


Ang. Oh here's a reaſonable Creature—ſure he will 
not have the Impudence to perſevere—Come, Jeremy, 
acknowledge your Trick, and confeis your Maſter's 
| Madneſs counterfeit. 3 ; | 

Fere. Counterfeit, Madam! I'll maintain him to be as 
abſolutely and ſubſtantially mad, as any Freeholder in 
Bethlehem; Nay, he's as mad as any Projector, Fanatick, 
Chymiſt, Lover, or Poet in Europe. | 

Val. Sirrah, you lye; I am not mad. 

Ang. Ha, ha, ha, you ſee he denies it. 
 Fere. O Lord, Madam, did you ever know any 
Madman mad enough to own it? 


Val. 
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Val. Sot, can't you apprehend ? 


Ang. Why he talk'd very ſenſibly juſt now. 


Jere. Yes, Madam; he has Intervals : But you ſee he 
begins to look wild again now. 


Val. Why you thick- ſcull'd Raſcal, I tell you the Farce 


is done, and I will be mad no longer. [ Beats bim. 
Arg. Ha, ha, ha, is he mad, or no, Jeremy? 
Fere. Partly I think 
own Mind — Hours——T'm ſure I left him juſt now, 


in the Humour to be mad : And I think I have not found 


him very quiet at this preſent. Who's there? 
hoe knocks. 

Val. Go ſee, you Sot, I'm very glad that I can move 
your Mirth, tho' not your Compaſſion. 

Ang. I did not think you had Apprehenſion enough to 
be exceptious : But Madmen ſhew themſelves molt, by 
over pretending to a ſound Underſtanding ; as drunken 
Men do by over - acting Sobriety ; I was half inclining to 
believe you, *till I accidentally touch'd upon your tender 
Part: Eut now you have reſtor d me to my former Opt- 
nion and Compaſſion. 

Fere. Sir, your Father has ſent to know if you are any 
better yet Will you pleaſe to be mad, Sir, or how? 

Val. Stapicity! You — the Penalty of all I'm worth 
muſt pay for the Confeſſion of my Senſes , Im mad, and 
will be mad to every Body but this Lady. 

Fere. So—Juſt the very backſide of Truth. But 


lying is a Figure in Speech, that interlards the great | 


art of my Converſation Madam, your L 


yſhip's 
ſoman. 


$ CE M XX. 


Valentine, Angelica, Jenny. 


Ang. Well, have you been there ?—Come hither. 
Jenny. Yes, Madam, Sir Samp/on will wait upon you 


ſently. Ade to An 
P72. You are not leaving me in whit — _— 


Ang. Wou'd any thing, but a Madman complain of Un- 
9 Uncertainty . r 


far he does not know his 
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Life. Security is an inſipid thing, and the overtaking 
and poſſeſſing of a Wiſh, — the Folly of the Chaſe. 
Never let us know one another better: for the Pleaſure 
of a Maſquerade is done, when we come to ſhew our Faces; 
but I'II tell you two things before 1 leave you; I am not 
= Fool you take me for; and you are mad and don't 
SNOW 1t, | | 


$CEMNE x 


Valentine, Jeremy. 

Val. From a Riddle you can expect nothing but a 
Riddle. There's my Inſtruction, and the Moral of my 
Leſſon. , 4 | 

ere. What, is the Lady gone again, Sir? I hope you 
* one another wg ſhe Shs ? ah 

Val. Underſtood ! She is harder to be underſtood than 
a Piece of ęyptian Antiquity, or an Lib Manuſcript ; 
you may pore till you ſpoil your Eyes, and not improve 
your Knowledge. | — 

Fere. I have heard em ſay, Sir, they read hard He- 
trew Books backwards; may be you begin to read at 
the wrong end. 

Val. They ſay ſo of Witches Prayers, and Dreams 
and Dutch Almanacks are to be underſtood by contraries. 
But there's Regularity and Method in that; the is a 
Medal without a Reverſe or Inſcription, for Indiffe- 
rence has both ſides alike. Yet while ſhe does not ſeem 
to hate me, I will purſue her, and know her if it be 
poſſible, in ſpite of the Opinion of my ſatirical Friend, 
Scandal, who ſays, | 


That Nomen are like Tricks by ficht of Hand, 
Which, to admire, we ſbcuid not underſtand. 


* 
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ACT V. $CENE L 
A Rim in Foreſight's Houſe. 


Angelica, and Jenny. 


Ang. HERE is Sir Sampn? Did you not tell 
| me, he would be here before me ? | 
Ferry. He's at the great Glaſs in the Dining-Room, 
Madam, ſetting his Cravat and Wig. 

Ang. How! I'm glad on't—lt he has a mind I 
ſhould like him, it's a ſign he likes me; and that's more 
than half'my Defign. | | | 

Zeuny. | hear him Madam. | | 

Ang. Leave me, and d'ye hear, if Faleutine ſhould 
come or ſend, I am not to be ſpoken with. 


$C EE NE 
Angelica, Sir Sampſon. 

Sir Samp. J have not been honour'd with the Com- 
mands of a fair Lady, a great while—odd, Madam, you 
have revivd me——Wot ſince I was five and thirty. 

Ang. Why, you have no great Reaſon to complain, 
Sir Sampſon, that is not long ago. 

Sir Samp. Zooks, but it is, Madam a very great while; 


to a Man that admires a fire Woman, as much as 1 do. 


Ang. You're an abſolute Courtier, Sir Samtſan. | 
Sir Samp. Not at all, Madam: Ods.bud you wrong 
me; I am not ſo old neither, to be a bare Courtier, only 
a Man of Words: Odd, I have warm Blood about me 
yet, and can ſerve a Lady any way—Come, come, let 
me tell you, you Women think a Man old too ſoon, faith 
and troth you do—Come, don't deſpiſe fifty; odd fifty, 
in a hale Conftitetion, is no ſuch contemptible Age. 
Ang. Fifty a contemptible Age! Not at all, a very 
faſhionable Age I think —!I aſſure you, I know very 
conſiderable Beaus, that ſet a. good Face upon fifty, 
fifty! J have ſeen fifty in a fide Box by Candle-Light, 
out-bloſſom ive and twenty. 


Sir 


O 


— 
— of 


— 
= 


„„ — m2 25H HH 


a 


Lover for Love. 91 


Sir Samp. Outſides, Jutſides; a pize take em, meer 
Outſides: Hang your Side Box Beaus; no. I'm none of 


thoſe, none of your forc'd Trees, that pretend to bloſiom 


in the Fall; and Bud when they ſhould bring forth Fruit: 


Jam of a long liv'd Race, and inherit Vigour, none of 


my Anceſtors marry'd 'till fifty; yet they begot Sons and 
Daughters, till fourſcore: I am of your Patriarchs, I, a 
Branch of one of your Autediluvian Families, Fellows, 
that the Flood could not waſh away. Well, Madam 
what are your Commands? Has any young Rogue af- 
fronted you, and ſhall I cut his Throat? or 
Ang. No, Sir Sampſon, I have no Quarrel upon my 
Hands——l1 have more Occaſion for your Conduct than 
your Courage at this time. To tell you the Truth, I'm 
weary of living ſingle, and want a Huſband. 
Sir Samp. Odsbud, and tis Pity you ſhould—— Odd, 
wou'd ſhe wou'd like me, then | ſhou'd hamper my young 
Rogues: Odd. wou'd ſhe wou d: faith and troch ſhe's 
deviliſh handſom. [ 4/ide.] Madam, you deferve a good 
Husband, and 'twere pity you ſhou'd be thrown away 
upon any of theſe young idle Rogues about the Town. 
Odd, there's ne'er a young Fellow worth hanging, — 
that is a very young Fellow—— Pize on em, they never 
think beforehand of any thing; — And if they commit 
Matrimony, tis as they commit Murder; out of a Frolick: 
And are ready to hang themſelves, or to be hang'd by the 
Law, the next Morning:—Odfo, have a care, Madam. 
Ang. ThereforeT ask your Advice, Sir Sampjon: J have 


Fortune enough to make any Man eaſy that I can like; If 


there were ſuch a thing as 2 young agreeable Man with a 
reaſonable Stock of Good-nature and Senſe For I 
would neither have an abſolute Wit, nor a Fool. 

Sir Samp Odd, you are hard to pleaſe, Madam; to 
find a young Fellow that is neither a Wit in his own Eye, 
nora Fool in the Eye of the World, is a very hard Task. 
But, faith and troth 1 ou ſpeak very diſcretely; for I hate 
both a Wit and a Fool. 

Ang. She that marries a Fool, Sir Sarf/on, forfeits the 


Reputation of her Honeſty or Underſlanding: And ſhe 


that marries a very witty Man is a Slave to the Severity 
and inſolent Conduct of her Huſband, I ſhould like a 
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Man of Wit for a Lover, becauſe I would have ſuch a 2 


one in my Power; but I would no more be his Wife, than 
his Enemy. For his Malice is not a more terrible Con- 


ſequence of his Averſion, than his Jealouſy is of his 


Love. | 
Sir Samp. None of old Forc/7ht's Sibyls ever utter d 
ſuch a Truth. Odsbud, you have won my Heart: I hate 


a Wit; I had a Son that was ſpoil'd among em; a good 


hopeful Lad, till he learn d to be a Wit And might 
have riſen in the State But, a pox on't, his Wit run 
him out of his Mony, and now his Poverty has run him 
out of his Wits. | 


Ang. Sir Sampſon, as your Friend, I muſt tell you, you 


are very much abus'd in that matter ; he's no more mad 
than you are. | | 
Sir Samp. How, Madam! Wou'd I cou'd prove it. 
Arg. I can tell you how that may be done — But it is 
a thing that wou'd make me appear to be too much c.n- 
cern'd in your Affairs. | | 
Sir Samp. Odsbud, I believe ſhe likes me [Ale 


Ah, Madam, all my Affairs are ſcarce worthy to be laid 


at your Feet ; and I wiſh, Madam, they were in a better 
Poſture, that I might make a more becoming Oifer to a 
Lady of your incomparable Beauty and Merit—lf I 
had Peru in one Hand, and Mexico in t'other, and the 
Faſtern Empire under my Feet; it would make me only 
a more glorious Victim to be offer'd at the Shrine of your 
Beauty. 

Ag. Bleſs me, Sir Samp/on, what's the Matter? 
Sir Samy. Odd, Madam, | love———And if you would 
take my Advice in a Husbanday 

Arg. Hold, hold, Sir Sampjan. I ask d your Advice 
for a Husband, and you are giving me your Conſent—l 
was indeed thinking to propole ſomething like it in Jet, 
to ſatisfy you about Valentine: For if a Match were ſeem- 
ingly carried on between you and me, it would oblige 
him to throw off his Diſguiſe of Madneſs, in Apprehenſion 
of loſing me: For you know he has long pretended a 
Paſſion for me. 
Sir Samp. Gadzooks; a moſt ingenious Contrivance— 
If we were to go through with it. But why muſt the 


Match 


5 
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Match only be ſeemingly carry'd on Odd, let it be 
a real Contract. 

Arg. O fy, Sir Sampſon, what would the World ſay? 

Sir Samp. Say, they would ſay, you are a wiſe Wo- 
man, and I a happy Man. Odd, Madam, I'll love you 
as long as I live, and leave you a good Jointure when [ 
die. 

Ang. Ay; but that is net in your Power, Sir Sampſen; 
for w hen Valentine confeſſes himſelf in his Senſes, he muſt 
make over his Inheritance to his younger Brother. 

Sir Samp. Odd, you 're a cunning, a wary Baggage! 
Faith and Troth I like you the better—But, I warrant 


you, I have a Proviſo in the Obligation in favour of my- 


3 o' me, I have a Trick to turn the Settlement 
upon the Iſſue Male of our two Bodies begotten; Odsbud 
let us find Children, and Ell find an Eftate. 

Arg. Will you? Well do you find the Eſtate, and leave 
the t'other to me 


Sir Samp. O Rogue! But I'll truſt you. And will you 


conſent? Is it a match then? 
Ang. Let me conſult my Lawyer concerning this Obli- 


zation: and if I find what you propoſe Practicable; Ii 


give you my Anſwer. 

Sir San. With all my Heart; — Come in with me, 
and I'll lend you the Bond—You ſhall conſult your Law- 
yer, and {ll conſuit a Parſon ? Odzooks I'm a youn 
Man: Odzooks I'm a young Man, and I'll make it ap- 
par—Odd, you're devil handſom: Faith and Troth, 


1ou're very handſom, and I'm very young, and very luſty 


—Odsbud, Huſſy, you know how to chooſe, and fo do 
Odd, I think we are very well met; Give me your 
Hand, odd, let me ki's it; tis as warm and as foft — 
as M hat: — Odd, as t'other Hand— Give me t'other 
Hand, and I'll mumble em, and kiſs em 'till they melt 
in my Mouth. 

Arg. Hold, Sir Sampſon- 


You're profuſe of your 


Vi2onr before your time: You U fpend your Eſtate be- 
fre you come to it. 

Sir Samp. No, no, only give you a Rent-Roll of my 
Pollefſions—Ah! Baygage—l »+rrant you for little Samp- 
lan; Odd, gw s very good Name for an able Fellow: 

Your 
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Your Samp/ors were ſtrong Dogs from the Begin- 
ning. | 
| Ang. Have a care, and don't over- act your Part—1f 
you remember, Sampſon, the ſtrongeſt of the Name, pull'd 
an old Houle over his Head at lait. 
Sir Samp. Say you ſo, Huſly? ——Come, let's go 
then; odd, I long to be pulling too, come away——Oud 
ſo, here's ſome body coming. 


$CENE m. 


Tattle, Jeremy. 

Tatt. Is not that ſhe, gone out juſt now? 

Fore. Ay, Sir, ſhe's juit going to the Place of Appoint 
ment. Ah Sir, if you are not very faithful and cloſe in 
this Buſineſs, you'll certainly be the Death of a Perſon 
that has a moſt extraordinary Paſſion for your Honour 
Service. | | 

Tait. Ay, who's that* 

Fere. Even my unworthy ſelf, Sir Sir, I have had 
an Appetite to be fed with your Commands a gre: 
while; And now, Sir, my former [Matter having 
much troubled the Fountain of his Underſtanding, it is a 
very plauſible Occafion for me to quench my Thirſt ar 
the Spring of your Bounty I thought I could not r<- 
commend mylelf better to you, Sir, than by tne Del:- 
very of a great Beauty and Fortune into your Arms, 
whom I have heard you figh for. 5 

Tatt. I'l make thy Fortune; fay no more — Thou 
art a pretty Fellow, and can'ft carry a Meſſage to a Lad), 
in a pretty ſoft kind of Phraſe, and with a good pet 
ſuading Accent. | 

Fere. Sir, I have the Seeds of Rhetorick and Oratory 
in my Head—l1 have been at Cambridge. 

Tatt. Ay; "tis well enough for a Servant to be bre. 
at an Univerſity : But the Education is a little too pedantic 
for a Gentleman. I hope you are ſecret in your Naturc, 
private, cloſe, ha? 


Fere. O Sir, for that Sir, tis my chief Talent; I'm 


as ſecret as the Head of Nilus. 
Tatt. Ay? Who's he, tho'? A Privy — 
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Jere. O Ignorance! [ Aſide.] A cunning Egyptian, 


Sir, that with his Arms would over · run the Country; yet 


no Body could ever find out his Head- Quarters. 


Tatt. Cloſe Dog! A good Whoremaſter, I warrant 
him——the time draws nigh. Jeremy Angelica will be 
veil'd like a Nun; and I muſt be hooded like a Friar ; 
ha, Jeremy? 


Fere. Ay, Sir, hooded like a Hawk, to ſeize at firſt 


Sight upon the Quarry. It is the Whim of my Maſter's 


Madneſs to be ſo dreſs'd; and ſhe is fo in Love with him, 
ſhe'll comply with any thing to pleaſe him. Poor Lady, 
I'm ſure ſhe Il have reaſon to pray for me, when ſhe finds 
what a happy Exchange ſhe has made, between a Mad- 
man and fo accompliſh'd a Gentleman. a 
 Tatt. Ay Faith, fo ſhe will, Feremy. You're a good 
Friend to her, poor Creature — I ſwear I do it hardly 
ſo much in conſideration of myſelf as Compaſſion to 
her. 

Fere. Tis an Act of Charity, Sir, to ſave a fine Wo- 
man with thirty thouſand Pound, from throwing herſelt 
A 

Tatt. So 'tis faith——T might have ſav'd ſeveral others 
in my time; but [ Gad I could never find in my Heart 
to marry any body before. 

Fere. Well, Sir, III go and tell her my Maſter's coming; 
2nd meet you in half a Quarter of an Hour, with your 
Diſguiſe, at your own Lodgings. You muſt talk a little 
madly, ſhe won't diſtinguiſh the Tone of your Voice. 

Tait. No, no, let me alone for a Counterfeit; -—— 
Il be ready for you. 5 


$S CEMENT, 
Tattle, M/ Prue. 


Miß. O Mr. Tattle. are you here! I'm glad I have 
found you; I have been looking vp and down for you like 


any thing, till I'm as tired as any thing in the World. 


Tatt. O Pox, how ſhall I get rid of this fooliſh Girl? 


[L/ide. 

Miſs. O] have pure News, I can tell you pure News 

l muſt not marry the Seaman now 
4 


my Fa- 
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ther ſays ſo. Why won't you be my Husband ? You ſay 
ou love me, and you won't be my Husband. And [ 
now you may be my Husband now if you pleaſe. 

Tatt. O fy, Miſs: Who told you ſo, Child? 

Mifs. Why, my Father —T told him that you lov'l 
me. 

Tatt. O fy, Miſs, why did you doſo? And who told 
you ſo, Child? | | 

Miß. Who? Why you did; did not you? 

Tatt. O Pox, that was yeſterday, Miſs, that was a 
great while ago, Child. I have been aſleep ſince; ſlept 
a whole Night, and did not fo much as dream of the 
Matter. | 

Mie. Phhaw, O but I dreamt that it was ſo tho”. 

Tatt. Ay, but your Father will tell you that Dreams 


come by Contraries, Child O fy; what, we 
mult not love one another now 
be a fooliſh thing indeed 
now, and muſt think of a new Man every Morning, and 
forget him every Night 


Pſhaw, that would 
Fy, fy, you're a Woman 


| No, no, to marry is to be a 
Child again, and play with the ſame Rattle always: O 


fy, marrying is a paw thing. 
Miß. Well, but don't you love me as well as you did 


laſt Night then? 


Tatt. No, no, Child, you would not have me. 
Miſs. No? Yes but I would tho”. | = 
Tatt. Pſhaw, but I tell you, you would not You 
forget you're a Woman, and don't know your own Mind: 
Miſs. But here's my Father, and he knows my Mind. 


EL» @ © 


Eh [To them] Foreſight. 

Fore. O, Mr. Tattle, your Servant, you are a cloſe Man; 
but methinks your Love to my Daughter was a Secret 
might have been truſted with, — Or had you a mind 
to try if I could diſcover it by my Art—— hum, ha! 1 


think there is ſomething in your Phyſiognomy, that has 


a Reſemblance of her; and the Girl is like me. 
Tatt. And fo you wou'd infer, that you and J are alike 
hat does the old Prig mean? Pll banter ans | 1 
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laugh at him, and leave him. [4/e.] I fancy you have 
a wrong Notion of Faces. 

Fore. How ? What a wrong Notion! How ſo ? 

Tatt. In the way of Art: I have ſome taking Features, 
not obvious to vulgar Eyes ; that are Indications of a 
ſudden turn of good Fortune, in the Lottery of Wives ; 
and promiſe a great Beauty and great Fortune reſerved 
alone for me, by a private [Intrigue of Deftiny, kept ſe- 
cret from the piercing Eye of Perſpicuity; from all Afro. 

| logers, and the Stars themſelves. 15 
Fore. How ! I will make it appear, that what you ſay 
is impoſſible. | 

Tatt. Sir, I beg your Pardon, I'm in haſte 

Fore. For what? 


' Tatt. To be marry'd, Sir, marry d. 

1 Fore. Ay, but pray take me along with you, Sir 

0 Tatt. No, Sir; tis to be done privately I never 
| make Conſidents. | 

« F;re, Well; but my Conſent I mean You won't 
) 


marry my Daughter without my Conſent ? 
Tait. Who I, Sir? Pm an abſolute Stranger to you 
4 and your Daughter, Sir. | 
F:re. Hey day! What time of the Moon is this? 
Tatt. Very true, Sir, and defire to continue ſo. I have 
no more Love for your Daughter, than I have Likeneſs 
1 of you; and I have a Secret in my Heart, which you 
2 would be glad to know, and ſhan't know; and yet you 
ſhall know it too, and be ſorry for't afterwards. I'd have 
you to know, Sir, that I am as knowing as the Stars, and 


—— — — — - "TS _ 


as ſecret as the Night. And I'm going to be married juſt ' 
now, yet did not know of it half an Hour ago; and the 
Lady ftays for me, and does not know of it yet There's 
5 a Myſtery for you I know you love to unty Diffi- 
7 culties— Or if you can't ſolve this; ſtay here a Quarter 
4 of an Hour, and Il come and explain it to you. 
hn $.CAEW EV -j 
Foreſight, Ms Prue. f 
- — Miſs. O Father, why will you let him go ? Won't you 
S make him to be my Huſband ? | 
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Fore, Mercy on us, what do theſe Lunacies portend ? 


Alas! he's mad, Child, ſtark wild. 


_ Ali. What, and muſt not I have &er a Huſband then? 


What, muſt I go to Bed to Nurſe again, and be a Claud 
as long as ſhe's an old Woman ? Indeed but I won't. For 
now my Mind is ſet upon a Man, I will have a Man 
ſome way or other. Oh! methinks Pm fick when I think 
of a Man; and it I can't have one, I wou'd go to ſleep all 


my Life: For when I'm awake it makes me wiſh and 


long, and I don't know for what—And I'd rather be 


always aſleep, than fick with thinking. 
Fore. O fearful ! I think the Girl's influenc'd too. 


Fluffy, you ſhall have a Rod. 


Miſs. A Fiddle of a Rod, I'll have a Huſband ; and if 


you won't get me one, [']] get one for myſelf: I'll marry 
our Robin the Butler, he ſays he loves me, and he's a hand- 
ſom Man, and ſhall be my Huſband; I warrant he'll be 


my Huſband, and thank me too, for he told me fo. 
SCENE VII. 
[To them] Scandal, Mrs. Foreſight, and Nur/e. 

Fore. Did he ſo—— ll diſpatch him for't preſently ; 
Rogue ! Oh, Nurſe, come hither. | 

Aurſe. What is your Worſhip's Pleaſure ? 

Fore. Here take your young Miſtreſs, and lock her up 
preſently, 'till farther Orders from me——not a Word, 
Huſſy Do what I bid you, no Reply, away. And 
bid Robin make ready to give an Account of his Plate 
and Linen, d'ye hear, be gone when I bid you. 

Mrs. Fre. What's the matter, Huſband ? | 

Fore. Tis not convenient to tell you now—Mr. Scan- 
dal, Heav'n keep us all in our Senſes——1 fear there is 
a contagious Frenzy abroad. How does Valentine? 

Scan. O I hope he will do well again 
Meſſuage from him to your Niece Angelica. 

Fore. I think ſhe has not return'd, fince ſhe went abroad 
with Sir Samp/on. Nurſe, why are you not gone? 


SCENE. 


I have a 
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SC EZ N-E. VEL 
Foreſight, Scandal, Mrs. Foreſight, Ben. 
Ars. Fere. Here's Mr. Benjamin, he can tell us if his 
Father be come home. | | 
Ben. Who, Father ? ay, he's come home with a Ven- 
ance. | | | | 
Mrs. Fore. Why, what's the matter ? 
Ben. Matter! Why he's mac. 
Fore. Mercy on us, I was afraid of this. 
Ben. And there's the handſom young Woman, ſhe 


45 w ſay, Brother Val. went mad for, ihe's mad too, 1 
think. 


Fore. O my poor Niece, my poor Niece, is ſhe gone 
too? Well, I ſhall run mad next. of 


Ars. Fore. Well, but how mad: how d'ye mean ? 


Ben. Nay, III give you leave to gueſs— I'll under- 


take to make a Voyage to Artegoa————No, hold, I 
may*nt ſay ſo neither But I'll ſail as far as Leghorn, 


and back again, before you ſhall gueſs at the matter, and 


do nothing elſe; Meſs, you may take in all the Points of 
the Compaſs, and not hit right. 


Mrs. Fore. Your Experiment will take up a little too 


much time. 


Ben. Why then I'll tell you; there's a new Wedding 
upon the Stocks, and they two are going to be married 
to rights. | 

Scan. Who? 7 

Ben. Why Father, and——the young Woman. I 
can't hit of her Name. 55 

Scan. Angelica? 

Ber. Ay, the ſame. 

Mrs. Fore. Sir Sampſon and Angelica, impoſſible ! 

Ben. That may be but I'm ſure it is as I tell you. 

Scan. Sdeath, it's a Jeſt. I can't believe it. 

Ber. Look you, Friend, it's nothing to me, whether 
you believe it or no. What I ſay is true; d'ye ſee, they are 
married, or juſt going to be married, I know not which. 
4 Well, but they are not mad, that is, not Luna- 
tick ? 


0 3 « Ber. 
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Ben. T don't know what you may call Madneſs But 
(cs mad for a Huſhand, and he's horn mad, | think, or 
they od ne'er make a Match together Here they come. 


S LE NE. IX. 
[To them] Sir Sampſon, Angelica, Buckram. 


Sir Samp. Where is this old Soothſayer ? this Uncle of 
mine elect ? A ha, old Fercſgòt, Uncle Foreſigbt, with me 
Joy, Uncle Fereſight, double jov, both as Uncle and Aſtro- 
loger; here's a Conjunction that was not foretold in all your 
Ephemerts The brighteſt Star in the blue Firmament 
— foot from above, in a Felly of I.,, and ſo forth; 
and I'm Lord of the Aſcendant. Odd, you're an old Fel- 
low, Forefight ; Uncle I mean, a very old Fellow, Uncle 
Foreſight ; and yet you ſhall live to dance at my Wedding; 
faith and troth you ſtall. Odd, we'il have the Muſick of 
the Spheres for thee, old Lilly, that we will, and thou 
ſhalt lead up a Dance ix via Lactea. | 
1 Fore. Im Thunder. ſtruck ! You are not married to my 

Niece ? 1 1 85 
Sir Samp. Not abſolutely married, Uncle; but very 
near it, within a Kiſs of the Matter, as you ſce. 
| LO e [ Kijjes Angelica. 

Ang. Tis very true indeed, Uncle; I hope you'll be 
my Father, and give me. | 

Sir Samp. That he ſhall, or I'!l burn his Globes 
Body o' me, he ſhall be thy Father, I'll make him thy 
Father, and thou ſhalt make me a Father, and Ill make 
thee a Mother, and we'll beget Sons and Daughters en 
to put the weekly Bills out of Countenance. 

Scan. Death and Hell! Where's Janin,? 


CK N K K. 


Ser Sampſon, Angelica, Foreſight, 3-:. Foreſight, Ben, 
| Puckram. 


Ars. Fore. This is ſo ſurpriſing 


___ Sir Samp. How! What does my Aunt ſay? Surprifing, 
Aunt ? Not at all, for a young Couple to make a Match 
in Winter? Not at all It's a Plot to undermine cold 
| | Weather 5 
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Weather; and deſtroy that Uſurper of a Bed call'd a 
Warming. Pan. 


Mrs. Fore, I'm glad to hear you have ſo much Fire in 
you, Sir Sampſon. 

Ben. Meſs, I fear his Fire's little better than Tinder ; 

mayhap it will only ſerve to light up a Match for ſome 


Body elſe. The young Woman's a handſom young Wo- 


man, I can't deny it: But Father, if I might be your Pilot 
in this Caſe, you ſhould not marry her. It's juſt the ſame 


thing, as if ſo be you ſhould fail ſo far as the Straits 
without Proviſion. 


Sir Camp. Who gave you Authority to ſpeak, Sirrah ?- 
To your Element, Fiſh, be mute, Fiſh, and to — rule 


your Helm, Sirrah, don't direct me. 


Ben. Well, w ell, take you care of your own Helm, 


or you mayn't keep your new Veſſel ſteddy. 

Sir Samp. Why, you impudent Tarpaulin! Sirrah, do you 
bring your Forecaſtle Jeſts upon your Father? But I ſhall 
be even with you, I won't give you a Groat. Mr. Buckram, 
is the Conveyance ſo worded that nothing can poſſibly 
deſcend to this Scoundre! ? I wou'd not ſo much as have 


him have the Proſpect of an Eftate ; tho' there were no 


way to come to it, but by the Nerth- Eaſt Paſſage. 
Buckr. Sir, it is drawn according to your Directions; 
there is not the leaſt Cranny of the Law unſtopt. 


Ben. Lawyer, I believe there's many a Cranny and 


Leak unſtopt in your Conſcience— If ſo be that one had 

a Pump to your Boſom, I belizve we ſhou'd diſcover a 

foul Hold. They fay a Witch will fail in a Sieve—But 

believe the Devil wou'd not venture aboard of your 
Conſcience. And that's for you. 


Sir Samp. Hold your Tongue, Sirrah. How now, 


who's here ? 


SCENE U 
[To them] Tattle and Mrs. Frail. 


Mrs. Frail. O, Siſter, the moſt unlucky Accident, 
Mrs. Fore. What's the matter ? 


Tatt. O, the two moſt unfortuuate poor Creatures 1 in 


the World we are. 
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Fere. Bleſs us! How ſo? 

Zr. Trail. Ah Mr. Talile and I, poor Mr. Tai:le and 
I are l can't : ſpeak it out. 

Tati. Nor I— gut poor Mrs. Frail and I are 

Ars. Frail. 2 arried. 

Ars. Fore. Married! How ? 

Tatt. Suddenly before we knew where we were 
That Villain Percy, by the help of Diſguiſes, trickt us 
into one another. 

Fore. Why you told me juſt now, you went hence in 
haſte ro be married. 

Ang. But I beliere Mr. Tatile meant the Favour to 
me, | thank kim. 

Tat. I did, as I hope to be ſav'd, Madam, my Inten- 
tions were good — Fut this is the molt cruel thing, to 

marry one does not know how, nor why, nor wherefore 
ue Devil take me if ever I was ſo much concern d 
at any thing in my Liſe. 

Ang. Tis very unhappy, if you don't care for one 
another. 

Tatt. The leaſt in the World That is tir my Part, 
I ſpeak for myſelf. Gad, I never had the leaſt Thought 
of lerious Kindneſs ——1 never lak'd any Body leſs in my 
Life. Poor Woman! Gad, I'm ſorry for her too; for J 
have no reaſon to hate her neither; but I believe 1 {hall 
cad her a damn d ſort of a Lite. 

A. Fore. IIc's better than no Huſband at all- tho 
he's 2 Coxcomb. Ie Frail. 
r. Freu, [Leer.] Ay, ay, it's well it's no worſe 
Nay, for my part I always deſpiſed Mr. Tattle of all 
things; nothing but his being my Huſband could have 
made me like him leſs. 

Tatt Look you there, I thought as much Pox 
cnt, Ii we could Keep it ſecret, why I don't believe 
me of this Company wou'd ſpeak of it. 

>; Frail. But, my Dear, that's impoſſible ; the Parſon 
and that Rogue 7. Ks will publiſh it. 

Tate. Ay, my Dear, ſo they wall, as you ſay. 

O you'll agree very well in alittle time; Cuſtom 
will 1 make it eaſy to you. 

Tate. Eaſy ! Pox ont, 1.60n't believe I ſhall Neep to 


Nigga. 5 Sir 
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Sir Samp. Sleep, Quotha: No, why you would not 
lleep o'your Wedding Night? I'm an older Fellow thau 
you, and don't mean to ſleep. 

Ben. Why there's another Match now, as chof' 3 a cou- 
ple of Privateers were looking for a Prize, and floutd 
tall foul of one another. I'm ſorry for the young Man 
with all my Heart. Look you, Friend, if I may adviſe 
you, u hen ſhe's going, for that you muſt expect, I have 
Experience of her, u hen ſhe's going, let her go. For no 
| Matrimony i 15 tough enough to hold her, and if ſhe can't 
drag her Anchor along with her, ſhe'll break her Cable! 
can tell you that. Who's here ? the Madman ? 


SCEN E The Lof. 


Valentine, Scandal, Sir Sampſon, Angelica, Foreſight, 
Mrs. Foreſight, Tattle, Ars. Frail, Ben, Jeremy, | 
Buckram. 


Val. No; here's the F ool; and if Occaſion be, I'll give 
it under my Hand. | 
Sir Samp. How now? 
al. Sir, I'm come to ac! 3 my Errors, and ask 
vour Pardon, 
vir San p. What, have you found your Senſes at la 
then? In good time, Sir. 

d. You were abus'd, Sif, I never was diſtracted. 

Fare. How! not mad! Mr. Scandal. 

Sc in. No, really, Sir; Fm his Witneſs, it was all 
Counterte.t. 

' Val. J thought I had Reaſons —PBut it was a poor 
Contrivance, the Effect has ſhewn it ſuch. 

"Sir San :þ. Contrivance, what to cheat me? to cheat 
your Father! Sirrah, could you hope to proſper ? 

Val. Indeed, I thought, Sir, when the Father endea- 
voured to undo the Son, it was a reaſonable return of 
Nature. | 

Sr Camp. Very good, Sir Mr. Baclram, are you 
ready :— Come, Sir, will you ſign and feal? 
Val. If you pleaſe, Sir; but frit I would * this Lady 
cone — | 


Str Camp. 


104 Love for Lo vk. 

Sir Samp. Sir, you muſt ask me leave firſt; that Lady? 
No, Sir; you ſhall ask that Lady no Quettions, 'till you 
have ask'd her Bleiing, Sir; that Lady is to be my Wiſe, 

Val. I have heard as much, Sir; but I wou'd have it 
from her own Mouth. 

Sir Samp. That's as much as to ſay, I lye, Sir, and you 
don't believe what ſay. | 

Val. Pardon me, Sir. But I reſlect that I very lately 


counterfeited Madneſs ; I don't know but the Frolick may 


go round. | | | 
Sir Sanp. Come, Chuck, ſatisfy him, anſwer him; 
—— Come, Come, Mr. Buckram, the Pen and Ink. 
Buckr. Here it is, Sir, with the Deed, all is ready, 


[Valentine goes #2 Angelica. 


Arg. Tis true, you have a great while pretended Love 
to me; nay, what if you were fincere? Still you muſt 
pardon me, if I think my own Inclinations have a better 
Right to diſpoſe of my Perſon, than yours. 

Sir Samp. Are you anſwer d now, vir? 

Val. Yes, Sir. De: | 

Sir Samb. Where's your Plot, Sir? and your Contri- 
vance now, Sir? Will you ſign, Sir? Come, will you ſign 
and ſeal ? Ia; 

Val. With all my Heart, Sir. 

Scan. Sdeath, you are not mad indeed, to ruin yourſelf? 
Fal. Jhave been diſappointed of my only Hope; and 


he that loſes Hope may part with any thing. I never valu'd 


Fortune, but as it was ſubſervient to my Pleaſure; and 
my only Pleaſure was to pleaſe this Lady: I have made 
many vain Attempts, and find at laſt that nothing but my 
Ruin can effect it: Which for that Reaſon, I will ſign 
to Give me the Paper. 
Ang. Generous Valentine“ [ Allde. 
Buckr. Here is the Deed, Sir. 
Val. But where is the Bond, by which I am oblig'd to 
fign this? | 
Buckr. Sir Sampſon, you have it. 
Aug. No, I have it; and Ill uſe it, as I wou'd every 
thing that is an Enemy to Valentine. [Tears the Paper. 
Sir Samp. How now! 
. Val. Ha! . 
„ Ang, 


© to ww how Do Sos 
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Arg. ad I the World to give you, it cou'd not make 
me worthy of fo generous and faithful a Paſſion : Here's 
my Hand, my Heart was always yours, and ſtruggl'd very 
hard to make this utmoſt Trial of your Virtue. 
[Je Valentine. 
Lal. Between Pleaſure and Amazement, I am loſt 
But on my knees I take the Bleſſing. 
Sr Samp. Oons; what's the Meaning of this? 
Een. Meſs here's the Wind chang'd again. Father, you 
and I may make a Voyage together now. 
Ang. Well, Sir Samz/-n, tince I have play'd you a 


Trick, I'll adviſe you how) ou may avoid ſuch another. 


Learn to be a good Father, or you'll never get a ſecond 
Wife. I always lov'd your Son, and hated your unfor- 
giving Nature. I was reſolv'd to try him to the utmoſt ; 
1 have try'd you too, and know you both. You have not 
more Faults than he has Virtues ; and 'tis hardly more 
Picaſure to me, that I can wake him and myſelf happy, 
than that I can puniſh you. | | | 

Fal. If my Happineſs cou'd receive Addition, this 
kind Surprize wou'd make it double. 

Sir Samp. Oons, you're a Crocodile. | 

Fere. Really, Sir Sampſon, this is a ſudden Eclipſe. 

Sir Samp. You're an illiterate old Fool, and I'm 
another. | . 

Tatt. If the Gentleman is in Diſorder for want of a 
Wife, I can ſpare him mine. Oh are you there, Sir? I'm 
indebted to you for my Happineſs. [To Jeremy. 

Jiere. Sir, I aſk you ten thouſand Pardons, twas an 
arrant Miſtake—You ſee, Sir, my Maſter was never mad, 
nor any thing like it Then how could it be otnherwiſe? 

Val. Tattle, I thank you, you would have interpoſed 
between me and Heav'n; but Providence laid Purgatory 
in your way ——— You have but Juſtice. 

Scan. I hear the F.Jdles that Sir Samt /n provided for 
his own Wedding; methinks tis pity they ſnou'd not be 
employ'd when the Match is ſo much mended. Valentine, 
tho' it be Morning, we may have a Dance. | 

Pal. Any thing, my Friend, every thing that looks 
like Joy and Tranſport. | 

Scan. Call em, 7c emy, 


Ang. 
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Ang. I have done diſſemblirg now, Valentine; and if 


that Coldneſs which I have always worn before you, 


ſhould turn to an extreme Fondneſs, you mutt not ſuf- q 


pect it. | 

Val. I'll prevent that Suſpicion—Por I intend to dote 
to that immoderate degree, that your Fondneſs ſhall never 
diſtinguiſh itſelf enough to be taken notice of. If ever 
you ſeem to love too much, it muſt be only when I can't 
love enough. | 

Ang. Have a care of Promiſes; you know you are apt 
to run more in Debt than you are able to pay. 

Fal. Therefore I yield my Body as your Priſoner, and 
make your beſt on't. 

Scan. The Muſick ſtays for you. [ Dance. 

Scan. Well, Madam, you have done exemplary Jultice, 

in puniſhing ag inhuman Father, and rewarding a faith- 
ful Lover: But there is a third good Work, which I, in 
particular, mutt thank you for; I was an Infidel to your 
Sex, and you have converted me For now I am con- 
vinc'd that all Women are not like Fortune, blind in be- 
ſtowing Favours, either on thoſe who do not merit, or 
who do not want 'em. Fn | 

Ang. Tis an unreaſonable Accuſation, that you lay 


upon our Sex: You tax us with Injuftice, only to cover 


your own want of Merit. You would all have the Re- 
ward of Love; but fed have the Conſtancy to ſtay till 


it becomes your due. len are generally Hypocrites and 


Inidels, they pretend to Worſhip, but have ncither Zeal 


nor Faith: How fe, like Valontine, would perſevere even 


to Martyrdom, and ſacrifice their Intereſt to their Con- 
ſtancy ! In admiring me, you miſplace the Novelty. 


The Miracle to Day is, that wwe find 
A Lower true: Net that a Homan's Kind, 
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EPI LOG U E, 
Spoken at the Opening of the New Houſe. 
By Mrs. B R I C EOGIR DIL E. 


RE Previdence at firſt deſign'd this Place 
To be the Player's Refuge in Diſtreſs ; 
For ftill in every Storm, they all run hither, 
As to a Shed, that friclds em from the Weather. 
But thinking of this Change which laſt befel us, 
It's lite what I have heard our Poets tell us: 
For when behind cur Scenes, their Suits are pleadiug, 
Te help their Live, ſometimes they ſhew their Reading; 
| And xeantivg ready Caſh to pay for Hearts, 
They top their Learning on us, and their Parts. 
Once of Phil:fophers they told us Stories, 
I bom, as I think, they call {4—Py—Pythagories, 
Feu fare Us ſome ſuch Latin Nome they give em, 
And awe, who know no better, muſt believe em. 
New to theſe Men ( ſay they ) ſuch Sculs were giv'n, 
That after Death ne er went to Hell, nor Heaw n, 
But liv'f, I knoxv not how, in Beafis ; and then 
Il ben many Years «vere paſt, in Men again, 
Atethinks, are Players reſemble ſuch a Soul, 
That, dies from Bedies, wwe from Houſes fircle, 
Thus Ariſtotle's Soul, of ald that was, 
May new be damn'd to animate an Aſs ; 
Or in this e ry Iiguſe, for ought ace know, 
I; doing painful Penance in ſome Beau: f FA 


EE F774 0 UE 
Ard thus, our Audience, which did once reſort 
To foi ning I heatres ta fee cur Sport, 
Naw find ws toſs d into a Tennis- C ourt. 
Theſe Wali”s bat Folder Day were filld awith Noiſe 
Of Rearing Gams/ters, and your Dammee Boys; 
Then bounding Ba. le and Rackets they encompaſt, | 
Aud now they re flld xith Je, ard Flights, and Bombaſt! 
T vow, I don't much like this . . Fri | 
i Strong from Place t3 Place, 47 2.5 Circalati on, 
Grant Haden, wo doit return to bur fo Station. 
_ 1 know not what the/e think, but for my Part, 
T can't refie& without an aking Heart, 
Hoy ve ſbeu'd end in cur Original, a Cart. 
But wwe can't fear, ſince you're ſo good to ſave us, 
That peu bade on] jet us up, to lende ws, 
Thus frm the paj!, æce hepe for Future Grace, 
leg it- | 
And ſome lere kniwv I have @ begging Face, 
Then pray continu? this vour kind Bobawiur, 
For a clear Stage æuon' do, wvithout your Favour, 
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PROLOGUE. 


INCE Plays are but a Kind of Public Feaſts, 
Where Tickets only make the welcome Gueſts; 
Methinks, inſtead of Grace, we ſhould prepare, 
Your Taſtes in Prologues, with your Bill of Fare. 
When you foreknow each Courſe, tho this may teaze you, 
Tig five to one, but one ot five may pleaſe ou, 
Firſt, for your Criticks, aue ve your darling Chear, 
Faults without Number, mere than Senſe can bear; 
 Yowre certain to be pleas'd, where Errors are. 
From your Diſpleaſure, I dare wouch we're Jaſt ; 
You never frown, but where your Neighbours laugh. 
Now you that never know what Spleen or Hate is, c 


Who for an Act or two, are welcome Gratis, [ſatis ; 
That tip the Wink, and jo ſneak out with nunquam 

For your ſmart Taſtes were toſs'd you up a Fop, 

We hope the neweſt that's of late come up ; _ 

The Fool, Beau, M it, and Rake, ſo mix d he carries, 

He ſeems a Ragou, piping hot from Paris. 

But fer tbe ſofter Sex, whom moſt cue d mode, 

We'we what the Fair and Chaſte were form d for, Love: 

An artle/s Paſſion, fraught with Hepes and Fears, 

And neareſt hatpy, wien it moſt d:ſparrs. >. 

For Marks, w we Scandal, and for Beans French dirs, c 

To pleaſe all Taſtes, we'll as the beſt ave can; 

For the Galleries, we've Dicky and Will Penkethman. 

Now, Sirs, you're welcome, and you know your Fare; } 

But pray, in Charity, the Founder ſtare, | 

Lejt you deſtroy at once, the Poet aud the Player, 


Dramatis 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E. 
Antonio | | Mr. Bullock. 
and Old Gentlemen, | | 
Charina, J Mr. Croſs. 


Don Lewis, Uncle, and near f M. » 
Friend to Carlos, e Mr. Penkethman, 
Carlos, a Student, Fan Mr. Wilks. 
Clodio, a pert Cox- T ns o 1 

Mr. Cibber. 


comb, Antonio, 


Sancho, Servant to Carlos, Mr. Norris. 
Monteur, Valet to Clodio, 

Governor of Liſbon, Mr. Simp/en. 
Don Duart, his Nephew, Mr. Mills. 


Don Manuel, a Sea-Officer, in | 
Love with Louiſa, | Fr. a 


WO ME N. 


na, Daughter to Charino, Mrs. Temple. 


Loui/a, a Lady of Quality —_ 3 
8 Mrs. Verbruggei. 
Elvira, Siſter to Don Duart, Mrs. Knight. 


Haroria, Couſin to Louis. | Mrs. Mecr, 


Prieſt, Officers, and Servants. 
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ACT 1k 
SCENE, ax HALL. 
| Fatey Antonio and Charine. 


Ax rox 10. 


F IP) PSITHOUT Compliment, my old Friend, I 
y iv ſhall think myſelf much honour'd in your 

-) 4s © Alliance ; our Families are both ancient, 

our Children young, and able to ſupport 


» em; and, I think, the ſooner we ſet em 
to work, the better, 


Cha. Sir, you offer fair and nobly, and ſhall find I dare 
meet you in the ſame Line of Honour; and, I hope, 
ſince I have but one Girl in the World, you won't think 

me a troubleſome old Fool, if I endeavour to beſtow 
her to her Worth ; therefore, if you pleaſe, before we 
ſhake Hands, a Word or two by the Bye, for I hare 


ſome conſiderable Queſtions to * you. 
Ant. Af 'em. 


" 7 wal Cha. 
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Cha. Well, in the firſt Place, you ſay you have two 
Sons ? 

Ant. Exactly. 

Cha. And you are willing that one of *em ſhall marry 

my Daughter ? 
um. Willing. 

Cha. My Daughter Angelina“ 

Aut. Angelina. 

Cha. A — you are likewiſe content that the ſaid An- 
ena {hall ſurvey 'em both, and (with my Allowance) 
take to her lawful Huſband, which of 'em ſhe pleaſes? 

Hut. Content. 

Cha. And you farther promiſe, that the Perſon by 
ner (and me) ſo choſen (be it elder or younger) ſhall be 

your ſole Heir; that 1s to ſay, ſhall be in a conditional 
Poſſeſſion, of at leaſt three Parts of your Eſtate. You 
know the Conditions, and this you poſitively promile ? 

Ant. To perform. 

Cha. Why then, as the laſt Token of my full Con- 
ſent and Approbation, I give you my Hand. 

Ant. There's mine. 

Cha. Ls't a Match? 

Ant, A Match. 

Cha. Done. 

ut. Done. | 

Cha. And done ! that's erough. Carlos, 
tte elder, you fay is a great Scholar, ipends his whole 
Lite in the Univerſity, and loves his Study. 

Ant. Nothing more, Sir. 

Cha. But Clodio, the younger, has ſcen the World, 
and is very well known ia the Court of France ; a 
ſprightly Fellow, ha? 

Ant. Mettle to the Back, Sir. 

Cha. Well! how far either of 'em may go with my 
Daughter, I can't tell; ſhe'll be eably pleas'd where 
Jam IIe have given her ſome Documents already. 
Hark ! what Noiſe without? 

Ant. Odſo! tis they E 


they're come 


have expected *cm theſe two Hours. Well, Sirrah, 
who's without? GN 


Euter 


The bits 7 


| Enter a Servant. 
Sarw. Tis Sancho, Sir, with a Waggon-Load of my 
Maſter's Books. 
Ant. Never without them, Sir, *tis his Humour, 
Cha. What, does he always travel with his whole 
Study ? ; | | 


E nter Sancho laden with Books. 


San. Pedro, unload part of the Library; bid the 
Porter open the great Gates, and make room for 
t'other Dozen of Carts; I'll be with you preſently. 
Ant. Ha! Sancho “ where's my Carlos! ſpeak, Boy, 

where didſt thou leave thy Matter ? 

San. Jogging on, Sir, in the Highway to Knowledge, 
both Hands employ'd, in his Book, and his Bridle, Sir; 
_ he has ſent his Duty before him in this Letter, 

ir. 3 | 
Ant. What have we here, Pothooks and Andirons ? 

Sax. Pothoohs ! ON dear Sir ! —— I beg your Par- 
don —— No, Sir, this is Arabict, tis to the Lord Abbor, 
concerning the Tranilation, Sir, of human Bodies 
a new Way of getting out of the World. There's a 
terrible Wiſe Man * has written a very ſmart Book 
of it. 3 
| — Pray, Friend, what will that ſame Book teach 
a Man * 

San. Teach you, Sir! why, to play a Trump upon 
Death, and ſhew yourſelf a Match for the Devil. 

Cha. Strange ! 

San. Here, Sir, this is Letter. Te Ant. 
; * Pray, Sir, what fort of Life may your Matter 
ead * | | 
San. Life, Sir! no Prince fares like him; he breaks 
his Faſt with Ariſtotle, dines with Tully, drinks at Heli- 
con, ſups with Seneca; then walks a Turn or two in 


* Mr, Afgil. 
A4 | the 
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the milky Way, and after fix Hours Conference with 
the Stars, — with old Erra Pater. 

Cha. Wonderful! 

Ant. So, Carles will be here preſently ——— Here, 
take the Knave in, and let him eat. 

San. And drink too, Sir ? 


Ant. And drink too, Sir, and pray ſee your | 


Maſter's Chamber feady. [ Knocking again. 
Well, Sir! who's at the Gate ? EC 5 


Enter a Serwant. 
Ser. Munſieur, Sir, from my young Maſter C Che 


Enter Monſieur. 


Aut. Well, Monfiear, what ſays your Maſter ? When 
will he be here ? 


Men/. Sire, he vill be here in de lefs Time dan von 


Quarter of de Hour; he is not quite tirty Mile off. 
Ant. And what came you before for ? 

Mes. Sire, me come * 
. rr e 
rf Vorſhipe vid de Reverence, and de 


Ant. What! is he unprovided then? 


d' Orangerie, becauſe it vas not de ſame dat is prepare 
for Mon/eigneur le Dauphin. 

Aut. Well, ell, Sir, if you'll go to the Butler, he'll — 

help you to ſome Oil for his Periwig. 


Cha. A very notable Spark this Clodia. Ha ! what 
trampling of Horſes is that without ? 


1 a Servant. 


g Maſters are both come. 


Serv. Sir, my 


youn 
Anz. That's well! Now, Sir, now ! ! now obſerve their 


ſeveral Diſpoſitions. 
Enter 


in Nn and - 


Meon/. Sire, he vas enrage, and did break his Bottel | 


| Men/. Sire, me tank you. [Exit Monſieur. 
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Enter Carlos. 


Car. My Father ! Sir, your Bleſling. 

Ant. Thou haſt it, Carla:; and now pray know this 
Gentleman; Charino, Sir, my old Friend, and one in 
whom you may have a particular Intereſt. 

Car. T'll ſtudy to deſerve his Love, Sir. 

2 Sir, as for that Matter, you need not ſtudy at 
all. [They — 


ths Clodio. 


Clo. Hey! La Valiere ! bid the Groom take care our 
Hunters be well rubb'd and cloath'd ; they're ot, and 
have out-ſtript the Wind. 

Cha. Ay, marry Sir, there's Mettle in this young 


Fellow. 


Clo. Where's my Father? 
Ant. Hah, my dear Clody, thou'rt welcome! let me 
kiſs thee. 


Cle. Si. you kiſs pleaſingly I love to kiſs 


a Man; in Paris we kiſs nothing elſe. Sir, being my 


Father's Friend, I am your moſt obliged, faithful, ham- 


ble Servant. i Cha. 
Cha. La. — — hs you. Eegerly. 
Ch. Thy Hand ——kiſs—— I'm your Friend. 


Cha. Fatt, thou art a pretty-humour'd Fellow. 

Clo. Who's that ? Pray, Sir, who's thac ? | 

Ant. Your Brother, Clogy. 

Clo. Odſo! I beg his Pardon with all my Heart 


Fa, ha, ha, did ever Mortal ſee fuch a Book- Worm f— 


Brother, how 1s't ? [ Carele//y. 
Car. Pm glad you are well, Brother, [ Reads. 


Clo. What, does he draw his Book upon me? then 1 
will draw my Wit upon him — Gad, Pll puzzle him 


Fark you, Brother, pray what” — is for a 
Sword-knot ? 
Car. The Romans wore none, Weber 
Ch, No Ornament * their Swords, Sir? 
3 


Car 


Wo. 
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Car. O yes, ſeveral, Conqueſt, Peace, and Honour 
——an old unfaſhionable Wear. | 
Cue. Sir, no Man in France (I may as well ſay breath- 
ing ; for not to live there, is not to breathe) wears a 
more faſhionable Sword than 1 do; he coſt me fifteen 
Louis-d'or's in Paris —— There, Sir, = feel him. 
try him, Sir. 

Car. I have no skill, Sir. | 

Cle. No Skill, Sir! Why, this Sword would make a 
Coward fight — aha! fa, fa ! ha! Rip. O Ja! there 

I had him. Dy [ Fencing. 

Car. Take heed, you'll cut my Cloaths, Brother. 

Cio. Cut em! ha, ha, —- no, no, they are cut 
already, Brother, to the Grammar-Rwu/es exactly: Pſha, 
prithee Man leave off this College-Air. | 

Car. No, Brother, I think it wholſome, the Soil and 
Situation pleaſant. | | . 

Clo. A Put, by Jupiter] he don't know the Air of 
a Gentleman, from the Air of the Country: — = Sir, 
I mean the Air of your Cloaths; I would have you 
change your Taylor, and dreis a little more en Cava- 
lier : Lay by your Book, and take out your Snufi-box ; 
Cock, and look ſmart, hah ! | | 

Cha. Faith, a pretty Fellow ! | | 

Car. I read no uſe in this Brother; and for my 
Cloaths, the half of what I wear already, ſeems to me 
tuperluous : What need I outward Ornaments, when 1 
can deck myſelf with Underſtanding ? Why ſhould we 
care for any thing, but Knowledge ? Or look upon the 
Follies of Mankind, but to condemn or pity thoſe that 


ſcek em? [ Reads again. 
Ch. Stark mad! Split me. 
Cha. Ptha, this Fellow will never do —— he'as 


no Soul in him. 
Clo. Hark you, Brother, what do you think of a 
pretty piump Wench now ? 
Car. I ſeldom think that Way; Women are Books 
I have not read yet. 
Ch. Gad, I could ſet you a ſweet Leſſon, Brother. 
Car, Tam as well here, Sir. 1 Y 


The For's For TUN E. 11 


Cha. Good for no earthly Thing; a Stock; Ah, 
that Clody ! 


Enter Monſieur. 


Mon/. Sire, here be de ſeveral ſorte of de Jafſimine 
d'Orangerie vidout, if you pleaſe to mak your ſhoice. 
C/o. Mum, Sir! I mult beg Pardon for a Moment; 
a molt important Buſineſs calls me aſide, which I will 
diſpatch with ail imaginable Celerity, and return to the 
Repetition of my Defire to continue, Sir, you moi 
oblig'd and faithful humble Servant. | 3 
[ Zxit Clody bowing, 
Cha. Paith, he's a pretty Fellow. 
Ant. Now, Sir, if you pleaſe, fince we have got 


the other alone, we'll put the Matter a little cloſer to 


him. | 
Cha. *Tis to little purpoſe, I am afraid: But uſe your 
Pleuiure, Sir. 
Car, Pl to differs from Socrates in this. [To Hime. 
Zt. Come, come, prichve Cherws, lay 'em by, let 


'em agree at Leiſure. What, no Hour of Interrup- 


tion? | 
Car. Man's Life, Sir, being ſo ſhort, and then the 
Way that leads us to the Knowledge of ourſelves, fo 
hard and tedious, each Minute ſhould be precious. 
Ant, Ay, but to thrive in this Worid, Charies, you 
mult part a little with this bookiſh Contemplation, aud 
prepare yourielf for Action. If you will ſtudy, let it 
be to know what part of my Land's fit for the 
Piough ; what for Paſture ; to buy and fell my Stock to 
the beſt Advantage, and cure my Cattle when they are 
over-grown with Labour. This now wou'd turn to ſome 
Account. | 
Cer. This, Sir, may be done from what I've read: 
For what concerns 'Liilage, who can better deliver it, 
than Virgil in his Georgicks ? And, for the Cure of 
Herds, his Bucelichs are a Maſter- piece; but when his 
Art deſcribes the Commonwealth of Bees, their Indluſ- 
try, their more than Human Knowledge of the Herbs 
1 


from 
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from which they gather Honey, their Laws, their Go- 
vernment among themſelves, their Order in going forth, 
and coming laden home, their ſtrict Obedience to their 
King, his juſt Rewards to ſuch as labour, his Pu- 
niſhment inflicted only on the ſlothful Drone; I'm 
raviſh'd with it, then reap indeed my Harveſt, receive 
the Grain my Cattle bring me, and there find Wax and 
Honey. 
Aut. Hey day! Georges ! and Blue-fticks, and Bees- 
wax What, art thou mad? 
_ Cha. Raving, raving! 
Car. No, vir, the Knowledge of this guards me from 
„ WO 
Ant. But can you find, among all your muſty Manu- 
ſcripts, what Pleaſure he enjoys that lies in the Arms of 
a young, rich, well-ſhap'd, healthy Bride ? Anſwer me 
that, ha, Sir! | | | 
Car. Tis frequent, Sir, in Story; there I read of all 
kinds of virtuous, and of vicious Women; the ancient 
partan Dames, the Raman Ladies, their Beauties, their 
Deformities ; and when I light upon a Portia, or a 
Cornelia, crown'd with ever-blooming Truth and Vir- - 
tue, with ſuch a Feeling I peruſe their Fortunes, as if 
then had liv'd, and taſted of their lawful envy'd Love: 
But when I meet a Me/alina, tir'd and unſated in her 
foul Defires ; a Chtemneſtra, bath'd in her Huſband's 
Blood; an impious Tzllia whirling her Chariot o'er her 
Father's breathleſs Body, Horror invades my Faculties; 
comparing then the numerous Guilty, with the eaſy 
Count of thoſe that die in Innocence, I deteſt and loath 
em as Ignorance, or Atheiſm. 
Ant. And you do reſolve then not to make Payment 
of the Debt you owe me ? 0 
Car. What Debt, good Sir? 
Ant. Why, the Debt I paid my Father, when I got 
you, Sir, and made him a Grandſire; which I expect 
trom you. I won't have my Name die. : 
Car. Nor would I ; my labour'd Studies, Sir, may 
rove in Time a living Iſſue. 


Ant. Very well, Sir; and4o I ſhall have a * 
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Collection of all the Quiddits from Adam till this Time, 
to be my Grand-child! 

Car. Tu take my beſt Care, Sir, that what I leave 
may'nt ſhame i 

Cha. A fad Fellow ! This is a very fad Fellow. 


Ant. Nor you won't take care of my Eſtate ? — 

Car. But in my Wiſhes, Sir: For know the Wings 
on which my _ mounted, have long fince borne her 
Pride too hi ſtoop to any Prey that ſoars not up- 
wards ; ſordi por — hill Minds, compos'd of Earth, 

fix in that groſs — their Happineſs; but great and 
pure Spirits, ſhaking that Clog of Human Frailty off, 

me refin'd, and free as the Æthereal Air. 

Ant. So in ſhort you wou'd not marry an Empreſs ! 

Car. Give me leave to enjoy myſelf ; the Cloſet that 
contains my choſen Books, to me's a glorious Court ; my 
venerable Companions there, the old Sages and Philo- 
ſophers, ſometimes the greateſt Kings and Heroes, whoſe 
Counſels I have leave to weigh, and call their Victories, 
if unjuſtly got, unto a ſtrift Account, and in my Fancy 
dare deface their ill-plac'd Statues. Can I then part 
with ſolid conſtant Pleaſures, to claſp uncertain Vanities ? 
No, Sir, be it your Care to ſwell your Heap of Wealth, 
marry my Biother, and let him get you Bodies of your 
Name; Irather wou'd inform it with a Soul. —I tire you, 
Sir—your Pardon, and your Leave. Lights there for 
my Study. Exit Carlos. 


Aar. Was ever Man thus tranſported from the com- 


mon Senſe of his own Happineſs ? a ſtupid wiſe Rogue, 
I cou'd beat him, Now, if it were not for my 
Hopes in young Clady, I might fairly conclude my 
Name were at a 

Cha. Ay, ay, he's the Match for my Money, and 
my Girl's too, I warrant her. What ſay you, Sir, ſhall 
we tell em a piece of our Mind, and turn 2 
ther inſtantly ? 

Ant. This Minute, Sir, and here comes my young 
mow in the very Nick of his Fortune, 


Enter 


— —— _ = - 


. 
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Enter Clodio. 


Ant. Clody, a Word! 
Ch. To the Wiſe is enough : Your Pleaſure, Sir ? 
Ant. In the mean time, Sir, if you pleaſe to ſend 
your Daughter notice of our intended V tt. [Ts Cha. 
_ Cha. I'll do't— hark you Friend. 
[H1bifpers a Servant, 


Enter Sancho geen. 
Sanc. I doubt my Maſter bas found but rough Wel- 


come! He's gone ſupperleſs into his Study; I'd fain 
know the Reaſon... It may be ſome body has bcr- 


row'd one of his Books, or io —— ] mutt find it 


"| [ Stands afidr. 


Cle. Sir, you could not have ſtarted any thing more 
eable to my Inchration ; and for the young Lady's, 

Sir, if this old Gentleman will picaſe to give me a Sight 
of her, you ſhall ſee me whip into hers, in the cutting 


of a Caper. | | 


Cha. Well! purſue, and conquer; tho' let me tell 
you, Sir, my Gul has Wit, and will give you as goou 
as you bring; ſhe has a ſmart Way, Sir. 

Clo. Sir, I will be as ſmart as ſhe ; J have my ſhare 
of Courage; I fear no Woman alive, Sir, having al- 
ways found, that Love and 4ffurance ought to be as in- 
ſeparable Companions, as a Beau and a Snuff- Box, or 


@ Curate and a Tobacco-ſftopper. 


Cha. Faith thou art a pleaſant Rogue; I'gad ſhe 
muſt like thee. | 


Cie. T know how to tickle the Ladies, Sir In 


Paris I had conſtantly two Challenges every Morning 


came up with my Chocolate, only for being pleaſan: 
Company the Night before with the firit Ladies of 


| Qual! ity. 


Cha. Ah, filly envious Rogues ! Prithee, what do 


| you do to their Ladies ? 


Sauc. Poſitively, nothing. 42. 
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Clo. Why, the Truth is, I did make the Jades drink 
a little too ſmartly ; for which, the poor Dogs the 
Princes cou'd not endure me. 

Cha, Why, haſt thou really convers'd with the Royal 
Family ? : 

Clo. Convers'd with 'em! Ay, rot 'em, Ay! ay! 
—You muſt know ſome of 'em came with me half a 
Day's Journey, to ſee me a little on my Way hither : 
But TIpad I ſent young Louis back again to Marli as 
drunk as a Tinker, by Jobe! Ha! ha! ha! I can't 


but laugh to think how old Menarchy growl'd at him 


next Morning. | 

Cha. Gad-a-mercy, Boy! Well! and I warrant thou 
wert as intimate with their Ladies too ! 

Sanc. Juſt alike, I dare anſwer for him. [ Hide. 

Clo. Why, you ſhall judge now, you ſhall judge 
let me fee ! there was, I and Monfieur no! no! no! 


. Aonfieur did not ſup with us — There was [ and Prince 


Grandmont, Duke de Bongrace, Duke de Bellegrade | 
Belic grade 
Eßſprit, Mareſchal Bombard, and that pleaſant Dog the 
Prince de Hautenbas, We fix now were all at Supper, 
all in good Humour, Champaign was the Word, and 
Wit flew about the Room, like a pack of lofing Cards 
—— Now, Sir, in Madam's adjacent Lodgings, there 
happen'd to be the ſelf-ſame Number of Ladies, after 
the Fatigue of a Ballet, diverting themſelves with Ra- 
tifa, and the Spleen ; ſo dull, they were not able to 
talk, tho” it were ſcandalouſly even of their beſt Friends: 
So, Sir, after a profound Silence at laſt one of 'em 
gap'd O Gad! ſays ſhe, would that pleaſant 


Dog Clay were here to Badiner a little.— Hey, ſays a 
ſecond, and ftretch'd. Ah! Men Dieu! ſays a third 


—and wak'd.— Cou'd not one find him, ſays a 
fourth? and leer'd. O! burn him, ſays 
a fifth, I ſaw him go out with the naſty Rakes of the 
Blood again in a Pet. — Did you fo, ſays a 
ſixth Pardie ! we'll ſpoil that Gang preſently in a 
Paſſion. Whereupon, Sir, in two Minutes, I receiv'd 
a Billet in four Words Chien Nexs Vous * 


yes—-yes, Jack was there!) Count de 
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Subſcrib'd, Grandmont, Bongrace, Bellezrade, L'Efprit, 
Bombard, Hautenhas. 10 * _ 

Cha. Why, theſe are the very names of the Princes 
you ſupp'd with. 

Ch. Every Soul of em the individual Wife or Siſter 
of every Man in the Company! ſplit me! Ha? ba! 
Cha. and Art. Ha ! ha! ha! 

Sanc. Did ever two old Gudgeons ſwallow fo gree- 


_dily ? [ Afede. 


Ant, Well! and didſt thou make a Night on't, Boy? 
Cb. Yes, Pgad, and Morning too, Sir; for about 
eight o'Clock the next Day, they all ſous'd upon 
their Knees, kiſs'd round, burnt their Commodes, drank 
my Health, broke their Glaſſes, and ſo parted. 
Ant. 1 Clody ! Nay, *twas always a wild 
ue 1 | ; 
| Che. I like him the better fort he's a pleaſant 
one, I'm ſure. | 858 
Ant, Well, the Rogue gives him a rare Account of 
his Travels. 


Clo. Pgad, Sir, I have a Cure for the Spleen ; Aba! 
I know how to riggle myſelf into a Lady's Favour—— 


give me Leave when yu pleaſe, Sir. 

Cha. Sir, you ſhall have it this Moment— Faith, I 
like him— You remember the Conditions, Sir ; three 
parts of your Eſtate to him and his Heirs. 

Ant. Sir, he deſerves it all; tis not a Trifle ſhall part 


'em: You ſee Charles has given over the World; III 


undertake to buy his Birth Right for a Shelf of new 
Books. | 


Cha. Ay! ay! get you the Writings ready with 
3 — he ſigns 


your other Son's Hand to em; for „the 
Conveyance is of no Validity. f 

Ant. I know it, Sir, — they ſhall be ready with his 
Hand in two Hours. : 5 
Cuba. Why then come along, my Lad, and now III 
ſhew thee to my Daughter. 
1 Clo. I dare be ſhewn, Sir, — 
L' Amour. [ Sings. ] 


CO. ae a a RRCR_R_c . oo... 
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Monfieur ! Sa! fa! there; and I a Looker-on too! If we 
have ſtudy d our Majors and our Minors, Antecedents, 
and Conſequents, to be concluded Coxcombs at laſt, we 
have male « frir blend ene; I am glad I know of this 
Roguery, however; III take care my Maſter's Uncle, 
old Don Lewis, ſhall hear of it; for tho” he can hardly 
read a Proclamation, yet he dotes upon his Learning; 
and if he be that old rough teſty Blade he us'd to be, 


Chance to have a with 'em firſt mm 
Here he comes, profecto. 
Enter Don Lewis. 


D. Lew. Sancho! Where's my Boy Charles ? What, 
is he at it? Is he at it? Deep deep, I warrant him 
Sancho! A little Peep now ——one Peep at him thro? 
the Key-hole—T muſt have a Peep. 
|  Sarc, Have a care, Sir, he's upon a magical Point. 

D. Lew. What, has he Jeſt ncy thing 7 

Sanch. Yes, Sir, he has loſt with a vengeance. | 
1 Lew, But what, what, what, what, Sirrah! What 

t ? 

Sac. Why, his Birth-Right, Sir, he is didi 
dig——difinherited [ Sobbing. 
D. Lew. Ha ! how ! when! what! where! who! 

what doſt thou mean ? 

Sanc. His Brother, Sir, is to marry Angelina, the 
great Heireſs, to enjoy three Parts of his Father's Eſtate ; 
and my Maſter is to have a whole Acre of new Books, 

ating his Hand to the Conveyance. 

D. Lew. This muſt be a Lye, Sirrah, I will have 

Sanc 


for 
it a Lye. 

With all my Heart, Sir; but here comes my 
old Mafter, and the Pick-pocket the Lawyer ; they'll | 
tell you more. 


Enter Antonio aud a Laxwyer. 


Ant. Here, Sir, this Paper has your full Inſtructions: 
Pray be ſpeedy, Sir ; I don't know but we may couple 
em to-morrow ; be ſure you make it firm. N 
| -d Wa 
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Law. Do you ſecure his Hand, Sir, I defy the Law 
to give him his Title again. [Exit. 

Sanc. What think you now, Sir ? 

D. Lew. Why, now methinks I'm pleas'd—— this 
is right - —- I'm pleas'd muſt cut that Lawyer's 
Throat tho muſt bone him—— ay! Pl have din 
bon'd——and 

Ant. Brother, i is't? 

D. Lew. O mighty well 
let's feel your Pulſe Feverifh. 

[ Leeks earneſtly in Antonio's Face, an after 
ſome Pauſe, whiſtles a Piece of a Tune. 

Ant. You are merry, Brother. 

D. Lev. It's a Lye. 

Ant. How, Brother ? 


mighty well 


D. Leau. A damn'd Lye—I am not merry. ¶ Smiling. 


Axt. What are you then? 
D. Lew. Very angry. [ Laughing. 


Ant. Hi! hi! hi! at what, Brother? ¶ Mimicling him. 


: D. Lew. Why, at a very wile Settlement I have made 
ately. 


Ant. What Settlement, good Brother : I find he has 
beard of it. — 
D. Lew. What do you think I have done? 


have — this deep Head of mine has — 83 


my elder Son, devon his Uaderſtanding's an Honour to 
my Family; and given it all to my younger, becauſe he's 
a2 Puppy! a Puppy. 

int. Come, I gueſs at your Meaning, Brother. 

D. Lew. Do you fo, Sir? Why then I muit tell vou 
= and plain, — Boy Charles muſt and ſhall inherit 


| " i I fay no, unleſs Charles had a Soul to value his 
Fortune: What! he ſhould manage eight thouſand 
Crowns a Year out of the Metaphy/icis! i/tronomy ſhould 
look to my Vineyards! Horace ſhould buy off wy Wines ! 
Tragedy ſhould kill my Mutton ! Hifcry ſhould cut down 
my Hay! Homer ſhould get in my Corn ! Tityre tu Pa- 


tulæ look to my Sheep ! and | Grmarry bring my Harveſt 
hom 


e! 
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home Hark you, Brother, do you know what 
Learning is ? | | 

D. Lew. What if I don't, Sir, I believe it's a fine 
Thing, and that's enough—Tho' I can ſpeak no Greet, 
I love and honour the Sound of it, and Charles ſpeaks it 

loftily; Pgad, he thunders it out, Sir; and let me tell 
: yous Sir, if you had ever the Grace to have heard but fix 
ines of Heſiod, or Homer, or Iliad, or any of the Greet 
Poets, ods Heart! it would have made your Hair 
ſtand an end; Sir, he has read ſuch Things in my 
Hearing | | | 

Ant. But did you underſtand 'em, Brother? 

D. Lexw. I tell you, No. What does that ſignify ? 
The very Sound's a ſufficient Comfort to an honeſt Man. 

Ant. Fy! fy! I wonder you wo ſo, you that are old, 
and ſhould underſtand. 

D. Lexv. Should, Sir! Yes, and do, Sir: Sir, I'd 

have you to know, I have ſtudy'd, I have run over H 
tory, Poetry, Philaſephy. 5 | 

Ant. Yes, like a Cat over a Harp/icord, rare Muſick — 
You have read Catalogues, I believe. Come, come, Bro- 
ther, my younger Boy is a fine Gentleman. | 

D. Lew. A fad Dog [lll buy a prettier Fellow in 
a Pennyworth of Ginger-bread. 

Ant. What I propoſe, L'Il do, Sir, ſay you your Plea- 
ſure—— Here comes one I muſt talk with —— Well, 
Brother, what News? | 

| | Euter Charino. | 

Cha. O] to our Wiſhes, Sir; Clray's a right Bait for 

a Girl, Sir; a budding fprightly Fellow : She's a little 
ſhy at firſt; but I gave him his Cue, and the Rogue does 
ſn whiſk, and friſk, and fins, and darce ber about; 
Odibud! he plays like a Greyhound. Noble Don 
Lexvis, Tam your humble Servant: Come, what ſay you? 
Shall I prevail with you to ſettle ſome Part of your Eſtate 
upon young Clady ? N 8 | 
D. Lew. Clody! | 
Cha. Ay, your Nephew, Clogy. 
D. L-w. Settle upon him ! | 
: Cha. Ay. | D. Leu. 
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Law. Do you ſecure his Hand, * I defy the Law 
to give him his Title again [ Ext. 
 Sanc. What think you now, Sir ? 

D. Lew. Why, now methinks I'm p'eas'd—— this 
is right - —- I'm pleas'd muſt cut that Lawyer's 
Throat tho muſt bone him—— ay! Pll have din 
bon'd—— and potted. 
Ant. Brother, how is't? 

D. Lew. O mighty well 
let's feel your Pulſe — 

"Tho earneſtly in Antonio's Face, and # after 
| ſome Pauſe, whiſtles a Piece of a T une, 

Ant. You are merry, Brother. 

D. Lew. It's a Lye. | 

Ant. How, Brother? 

D. Lew. A damn'd Lye—T am not merry: _ [Smiling, 
Au. What are you then ? 

D. Lew. Very angry. [ Laughing. 

Ant. Hi! hi! hi! at what, Brother ? [ Mimicking him. 


D. Lew. Why, at a very wile Settlement I have made 


| lately. 
Au. What Settlement, good Brother: I find he has 


heard of it. 1 


D. Lew. What do you think J have done ? 
have — this deep Head of mine has — — 
my elder Son, becauſe his Underitanding's an Honour to 
my Family; and given it all to my younger, becauſe he's 


a Puppy ! a Puppy. 
nt. Come, I gueſs at your Meaning, Brother. 


D. Zew. Do you fo, Sir? Why then I muſt tell you 


fla and plain, my Boy Charles muſt and ſhall inherit 


"a I fay no, unleſs Charles had a Soul to value his 
Fortune: What! he ſhould manage eight thouſand 
Crowns a Year out of the Metaphy/icis! iſtronamy ſhould 
look to my Vineyards! Horace ſhould buy off my Wines! 
Tragedy ſhould kill my Mutton ! Hifory ſhould cut down 
my Hay! Homer ſhould get in my Corn ! Tityre tu Pa- 
tulæ look to my Sheep! and Gumarry bring my Harveſt 

home! 


ͤĩ˙ hal lat  Y 
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home Hark you, Brother, do you know what 
Learning is ? _ 

D. Lew. What if I don't, Sir, I believe it's a fine 
Thing, and that's enough Tho' I can ſpeak no Greet, 

I love and honour the Sound of it, and Charles ſpeaks it 
loftily; Poad, he thunders it out, Sir; and let me tell 
you. Sir, if you had ever the Grace to have heard but fix 
ines of Heſod, or Homer, or Iliad, or any of the Greek 
Poets, ods Heart! it would have made your Hair 
ſtand an end; Sir, he has read ſuch Things in my 
Hearing =—— 5 | 

Ant. But did you underſtand em, Brother? my 

D. Lew. I tell you, No. What does that ſignify ? 
The very Sounds a ſufficient Comfort to an honeſt Man. 

Ant. Fy ! fy! I wonder you talk fo, you that are old, 
and ſhould underftand. 

D. Lew. Should, Sir! Ves, and do, Sir: Sir, I'd 
have you to know, I have ſtudy'd, I have run over Hi 
tory, Poetry, Philo/ephy. 

Ant. Ves, like a Cat over a Harp/icord, rare Muſick — 

You have read Catalogues, I believe. Come, come, Bro- 
ther, my younger Boy is a fine Gentleman. 

D. Lew. A fad Dog ll buy a prettier Fellow in 
a Peanyworth of Ginger-bread. | 

Ant. What I propoſe, PI do, Sir, ſay you your Plea- 
ſure—— Here comes one I muſt talk with —— Well, 
Brother, what News ? | 


Enter Charino. 


 _C5a. O] to our Wiſhes, Sir; Cloay's a right Bait for 

a Girl, Sir; a budding ſprightly Fellow: She's a little 
ſhy at firſt; but I gave him his Cue, and the Rogue does 
ſo whiſk, and friſk, and fins, and dance her about; 
Odibud! he plays like a Greyhound. Noble Don 
Lexvis, T am your humble Servant: Come, what ſay you? 
Shall [ prevail with you to ſettle ſome Part of your Eftate 
upon young Clady ? 

D. Lew. Clody“ | 

Cha. Ay, your Nephew, Clay. 

D. Lew. Settle upon him! 

Cha. Ay. „„ D. Lew. 
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D. Lew. Why, look you, I han't much Land to ſpare; 
but I have an admirable Horſe-Pond==—Pll ſettle that 
upon him, if you will, 
Au. Come, let him have his Way, Sir, he's old and 
=_ ; my Eſtate's ſufficient. How does your Daughter, 
ir 
Cha. Ripe, and ready, Sir, like a bluſhing Roſe, ſhe 
only waits for the pulling. 
Ant. Why then, let to-morrow be the Day. 
Cha. With all my Heart ; get you the Writings ready, 
* Girl ſhall be here in the om 
| . Lew. Hark » Sir, do you ſuppoſe my Charles 
PT ont 3 * y 


Cha. Sir, I ſuppoſe nothing; what I'll do, Þ'll juſtify; _ 


what your Brother does, let him anſwer 


Ant. That I have already, Sir, and fo good-morrow | 


to your Patience, Brother. [Exeunt. 
D. Lew. Sancho! 
8 | 
„ quick — quick. 
an. 8 | 
D. Lew. Some Gun powder, I fay, — a Barre 
quickly—and, d'ye hear, three Penny-worth of Ratſbane ! 


— Hey! ay, I'll blow up one, and poiſon the other. 
San. Come, Sir, I ſee what you would be at, and if 
you dare take my Advice, (I don't want Wit at a Pinch, 

Sir) e' en let me try, if I can fire my Maſter enough with 
the Praiſes of the young Lady, to make him rival his 
Brother; that would blow em up indeed, Sir. 

D. Lew. Pſha ! impoſſible, he never ſpoke ſix Words 
to any Woman in his Life, but his Bed-maker. 

San. So much the better, Sir; therefore, if he ſpeaks 
at all, its the more likely to be out of the Road 
Hark, he rings I muſt wait upon him. [Exit. 

D. Lew. Theſe damn'd old Rogues !—I can't look my 
poor Boy in the Face: But come, Charles, let em go on, 
thou ſhalt not want Money to buy thee Books yet. 
That old Fool thy Father, and his young Puppy, ſhall not 
ſhare a Groat of mine between em! Nay to plague 'em, I 


could find in my Heart to fall fick in a Pet, give thee my. 
Eftate in a Paſſion, and leave the World in a F ay «15 | 


IR, he ſhall have what's fit for him. 
Sauc. No Inheritance, Sir? 

Ant. Enough to give him Books, and 
a moderate Maintainance : That's as 
much as he cares for; you talk like 


2 Fool, a Coxcomb ; trouble him with Land 


Sanc, Muſt Matter Clodio have all, Sir? 

Ant. All, all; he knows how to uſe it; he's a Man 
bred in this World; t'other in the Skies, his Buſineſs is 
altogether above Stairs; go, ſee what he wants. 5 

Sanc, A Father, IL am ſure. [Exit Sancho. 

Ant. What, will none of my Rogues come near me 
now? O! here they are. 

| Enter ſeveral Servants. | 
Well, Sir, in the firft Place, can you procure me a plen- 
tiful Dinner for about fifty, within two Hours? Your 
young Maſter is to be marry'd this Morning; will that 
ſpur you, Sir ? | | | 

Cock. Young Maſter, Sir ! I wiſh your Honour had 
given me a little more Warning. 

Ant. Sir, you have as much as I had ; I was not ſure 
of it Half an Hour ago. 

Coe4. Sir, I will try what I can do—— Hey! Pears / 


Gu/man ! Come, ſtir, ho [Exit Coole. 


Ant. Butler, open the Cellar to all good Fellows; if 
any Man offers to ſneak away ſober, knock him down ! 
Is the Muſick come ? 

But. They are within, at Breakfaſt, Sir. | 
Ant. That's well: Here, let this Room be clean'd. 
—— You, Huſſy, ſee the Bride-bed made; take care no 
young Jade cuts the Cords aſunder; aud look the Sheets 
be fine, and well-ſcented— and, d' ye hear, lay on 
three Pillows ! =——— away! 9 9 90 * 
Catloe 
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er alone in his Study. 


Car. What a perpetua! Noiſe theſe People make my 
Head is broken with ſeveral Noiſes; and in every Cor- 
ner; | have forgot to eat and fl ep, with Reading; all 
my Faculties turn into Study : What a Mis fortune 'tis 
in human Nature, that the Bofy wall not live on that 
which feeds the Mind! —— How unprofitable a Pleaſure 
is cating !—— Sancho / 

Eater Sancho. 


Sane. Did you call, Sir ? 

Car. Prithee, what Noite is this ? 

Sanc. The Cooks are hard at Work, Sir, chopping 
Herbs, and mincing Meat, and breaking Marrow bones. 
Car. And is thus at every Dinner? 

Sanc. No, Sir; but we have high Doings to-day. 

Car. Well, ſet thi: Folio in its Place again; then make 
me a little Fire, and get a Manchet ; I'll dine alone 
Does my vounger Brother ſpeak any Greek yet, Sancho? 

Sanc. No, Sir, but he ſpits French like a Magpye, and 
that's more in Faſhion. 

Car. He ſteps before me there; I think I read it well 
enough to underſtand it, but when I am to give it Ut- 
terance, it quarrels with my Tongue.— Again that 


| Noiſe! Prithee tell me, — are there any Princes to 
dine here ? 


Sanc. Some there are as happy as Princes, Sir, — your 


Brother's marry'd to-day. 

Car. What of that! might not ſix Diſhes ſerve 'em ? 
I never have but one, and eat of that but ſparingly. 

Sanc. Sir, all the Country round is invited; not a Dog 
| that knows the Houſe, but comes too: all open, Sir. 
Car. Prithee, who is it my Brother marrics ? 


Sanc. Old Charins's Daughter, Sir, the great Heireſs; : 


a delicate Creature; young, ſoft, ſmooth, fair, plump, 
and ripe as a Cherry — and they tay, modeſt too. 

Car. That's ſtrange; prithee how do theſe modeſt 
Women look ? I never jet convers'd with any but my 


- 


own Mother; to me they ever were but Shadows, ſeen 


and unregarded. 


Sac. Ah! wou'd you ſaw this eh Sir, ſhe'd draw 
you. 
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you farther than your Archimedes; ſhe has a better Secret 
than any's in Ariſtolle, if you ſtudy'd for it: Pgad you'd 
fad her the prettieſt natural Philoſopher to play with ! 

Car. Is ſhe ſo fine a Creature? 

Sauc. Such Eyes ! ſuch Looks! ſuch a Pair of pr 
plump, pouting Lips! ſuch Softneſs in her Voice! ſuch 
Muſick too! and when ſhe ſmiles, ſuch roguiſn Dimples 
in her Cheeks ! ſuch a clear Skin! white Neck, and a 
little Iower, ſuch a Pair of round, hard, hearing, what 
d' ye call ums ah! 

Car. Why, thou art in Love, Sancho. 

Sanc. Ay ! ſo wouid you be, if you ſaw her, Sir. 

Car. I don't think ſo. What Settlement does my 
Father make 'em ? 

Sanc. Only all his dirty Land, Sir, and makes your 
Brother his ſole Heir. 

Car. Muſt I have nothing ? 

Sanc. Books in Abundance ; ; Leave to ſtudy y your Eyes 
out, Sir. 

Car. I am the elder born, and have a Title too. | 
 Sanc. No matter for that, Sir, he'll have Poſſeſſion 

of the Lady too. 1 

Car. I wiſh him ——he'll not inherit my little 

Underſtanding too ! pr . 
Sanc. O, Sir, he's more a Gentleman than to do that 

ds me! Sir, Sir, here comes the very Lady, the 

Bride, your Siſter that muſt be, and her F ather. 


Enter Charino and Angelina. 
Stand cloſe, you'll both ſce and hear, Sir. 

Car. I ne er ſaw any yet ſo fair! ſuch Sweetneſs in a her 
Look! ſuch Modeſty! if we may think the Eye the 


Window to the Heart, ſhe has a thouſand treaſur d Vir- 
tues there. 
Sanc. So ! the Book's s gone [Af 
Cha. Come, prithee put on a i briſker Locks Odsheart, 
doſt thou think in Conſcience, that's fit for thy Wedding- 
Day ? 
Ang. Sir, I wiſh it were not quite ſo ſudden; a little 
FINE for farther Thought perhaps had made it eaſier to 
: To change far ever, is no 8 Sir. Y 


highly pleas d with him, nor yet am averſe; but I had 
rather welcome your Commands and him, than Diſobe- 


Che. O! if that be all, Madam, to make you eaſy, 
my Commands are at your Service, 25 
Ang. 1 have done with my Objections, Sir. 
Car. — wang in ſo ſoft a Form 
Happy——Happy Brother! — may he be happy, 
while I fit down in Patience, and tone —1 22 
too much Reach me an Ovid. [ Exeunt Car. and San. 
Cha. A beſt Looks, Huſſey — for here 


he comes, fai 
| Enter Clodio. 


Ah! my dear Claay. we 

Cho. My dear, [Ties him.) dear Dad. Ha! Ma 
Princeſſa ! eftes wous la done! A ha! Non, non. Je ne 

my commit Guerre, &c. [Sings] Look, look, — look, 
o'Sly-boots ; what, ſhe knows nothing of the Matter! 
But you will, Child. — I'gad, I ſhall count the Clock 
extremely to-night : Let me ſee—— what Time ſhall I 
riſe to-morrow ?—Noat till after Nine, — Ten, —Eleven, 
for a Piſtole. Ah C'eſt a dire votre cœur inſenſible 
eft en fin vaincu. Non, non, &c. [Sings a ſecond Verſe. 
| Enter Antonio, Don Lewis, and Lawyer. 


Ant. Well ſaid, Clady; my noble Brother, welcome: 
my fair Daughter, I give you Joy. 

Ch. And ſo will I too, Sir. Allons “ Fivons ! Chan- 
ſeont, Danſons! Hey ! L'autre Four, &c. 

| [ Sings and dances, fc. 
Ast. Well ſaid again, Boy. Sir, you and your Writ- 
ings are welcome. What, my angry Brother ! nay, you 
muſt have your Welcome too, or we ſhall make but a flat 
Feaſt on t. | 1 

D. Lew. Sir, I am not welcome, nor I won't be 

3 7 — 5 welcome, 
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welcome, nor no-body's welcome, and you are all a Par- 
cel of - -—— 

Cha. What, Sir ? 

D. Lew. —— Miſerable wretches— ſad 85 
Ant. Come. pray, ir, bear with him, he's old and 
haſty ; but he'll cine, and be good Company for all this. 

D. Lew. 4 ſtrange Lye, that. 

Clo, Ha, ha, ha, poor Teſty, ha, ha. 

P. Lew. Don't laugh, my deer Rogue, prithee don't 
laugh now; f-ith, I ſhall break thy tlead, if thou doſt. 

Ch. Gad fo ! why, then I find you are angry at me, 
dear Uncle? 

D. Lew. Angry at thee, hey Puppy '— Why, what! 
hat doſt thou ſce iu that lovely hatchet Face of thine, 
that's worth my being out of Humour at? Blood and 
Fire, ye Dog, get out of my Sight, or- 

Ant. Nay, Brother, this is too far 


D. Lew. Angry at him! a Son of a— Uun's Son of 
a Whore! 


Cha. Ha, ha, poor peeviſm- 
D. Lexw. I'd {ain have ſome body poiſon him. [Te 
kinſelf.] Ah, that iweet Creature! Mult this fair Flower 
be cropp'd to ſtick up in a Piece of raſcally Earthen 


Ware? I muit ſpeak to her—— Puppy, ſtand out of my 
Way. 


Clo. Ha, ha! ay, now for't, | 
BD. Low. [To Argelina. ] Ah!— ah! — ah! Ma- 
dam I pity you; you're a lovely young Creature, 
and ought to have a handſome Man yok'd to you, one 
of Underſtanding too: I am ſorry to ſay it, but this 
Fellow's Scull's extremely thick — he can never get any 
thing upon that fair Body, but Muffs and Snuff-boxes ; 
or, ſay, he ſhou!d have a Thing ſhap'd like a Child, you 

can make nothing of it, but a Taylor. 
Clo. Ods me! why, you are teſty, my dear Uncle. 
D. Lew. Will no- body take that troubleſome: Dog out 
of my Sight — I can't ſtay where he is —— I'll go ſee 
my poor Boy Charles I ve diſturb'd you, Madam; 
your humble Servaat. 


Ant. You'll come 0 and drink the Bride's Health, 
Brother ? 
3 D. Lew. 
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D. Lew. That Lady's Health I may; and, if ſhe II 
give me Leave, perh ps ſit by her at Table to. 

Clo. Ha, ha; bye Nuncle. 

D. Lew. Puppy, good bye — [Exi: D. Lewis. 

Ang. An odd -humour'd Gentleman. 

Art. Very odd indeed, Child; I ſuppoſe in pure 
Spite, he'li make my Son Charles tis Heir. 

Ang. Methinks 1 would not have a light Head, nor 
one * with too much Learning, as my Father ſays 


this Carlos 15; ſure there's ſomething hid in that Gentle- 


man's Concern for him, that ſpeaks him not ſo mere a 
Log. 

1. Come, ſh1ll we g0 and ſeal, Brother! ? the Pricit 
ſtays for us; when Carlos has ſign d the Conveyance, as 
he ſhall preſently, we'll then to the Wedding, and ſo to 
Dinner. 

Cha. With all my Heart, Sir. 

Che. Allons ! mia chere Princeſſe, [ Exon, 


Car'os in hi Study, ith Don Lewis, and Sancho. 


D. Lex. Nay, you are undone. 
Car. Then] muſt ſtudy, Sir, to bear my Fortune. 
D. Lew. Have you no greater Feeling ? 

Sanc. You were ſenſible of the great Book, Sir, when 
it fell upon your Head; and won't the Ruin of your 
Fortune ftir you ? 

Car. Will he have my Books too? 

D. Leny. No, no, he has a Book a fine one too, call'd 

The Gentleman's Recreation ; or, The fecret Art of getting 

Sous and Daug htent e Such a Creature! a Beauty in Folio 

vould thou hadſt her in * Study, Carlos, tho' it were 

but to new-claſp her. 

Son. He has {cen her, Sir, 

D. Lew. Well, and — and 

| San. He lung ava his Book, Sir. 

D. Low. Did he faith? would he had flung away his 
Humour too, and ſpoke to her. 

Car. Matt my Brother then have all ? 

D. Lew. All, all. 

San. All that your Father has, Sir. 
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— And that fair Creature too ? 
San. Ay, Sir. 
D. * Hey! 
Car. He has enough, then. - [Sighing. 
D. Lew. He ** her, Charles / why wou'd, wou'd, 
that is hey 
Car. May ry not ſee her, ſometimes, and call her Siſ- 
ter? I'll do her no Wrong. 
D. Lew. I can't bear this ! 'Sheart, I could cry fot 
Madneſs ! Fleſh and Fire ! do but ſpeak to her, Man. 
Car. I cannot, Sir, her Look requires ſomething of 
_ that diſtant Awe, Words of that ſoft Reſpect, and yet 
ſuch Force and Meaning too, that I ſhould ſtand con- 
founded to approach her, and yet I long to with her Joy. 
O were I born to give it too! 
D. Zexv. Why, thou ſhalt wiſh her Joy, Boy ; ; Faich 
ſhe is a good-humour'd Creature, ſhe'll take it kindly. 
Car. Do you think fo, Uncle? 
D. Leav. Fl to her, and tell her of you. 
Car. Do, Sir. — Stay, Uncle - will ſhe not 
think me rude ? I would not for the World offer her. 
D. Lew. Fend a Fiddle- ſtick let me alone ——n— 


1'il Pl 
Car. Nay, but, Sir! dear Uncle! 
D. Lew. A hum! a hum! IE D. Lewis. 5 


Enter Antonio and the Lawyer with a Writing. 


Ant. Where's my Son? 
Sax. There, Sir, caſting a Figure what chopping 
Children his Brother ſhall have, and where he ſhall find 
2 new Father for himſelf. 

Ant. T ſhall find a Stick for you, Rogue, I mall. 
Charles, how doſt thou do? Come hither, Boy. 

Car. ur Pleaſure, Sir? 

Ant. Nay, no great Matter, Child, only to put your 
Name here a little, to this bit of Peochment z | think 
you write a reaſonable good Hand, Charles. 

Car. Pray, Sir, to what Uſe may it be ? 

Ant. Only to paſs your Title in the Land I have, to 
your Brother Clodio. 

Car. Is it no more, Sir? | 
B 2 Law 
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Law. That's all, Sir. 
Ant. No, no, 'tis nothing elſe ; look you, you ſhall 
be provided for, you ſhall have what Books you pleaſe, 
and your Means ſhall come in without your Care, and 
| you ſhall always have a Servant to wait on you. 
Car. Sir, I thank you ; but if you pleaſe, I had rather 
Jign-it before the good Company below; it being, Sir, 
fo frank a Gift, 'twill be ſome ſmall Compliment to have 
done it before the Lady too: There I ſhall ſign it chear- * 


E fully, and wiſh my Brother Fortune. 
F Ant. With all my Heart, Child; it's the ſame thing 
$ 40 me. 
| Car. You'll excuſe me, Sir, if I make no great Stay 
with you. 
Aut. Do as thou wilt, thou fhalt do any thing thou 
Haſt a Mind to. | [Exeunt, 


Sar. Now has he undone himſelf for ever; Odsheart, 
III down into the Cellar, and be ſtark drunk for Anger. 


[Exit, 
TheScene changes to a Diuing- Room; a large Table ſpread. 


4 Enter Charino with Angelina, Cledio, Don Lewis, 
"WP Ladies, Prieſt, and à Lawyer. 
| Law. Come, let him bring his Son's Hand, and 
| | all's done: Are you ready / Sir! | 
1 Prieſt. Sir, 4 ſhall diſpatch them preſently, immediate- 
1 Iy! for in Truth I am an hungry. 
Clo. I'gad, I warrant you, the Prieſt and I cou'd both 
fall to without ſay ing Grace — Ha ! you little Rogue! 
what, you think it long too? 
Ang. I find ro Fault, Sir; better Things were well 
done, than done too haſltily——Sir, you look melan- 
choly. [To D. Lewis. 
D. Lew. Sweet ſwelling Bloſſom! Ah that I had the 
[| gathering of thee ! I would ſtick thee in the Boſom of a 
[| pretty young Fellow — Ak! thou haſt miſs'd a Man 
. (but that ke is ſo bewitch'd to his Study, and knows no 
1 ether Miſtreſs than his Mind) ſo far above this feather- 
i headed Puppy —— ns 
| | Hng. 


* ; 
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Ang. Can he talk, Sir ? | 
D. Lew. Like an Angel—to himſelf ——the Devil 


a Word to a Woman: His Language is all upon the 
high Buſineſs : To Heaven, and heavenly Wonders, to 


bags and her dark and ſecret Cauſes. 


g. Does he ſpeak ſo well there, Sir? 
D: "EC To Admiration ! ſuch Curioſities but he 
can't look a Woman in the F ace; if he does, he bluſhes 


like fifteen. 


Ang. But a little Converſation, methinks —- 

D. Lew. Why, ſo I think too; but the Boy's be- 
3 and the Devil can't bring bim to't: Shall I try 
I can get him to wiſh you Joy ? 

Ang. 1 ſnall receive it as becomes his Siſter, Sir. 

Ch. Look, look, ald Teſty will fall i in Love by and 
by ; he's hard at it, ſplit me. 
Cha. Let him alone, ſhe'll fetch him about, I warrant 
ou. 

* Clo. So, here my Father comes ! Now, Prieſt! Hey 
my Brother too ! that's a ara * like a Spirit 
from his Cell. 


Enter Antonio and Carlos. 


D. Lew. Odſo l here he is ! that's he! a little inclining - 


to the lean, or ſo, but his Underſtanding's the fatter for't. 
Ant. Come, Charles, *rwere your Deſire to ſee my fair 
Daughter and the good Company, and to ſeal before em 
al), and give your Brother Joy. 
Cha. He does well ; I rel think the beter of kim as 


long as I live. 


Car. Is this the Lady, Sir ? 

Aut. Ay, that's your Siiter, Charles, | 

Car. Forbid it, Love! [4ſade.} Do you not think 
ſhe'll grace our Fan ily ? 

Ant. No doubt on't, Sir. 

Car. Shou' d 1 not thank her for ſo 3 4 
Grace ? 

Ant. Ay, and welcome, Charles. 

D. Lew. Now, my Boy! give her a gentle Twiſt by 


the F ingers lay your Lips * ſoftly, cloſe and plum 


to her. [Hart to Carlos. 
B 3 Car. 
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Car. Pardon a Stranger's Freedom, Lady ——{ Salutes 
Angelina.] Diſſolving Softneſs ! O the drowning joy !— 
Happy, happy he that ſips eternally ſuch Nectar down, 
that unconfin'd may lave and wanton there in ſateleſs 
Draughts of ever-ſpringing Beauty. But you, fair 
Creature, ſhare by far the higher Joy; if, as I've read, 
(nay, now am ſure) the ſole Delight of Love lies only 
in the Power to give. | 

Ang. How near his Thoughts agree with mine! This 
the mere Scholar I was told of! [ Zfd.] I find, 
Sir, you have experienc'd Love, you ſeem acquainted 
with the Paſſion. 

Car. I've had, indeed, a dead pale Glimpſe in Theory, 
bet never faw th' enlivening Light before. 

Aung. Ha! before! [ A/74es 

Aut. Well, theſe are very fine Compliments, Cha: les; 
Lut you ſay nothing to your Brother yet 

(vun. O yes, and with him, Sir, with any other Beauty, 
{i potible) more laſting Joy than I could taſte with her. 

Ang. He ſpeaks unhappily. 

_ Clo. Ha! what do you ſay, Brother ? 

Aut. Nay, for my part, I don't underſtaud him, 

Cha. Nor J. . 

D. Lew. Stand clear, I do === and that ſweet 
Creature too, I hope. 


Ang. Too well, I fear. [ Aſide. 
Ant. Come, come, to the Writing, Charles; prithee 
leave thy ſtudying, Man. 


Car. I leave my Life firſt; I ſtudy now to be a Man; 
before, what: Man was, was but my #rgumint | :! 
I am now on the Proof! I find, I feel my ſelf a Min —— 
nay, I fear it too. 

D. Lew. He has it! he has it! my Boy's in foi't. 

Clo. Come, come, will you —— | 

D. Leav. Stand out of the Way, Puppy. 

| Dnterpofing agith his Back to Clody. 

Car. Whence is it, Fair, that while I offer Specch to 
you, my Thoughts want Words, my Words their free 
and honeſt Utterance ? Why is it thus I tremble at your 
Toach, and fear your Frawn, as would a frighted * 


The Fop's FoR TUN k. 31 
the dreadful Lightning ? Yet ſhould my deareſt Friend or 
Brother dare to check my vain deluded Wiſhes, O! I 
ſhould turn, and tear him like an offended Lion 
Is this, can it, mult it be in a Siſter's Power? 

Clo. Come, come, will you fign, Brether ? 

D. Lew. Time enough, Puppy. 
Car. O! if you knew with what precipitated Haſte 
you hurry on a Deed that makes you bleſs'd, or miſerable 
for ever, ev'n yet, near as you are to Happineſs, you'd 

find no Danger in a Moment's Pauſe. 
Ce. I ſay, will you ſign, Brother? 

Car. Away, I have no Time for 'Trifles! Room for 
an elder Brocher. 3 

D. Lew. Why, did not I bid chee ſtand out of the 

Way now ? | 
Ai. Ay, but this is trifling, Charles! come, come, 
your Hand, Man. | = 

Car. Your Pardon, Sir, I cannot ſeal yet; had you 
only ſhew'd me Land, I had refign'd it free, and proud 
to have beſtow'd it to your Pleaſure : Tis Care, tis Dirt, 
and Trouble: But you have open'd to me ſuch a Trea- 
_ ſure, ſuch unimagin'd Mines of folid Joy, that I perceive 
my Temper ſtubborn now, ev'n to a churliſh Avarice of 
Love Heaven direct my Fortune. 

Ant. And fo you won't part with your Title, Sir? 

Car. Sooner with my Soul of Reaſon, be a Plant, a 
Beaſt, a Fiſh, a Fly, and only make the Number of 
Things up, than yield one Foot of Land —— if ihe be 
ty'd to't. 

Cha. I don't like this; he talks odly, methinks. 

Ang. Yet with a Bravery of Soul might warm the 
coldeſt Heart. [Al ue 

C/o. Pſhaw, Pox, prithee, Brother, you had better 
think of thoſe things in your Study, Man! 

Car. Go you and ſtudy, for tis Time, young Brother: 
Turn o'er the tedious Volumes I have read; think, and 
digeſt them well! the wholſomeſt Food for green con- 
ſumptive Minds ; wear out whole faſted Days, and by 
the pale weak Lamp, pore away the freezing Nights ; 
rather make dim thy Sight, than leave thy Mind in 
| B 4 DI RED Doubt 
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Doubt and Darkneſs : Confine thy uſeleſs Travels to 
thy Cloſet, traverſe the wiſe and civil Lives of good and 
great Men dead; compare em with the Living: Tell 
me why Cæſar periſh'd by the Hand that lov'd him 
moſt ? and why his Enemies deplor'd him? Diſtil the 
Sweetneſs from the Poet's Spring, and learn to ſoften 
thy Deſires; nor dare to dream of Marriage-Vows, ttill 
thou haſt taught thy Soul, like mine, to love Is it 
for thee to wear a ſewel of this ineftimable Worth ? 

D. Lew. Ah! Charles! [ Kiſſes him.] What ſay you 
to the Scholar now, Chicken ? | 8 | 
Ang. A Wonder! —— Is this Gentleman your 
Brother, Sir ? 85 [To Clody. 

Clo. Hey ! no, my —— Madam, not quite — that 
is, he is a little a-kin by the — Pox on him, would 
he were bury'd —— I can't tell what to ſay to him, 
ſplit me. „ 5 

Aut. Poſitively, you will not ſeal then, ha? 

Car. Neither I ſhould not blindly fay I will 
not ſeal Let me intreat a Moment's Pauſe —— 
for, even yet, perhaps, I may. [ Sighing. 

Ang. Forbid it, Fortune ! | 

Ant. O, may you ſo, Sir! 1 

Cho. Ay! Sir, hey! What, you are come to yourſelf 
J find, 4 | 
| Cha. Ay, ay, give him a little Time, he'll think 
better on't, I warrant you. 

Car. Perhaps, fair Creature, I have done you Wrong, 
whoſe plighted Love and Hope went Hand in Hand to- 
gether ; but I conjure you, think my Life were hateful 
after ſo baſe, ſo barbarous an Act as parting 'em : What! 
to lay waſte at once for ever, all the gay Bloſſoms of 
your forward Fortune, the promis'd Wiſhes of your 
young Deſire, your fruitful Beauty, and your ſpringing 
Joy; your thriving Softneſs, and your cluſter'd Niſſes, 
growing on the Lips of Love, devour'd with an unthirſty 
Infant's Appetite! O forbid it, Love! forbid it, Nature 
and Humanity ! I have no Land, no Fortune, Lite, or 
Being, while your Neceſſity of Peace requires em: Say! 
or give me Need to think your ſmalleſt Hope depends 

on 
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on my, objected Ruin; my Ruin is my Safety there; my 
Fortune, or my Life reſign'd with Joy, ſo your Ac- 
count of happy Hours were thence but rais'd to any add- 
ed Number. 

Cha. Why ay! there's ſome Civility in this. 
Clo. The Fellow really talks very prettily. 


Car. But if in bare Compliance to a Father's Will, 
vou now but ſuffer Marriage, or what's worſe, give it as 


an extorted Bond, impos'd on the Simplicity of your 


Youth, and dare confeſs you wiſh ſome honeſt Friend 
would ſave, or free you from its hard Conditions; I then 
again have Land, have Life, and Reſolution, waiting ſtill 


upon your happier Fortune. 
Ul 


ſee what this will come to! 


Prieſt. In truth, unleſs fomebody is marry'd preſent- 
ly, the Dinner will be ſpoiPd, and then no body will 


be able to ear it. 
Ant. Brother, I ſay, let's remove the Lady. 
Cha. Force her from him! 
Car. Tis too late! I have a Figure here! Sooner 


ſhall Bodies leave their Shade; as well you might attempt 
to ſhut old Time into a Den, and from his downy 
Wings waſh the ſwift Hours away, or ſteal Eternity to 
ſtop his Glaſs ; ſo fix'd, fo rooted here, is every growing 


Thought of her. 


it ? | 

Car. Confider, fair one, now's the very Criſis of our 
Fate: You cannot have it ſure, to aſk if Honour be the 
Parent of my Love: If you can o tor Love, and tiink 
your Heart rewarded tiere, lice tv young Vines we'll 
curl together, circling our Souls in never-endirg Joy; 
we'll ſpring together, and we'll bear one Fruit; one joy 
ſhall make us imile, one Sorrow mourn ; ene Age go 
with us, one Hour of Death Hall cloſe our Eyes, and 
one cold Grave fhall hold us happy — Say but vou 


hate me not! O ſpeak! Give but the 10 fteſt Breatu to 


that tranſporting Thought! | 
Ang. Need I then ſpeak ; to ſay, I am far from hating 


yo, 


C/o. Ha, ha! pert enough, that! Pgad! I long to 


Clio. Gals me; what, now it's troubleſome again, is 


| ;: to 
B 5 you - 
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you — I would ſay more, but there is nothing fit tor 
me to ſay, | 
| Cha. Vil bear it no longer- 

Ang. On this you may depend, I cannot like that 
Marriage was propos'd me. 

Car. How ſhall my Soul requite this Goodneſs? 

Cha. Beyond Patience! This is downright Iniolence! 
Roguery ! Rape ! 

_ T_ | 
(hi. Ay, ay! part%em, part em. 

D. Leu. Doll! dum! dum! 
[Sings and draws in their Defence. 
C ha. Call an Officer, Pl! have 'em forc'd aſunder. 
Arg. Nay, then I am reduc'd to take Protection here. 
[ Goes to Carlos. 
Car. O Extaſy of Heart! tranſporting Joy! 

D. Zew. Lorra ! Dorrol ! Loll! [Sings, and dances. 

Cha. APlot! a Plot againſt my Honour! Murder! 
Treaſon! Gun-powder ! Pll be reveng'd ! 
Ant. Sir, you ſhall have Satisfaction. 
Cha. Til be reveng'd ! 
Ant. Carlos, I ſay, forego the Lady. 
Car. Never, while I have Senſe of Being, Life, or 
Notion. 
Clo. You wars Gadſo! What, then I find 1 muſt 

lug out upon this Buſineſs ? Allons ! the Lady, Sir ! 
: D. Lew. Lorra! Dorrol ! Loll! 

| [ Preſenting his Pont to Clodio. 

Cha. PII have his Blood ! 

Car. Hold, Uncle! Come Brother! ſheath your An- 
ger—Pll do my beſt to ſatisfy you all——but firſt ! 
would intreat a Bleſſing here. 

Ant. Out of my Doors, thou art no Son of mine. 

[Exit Ant. 


Car. I am ſorry I have loſt a Father, Sir—— For you, 


Brother, ſince once you had a ſeeming Hope, in lieu of 
what you've loſt, half of my Birth- right. 
Ch. No Halves ! no Halves, Sir! the whole Lady! 
Car Why, then the Whole, if you can like the 


Co. 


Terms. 
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Ch. What Terms? What Terms! Come, quick, quick. 

Car. The firſt is this [ Snatches Don Lewis's 
Sword.) Win her, and wear her; for on my Soul, un- 
leſs my Body fail, my Mind ſhall never yield thee up a 
Thought in Love. | 

D. Lew Gramercy, Charles! To him, Boy! T gad, 
this Love has made a Man of him. 

Car. This is the firſt good Sword I ever pois'd in An- 
ger yet; 'tis ſharp I'm ſure; if it but hold my putting 

ome, I ſhall ſo hunt your Inſolence : 1 feel the 
Fire of ten ſtrong Spirits in me: Wer't thou a native 
Fencer, in ſo fair a Cauſe, I thus ſhould hold thee at the 
worſt Defiance. 

Clo. Look you, Brother, take care of yourſelf, I ſhall 
certainly be in you the firſt Thruſt; but if you had rather, 
d'ye fee, we'll talk a little calmly about this Buſineſs. 

Car. Away, Tnfler! I would be loth to prove thee a 
Coward too. = 8 

Clo, Coward ! why then, really, Sir, if you pleaſe, 
Midriff's the Word, Brother; you are a Son of a 
Whore—4!lons! [ They fght, and Clodio is diſarm d. 

_ Cha. His Blood! I ſay his Blood ! I'Il have it, by all 
the Scars and Wounds of Honour in my Family. [Exit 
Car. There, Sir, take your Life—— and mend t— 
be gone without Reply. 
Ang. Are you wounded, Sir? : 

Car. Only in my Fears for you: How ſhall we beſtow 
us, Uncle ? | | 

D. Lew. Poſitively, we are not ſafe here, this Lady 
being an Heireſs. Follow me. 

Car. Good Angels guard us. [Excunt with Ang. 

* Ch. Gadfo! I never fenc'd fo ill in all my Life 
never in my Life, ſplit mel | 

E | Enter Monſieur. 

Mozf. Sire, here be de Trompete, de Haute-Boy, de 

Muſique, de Maitre Danſer, dat deſeer to knew if you 


ſal be pleaſe to ave de Maſque begin. 
Cle. Hey! what does this Puppy ſay now ? 


4 
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Aer. Sire, de Muſique, 

Ch. Why ay — that's true — but tell em 
Plague on 'em, tell 'em. they are not ready tun'd. 

Mey. Sire, dare is all Tune, all prepare. 

Cio. Ay! Why then, tell' em that my Brother's wiſe 
again, and has ſpoil'd all, and I am bubbled, and fo I 
ſhan't be marry'd till next Time: But I have fought 
with him, and he has diſarm'd me; and fo ke won't re- 

leaſe the Land, nor give me my Miſtreſs again; and 
fn am undone, that's all.  [Excart. 


Enter Charino, Arens Officers, and Servants, 


Cha. Offer, do your Duty: I ſay, ſeize em all. 
Ant. Carry em this Minute before a How now! 
what, all fled ? 

Cha. Ha! my Girl ! my Child! my Heireſs! I am 
abus'd! I am cheated! I am robb'd! I am raviſt'd! 
| murder'd ! and flung in a Ditch. 5 | 

Ant. Who let 'em out? Which Way went they, 
Villains ? Ss | 

Serv, Sir, we had no Order to ſtop them; but they 
went out at that Door, not ſix Minutes ago. 

Cha. I'll purſue them with Bills, Warrants, Actions, 
Writs, and Malice: I'm a Lawyer, Sir; they ſhall find 
1 underſtand Ruin. | 5 | | 

Ant. Nay, they ſhall be found, Sir ; run you to the 
Port, Sirrah, ſee if any Ships are going off, and bring us. 
Notice immediately. . 


Enter Sancho drunk. 


Sanc. Ban, ban, Cac-caliban ! Sings. 
Ant. Here comes a Rogue, I'll warrant, knows the 
Bottom of all! Where's my Son, Villain? 

Fanuc. Son, Sir! | "= 

Cha. Where's my Daughter, Sirrah ? 
| Sanc. Daughter, Sir! 

Cha. Ay, my Daughter, Raſcal ! : 

Saxc. Why, Sir, they told me, juſt now, Sir——that 
ſne s ſheꝰs run away. 3 
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Ant. Dog, where's your Maſter? 
Sanc. My Maſter ! why, they ſay heis —— 
Ant, Where, Sirrah ? 
Sanc. Why, he is — he is——gone along with her. 
Ant. Death! you Dog, diſcover him, or 
Sauc. Sir, I will I will. 
Ant, Where is he, Villain ? 
Sanc. Where, Sir? Why, to be ſure he is =—_—_ he 
upon my Soul, I don't know, Sir. 
Ant. No mere trifting, Raſcal. 
Sanc. If I do, Sir, I with this may be my Poiſon, 
[ Drinks, 
Ant. Death ! you Dog, get out of my Houſe, or 
Pl So Sir, have you found him ? 


o 
15 


2 Ser uant Baſgily, and Clodio. 


Cs. Ay, Sir, have you found 'em? 


Ser. Ves, Sir, I had Sight of 'em; but they were 


zuſt got on board a ſmall Veliel, before I could 2 
em. 

Cha. Death Ny" Furies! 

Aut. Whither were they bound, Sirrah ? 


Ser). Sir, I could not diſcover tha ; ; but they were 


full before the Wind, with a very ſmart Gale. 
Ant. What hall we do, Brother? 


Cle. Be as ſmart as they, Sir; follow em; follow 'em. 


Cia, Seid to the Port this Moment, and ſecure a 
Ship; I'll purſue em thro? all the Elements. 

Clo. I'll follow you, by the Northern Star. 

Ant. Run to the Port aga'n, Rogue; hire a Ship, and 
tell 'em they muit hoiſt Sail immediately. 
| Clo, And you Rogue, run to my Chamber, fill op my 
| Snuff: box Cram it hard, you Dog, and be here 
| in before you get thither. 
Aut. What, will you take nothing elle, Boy? 


Ch. Nothing, Sir, but Snuff and Oprortunit . 


we're in haſte. Al/ons ! hey! Te wole. 
ACT 
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ACT MM 
The SCENE Lisbon. 


” i 


Enter Elvira, Don Duart, and — 


| Elv. = * H AR Brother, let me intreat you, 


ſtay; why will you provoke your 


= Danger ? 


LEE 1 D. Du. Madam, my Honour muſt be 


fatisfied. 

Eko. That's done already, by the degrading Blow 
you gave him. 

Gov. Pray, Niece, what is it has incens'd him 2 

Elo, Nothing but a needleſs Quarrel. 

Gzv. I am forry for him —— To whom is all this 
Fury, Nephew ? 


D. Du. To you, Sir, or any Man that dares oppoſe 


me. 
Cod. Come, you are too boiſterous, Sir; and this 
vain Opinion of your Courage, taken on your late Suc- 
ceſs in Duelling, makes you daily ſhann'd by Men of 


civil Converſation : For Shame, leave off theſe ſenſeleſs 


Brawls ; if you are valiant, as you would be thought, 
turn oat your Courage to the Wars ; let your King and 
Country be the better for't. 

D. Du. Ves, fo I might be General- 
Man living ſhall command me. 

Gow. Sir, you ſhall find that here in Lisbon I will: 
Pm every Hour follow'd wirb Complaints of your Be- 
haviour from Men ci almoit all Conditions; and my 
Authority, which you prelume will bear you out, be- 
cauſe you are my Nephew, no longer ſhall protect you 


Sir, no 


now: Expect vour next Diſorder to be |vnith'd with as 


much Severity, as his that is a Stranger to my Blood. 
| D. Ds. 
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F D. Du. Puniſh me! You, nor your Office, dare not 
o't. . 
Gow. Away! Juſtice dares do any thing ſhe ought. 
El. Brother, this brutal Temper muſt be caſt of: 
When you can matter that, you ſhall gladly command 
my Fortune. But if you ſtill perfiit, expect my Prayers. 
and Vows for your Converſion only ; but never Means, 
or Favour. | 
D. Du. Firs ! and Furies! I'm tutor'd here like a 
mere School-boy ! Women fſhail judge of Injuries in 
Honour Por you, Sir I was born free, and 
will not curb my Spirit, nor is it for your Authority to 
tempt it: Give me the Uſage of a Man of Honour, or 
tis not your Government ſhall protect you, [ Zxit. 
Gow. I am ſorry to ſee this, Niece, for your ſake. 
Ely. Wou'd he were not my Brother. 


Enter Don Manuel, and Sailors, with Angelina. 


D. Mar. Divide the Spoil amongit you: This fair 
Captive L only challenge for myſelf. 

Gow. Ha! ſome Prize brought in. 5 
Sarl. Sir, ſhe's yours ; you fought, and well deſerve 
her. e = 
Gov. Noble Don AManuel ! welcome on Skore ! I ſee 


Fou are fortunate ; for I preſume that's ſome uncommon 


Prize. 

D. Min. She is indeed Theſe ten Vears I have 
known the Scas, and many rough Engagements there; 
but never {aw fo tmall a Bark ſo long defended, with 
ſuch incredible Valour, and by two Men ſcarce arm'd 
TOO, | 

Gow. Is't poſſible! | 

D. Man. Nay, and their Contempt of Death, when 
taken, exceeds even al! they acted in their Freedom. 

Cov. Pray, tell us, Sir. | 

D. Man. When thev were brought aboard us, both 
diſarm'd and ready to be fetter'd, they look'd as they 
had worn never to tare the Bread of Bondage, and on 
a judden ſnatching up their Swords, (the younger wing 
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fixſt from this fair Maid a Farewel only with his Eyes) 
both leapt into the Sea. 

_ Gow. Tis wonderful indeed. | 

D. Man. It wrought ſo much upon me, had not our 
own Safety hinder'd, (at that Time a great Ship pur- 
ſuing us) I wou'd in Charity have ta'en em up, and 
with their Lives they ſhould - have had their Liberty. 

Ang. Too late, alas ! they're loſt ! (Heart-wounding 
Thought !) for ever loſt ———T now am friendleſs, 
miſerable, and a Slave,  _ 

D. Man. Take Comfort, Fair One, perhaps you yet 
again may ſee em: They were not quite a League 
from Shore, and with ſuch Strength and Courage broke 
through the rolling Waves, they cou'd not fail of Life 
and Safety. | 

Ang. In that laſt Hope, I brook a wretched Being: 
But if they're dead, my Woes will find ſo many Doors 
to let out Life, I ſhall not long ſurvive em. | 

Elv. Alas! poor Lady! Come, Sir, Miſery but weeps 
the more, when ſhe is gaz'd on we trouble her. 

| Gow, I wait on you: Your Servant, Sir- — — 
= [Exeunt Elv. ard Gov. 
D. Man. Now, my fair Captive, tho? I confeſs you 
beautiful, yet give me Leave to own my Heart has lor 
been in another's keeping; therefore the Favour I am 
about to aſk, you may at leaſt hear with Safety. 

Ang. This has engag'd me, Sir, to hear. 

D. Man. Theſe three Years have J honourably loy'd 
a noble Lady, her Name Leui/a, the beauteous Niece of 

t Ferrara's Duke : Her Perſon and Fortune uncon- 
troPd, ſole Miſtreſs of herſelf and me, who long have 
languiſn'd in an hopeleſs Conſtancy. Now I perceive, 
in all yonr Language, and your Looks, a foft'ning Power, 
nor car a Sait by you promoted be deny'd: I herefore 
I wou'd awhile intreat your Leave to recommend you, 
as her Companion, to this Lady's Favour ; And (as 1 
am ſure you'll ſoon be near ker cloſeſt Thoughts) if 
you can think upon the honeſt Courtefies I hitherto have 
ſhewn your Mocefiy, and in your happy Talk, but 
name with any Mark of Favour me, or my uuweary'd 

| 1 | | | Love, 


ration 


The For's For TUN x. 41 


Love, twould be a generous Act wou'd fix me ever 
grateful to its Memory. 

Ang. Such poor Aſſiſtance, Sir, as one diſtreſsod like 
me, can give, ſhall willingly be paid: If I can fleal but 
any Thoughts from my own Misfortunes, reit aſſur'd, 
they'll be employ'd in healing yours. 

D. Man. I'll ſtudy to deſerve this Goodneſs; for the 
preſent, think my poor Houſe your own ; at Night Pll 
wait on you to the Lady, till when I am your Guard. 

Aug. You have bound me to your Service —- 

[Exeunt D. Manuel and FRI | 


The SCENE changes to a Church, the Viſpers ſupposd 

ta be juſt ended, ſeveral walking out. Carlos and 
Den Lewis riſing near Louiſa and Honoria. Louiſa 
| ebjerwing Carlos, 


Hon. Come, "YER ſhall we walk out? The 
Croud's pretty well over now. 
Lau. But then that melancholy Sofinefs in his Look ! 


[To herſelf . oy 
Hon. Couſin ! Donna Loui/a ! 
Lou. Ev'n in his Devotions too, ſuch graceful Ado- 
{0 ſweet a 
Hon. Couſin, will you go? 


Lou. Pſhaw, time 3 let's walk 2 
little this Way. 


Hon. What's the Matter with her? 


[They walk from D. Lewis and Carlos. 
Car. To what are we reſerv'd | 

D. Lexv. For no Good, I am afraid My ill 
Luck don't uſe to give over, when ker Hand's in; ſhe's 
always in haſte One Misfortune generally comes 
galloping in upon the Back of — r Drowning 
we have eſcap'd miraculouſly ; wou'd the Fear of Hang - 
' Ing were over too; our being fo ftran geln ſav'd from one, 
ſmells damnable rank of the other. "Ibo! L am oblig'd 
to thee, Charles, for what Life I have, and Tit thank 

thee for't, if ever I ſet Foot vpon my Ecttate again: 
Faith, I was jufl gone; if thou hadit aot taken me upon 
ty. 


* 
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thy Back the laſt hundred Yards, by this Time I had 


been Food for Herrings and Mackrel But it's 
pretty well as it is; for there is not much Difference be- 
tween Starving and Drowning All in good Time 
We are poor enough in Conſcience, and I don't know, 
but two Days more Faſting, might really make us hun- 
gry too. _ 

Lou. They are Strangers then, and ſeem in ſome 
Neceſſity. * [ 4 fide. 

Car. Theſe are light Wants to me, I find' em none, 
when weigh'd with Argelina's Loſs; when I reflect on 
her Diftreis, the Hardſhips and the Cries of helpleſs 
Bondage; the infolent, the deaf Deſires of Men in Pow- 
er; O! I cou'd wiſh the Fate that ſav'd us from the 
Ocean's Fury, in kinder Pity of our Love's Diſtreſs, had 
bury'd us in one Wave — © 

Leu. How tenderly he talks! This were indeed a 
Lover! [ 4/eae. 

D. Lew. A moſt unhappy Loſs indeed! but come, 
don't deſpair, Boy ; the Ship that took us was a Por- 
gue/z, of Liſbon too, I believe; who knows but ſome 
way or other we may hear of her yet? | WD 

Car. In that poor Hope I live —O thou dread 
Power! ſtupendous Author of univerſal Being, and of 
thy wondrous Works, that Virgin Wife, the Mafter- 

iece, look down upon her ; let the bright Virtues of 
bh untainted Mind, ſue for, and protect her: O let 
her Youth, her ſpotleſs Innocence, to which all Paſſages 
in Heaven ſtand open, appear before thy 'Throne di- 
ftreſs'd, and meet ſome Miracle to fave her. | 
| Lou. Who would not die, to be fo pray'd for? [ {/{/e. 

D. Lew. Faith, Charles, thou hatt pray'd heartily, 
Fll ſay that for thee ; fo that if any good Fortune will 
pay us a Viſit, we are ready to receive her now, as ſoon 
as ſhe pleaſes, Come, don't be melancholy. 

Car. Have I not Cauſe ? Were not my force of Faith 
ſuperior to my hopeleſs Reaſon, I could no: bear the 
Inſults of my Fortune; but I have rais'd myſelf, by 
elevated Faith, as far above Deſpair, as Reaſon lifts 
me from the Brute. N 

D. Lew. 
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D. Lew. Why now, would not this make any one 
weep, to hear a young Man talk fo finely, when he is 
almoſt famiſh'd ? 

Lou. What were you ſaying, Couſin ? 

Hon. | wou'd have ſaid, Madam, but you wou'd not 
near me. 

Lou. Prithee forgive me, I was in the oddeſt Thought: 
let's walk a little. I'll have him dogg'd. [ A/ide. ] Jaques? 
FFF bi/pers.] What was't you aſk'd me, Coufin ? 

Hon. The Reaſon of your Averſion to 2 Manuel? 
vou know he loves you. | 

Lou. I hate his Love. 

Hon. But why, pray ? You know tis honourable, aud 
fo is his Family; nor is his Fortune leſs: I ſhould think, 
the more defirable, becauſe his Courage and his Conduct 
on the Seas have rais'd it ; nay, with all this, he's ex- 
tremely modeſt too. 

Lou. Therefore, I might hate him, 

Hon. For his Modelty ? 
Ton. Is any thing fo ſleepy, ſo flat, and infupporta 

ble, as a modelt Loyer ? 

Hon. Wou'd you bear Tmpudence ;n þ Lover? 

Ton. I don't know; it's more tolerable in the Man, 
than the Woman ; and there muſt be Impudence on the 
one Side, before they can both come to a right Under- 
ſtanding. 

Han. Why, what will you have him do ? 

Lou. That's a very home Queſtion, Couſin ; but, 
1 lik'd him, I could tell you. 

Hon. Sappoſe you did like him? 

Leu. Then I would not tell you. 

Hon, Why? 

£54. Cauſe I ſhould have more Diſcretion. 

Hon. Bleſs me] fare you would not do any thing 
you would be aſham'd to tell? 

2 . That's true; but if one ſhou'd, von know, 

/24'd be filly to tell. No Woman would be fond of 
= ame, ſure. 

Fn. But there's no avoiding it in a ame ful Action. 

Lou. Don't be ſo poſitive, Fa 

77. 


* 
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Hon. All your Friends would ſhun you, point at you. 

Lou. And yet you fee there's a World of Friendſhip 
and good Breeding among all the Women of Quality. 

Hen. Suppoſe there be? 

Lou. Why then, 1 ſuppoſe, that a great many of 
them are mightily hurry'd in the Care of their Reputa- 
tion. Oe: 

Hon. So you conclude, that a Woman doing an ill 
# hing, does herſelf no Harm, while her Reputation's 
ate. 1 


Lou. It does not do her ſo much Harm; and, of two 
Evils, Pm always for chuſing the leaſt. 
Hon. What need you — either? 

Lou. Becauſe I have avaſt Fortune in my own Hands, 
and love dearly to do what I have a mind to. 
Hen. Why won't you marry then? 
Lou. Becauſe then I muſt only do as my Huſband. 
has a mind to; and I hate to be govern'd : On my 
Soul, I would not marry, to be an Engliſb Wife; not but 
the dear. Jolting of a Hackney Coach, and an eaſy Huſ- 
| „are ſtrange Temptations ; but from the cold Com- 
fort of a fine Coach with Springs, and adull Huſband 
with none, good Lord deliver me: But then, the Inſo- 
lence of ours is inſupportable, becauſe the naſty Law 

es em a Power over us, which Nature never deſign'd 
'em. For my part, I had rather be in Love all Days 
of my Life, than marry. = 

Hon. That is, you had rather bear the Diſeaſe, than 
have the Cure. 8 

Lou. Marriage is indeed a Cure for Love; but Love's 
a Diſeaſe I wou'd never be cur'd of; therefore, no more 
Phy ſick, dear Couſin; no more Husbands — I hate 
your bitter. Draughts Not but I'm afraid I am a2 
little Feveriſh—— You'll think me mad. 

Hon. What's the Matter? OS 
Lau. Did you obſerve thoſe Strangers that have 

walk'd by us. | | 
Hen. Not much ; but whatof them ? 

Lou. Did you hear nothing of their Talk ? | 
Her. I think I did; one of 'em, the younger, ſeen'd 
cancern'd for a loſt Miſtreſs. 


Lowe. 
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Lou. Ay, but ſo near, fo tenderly concern'd, his 
Looks, as well as Words, ſpeaking an inward Grief, 


that could not flow from every common Paſſion; I 
muſt know more of him. 


Hon. What do you mean? | 
Leu. Muſt ſpeak to him, 
Hon. By no means. | 
| Lou. Why, you fee they are Strangers, I believe in 
ſome neceflity ; and ſince they ſeem not born to beg 


Relief, to offer it unaſk'd, would add ſome Merit to 


the Charity. 
Hot. Conſider. 

Lau. I hate it Sir Sir — 

D. Lew. Would you ſpeak with me, Madam? 

Lou. If you pleafe, with your Friend not to 
interrupt you, Sir. | | 

Car. Your Pleaſure, Lady ? 

Lou. You ſeem a Stranger, Sir. 

Car. A moſt unfortunate one. 

Lou, If I am not deceivd, in Want: Pardon my 
Freedom if I have err'd, as freely tell me ſo; if 
not, as Earneſt of your better Fortune, thi: Trifle ſues 
for your Acceprance. = 

D. Lew. Take it, Boy. 

Car. A Bounty ſo unmerited, and from an Hand un- 
known, fills me with Surpriſe and Wonder: But give 
me Leave, in Honeſty, to warn you, Lady, of a too 
beedleſs Purchaſe ; for it you mean it as the Bribe to 
any Evil you would have me practiſe, be not offended, 
if I dare not take it. | 

Lou. How affably he talks ! how chaſte ! how inno- 
cent his Thoughts! he muſt be won ! — [Ade]! 
| You are too ſcrupulous; I have no hard Deſigns upon 

your Honeſty - —--- only this Be wiſe and 
cautious, if you ſhould foilow me ; I am obſerv'd, fare- 
well. Taques !/ —— Will you walk, Couſin ? 

Whiſpers Jaques. and bring me Word imme- 


E tely --- I am going Home. [ Exe. Lou. and Hon. 
D. Leto. Let's fee, Odſheart her, Man — 


Car, 


46 Love makes a MAN; or, 
Car. Diſpoſe it as you pleaſe. 
D. Lew. PI firſt have a better Title tot. No, tis 
all thine, Boy —— I hold an hundred Piſtoles ſhe's ſome 

eat Fortune in Love with you——1 fay, follow her 
— you have loſt one Wife before you had her, I'd 
have you make ſure of another before you loſe her. 

Car. Fortune, indeed, has diſpoſſeſs'd her of my 
Perſon ; but her firm Title to my Heart, not all the 
_ ſubtle Arts or Laws of Love can ſhake or violate. 
D. Lew. Prithee follow her now ! methinks I'd fain 
ſee thee in Bed with ſome body before I die. 

Car. Be not fo poor in Thought; let me intreat you 
rather to employ 'em, Sir, with mine, in Search of 
Angelina's Fortune. 

D. Lew. Well, dear Charles, don't chide me now. 

I do love thee, and I will follow thee. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE the Street. Enter Antonio and Charino. 


Ant. You heard what the Sailor ſaid, Brother, ſuch a 
Ship has put in here, and ſuch Perſons were taken in it. 
"Therefore my Advice 1s, immediately to get a Warrant 
from the Government to ſearch and take em up where- 
ever me can find em. 8 

Cha. Sir, you muſt not tell me—I won't be chous'd 
of my Daughter; I ſhall expect her, Sir; if not, I'll. 
take my Courſe; I know the Law. [Walks about. 
At. You really have a great deal of dark Wit, Bro- 
ther; but if you know any Courſe better than a War- 
rant to ſearch for her, in the Name of Wiſdom, take it; 
if not, here's my Oath, and yours, and ——how now, 
where's Cay, — oh, here he comes 


Enter Clodio, ſearching his Pockets. 
How now! What's the Matter, Boy? 
Clo. Ay, it's gone, ſplit me. | 
Ant. What's the Matter ? 2 [ Louder. 
Cle. The beſt Joint in Chriſtendom. 
Ant. Clody ! 


. 
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_ Cho. Sir, I have loſt my Snuff-box. LS 


r. Pſbaw, a Trifle ; get thee another, Man. 


Sir, tis not to be had: — beſides, I dare not 

ſhew my. Face at Paris without it. What do you 

think her e will ſay to me? 

4 Well, upon ſecond Thoughts, I am content to 
rch 


Ch. I have ſearch'd all my Pockets — over, 


do no purpoſe. 


Cha. Pockets ! 
Co. It's impoſſible to fellow i it, but in n 
go to Pari:, ſplit me. Aide. 


Cha. To Paris! Why you don't ſuppo e my 
Daughter's there, Sir? 

C/o. I don't know but ſhe may, Sir: but I am ſure 
they make the beſt Joints in Europe there. 

Cha. Joints! — my Son-in-law that ſhou'd have 
been, ſeems ftrangely alter'd for the worle. But come, 
let's to the Governor. | 

Ch. I'll have it cry'd, Faith ; or, if that won't 0 | 
I have a lucky Thought; PII offer thirty Piſtoles to the 
Finder, in the Paris Gazette, in pure Compliment to 
the Favours of Madam la Duche/5 de Mum. I'll 
do't, Faith. 

Ant. Come along, Clody. [ Exe. Ant. and Charino. 

Clo. Sir, I muſt look a little, I'll follow vou preſently ; 
my poor pretty Box! Ah, Plague of my Sea-V ofage- | 


Enter a — kaftil; with a F lanbean. 


Serv. By your Leave, Sir, my Maſter's coming ; pray, 
Sir, clear the Way. 


C Ha ! why thou art pert, my Love; prithee, who 
3s thy Maiter, Child ! 

Serv. The valiant Don Duart, Sir; mos to the 
Governor of Lisbon. 


Ch. Well, Child, and what? does he eat every Man 
he meets ? 
Serv. No, Sir, but he challenges :very Man that takes 


the Wall of him, and always ſends me dene. clear 
the Way. Ch 


* 
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Ch. Ha ! a pretty harmleſs Humour that? Is this he, 
Child? Vou may look as terrible as you pleaſe, [ 
muſt banter you, ſplit me, Aſide. 


Enter Don Daart, halting up to Clodio. : 


D. Du. Do you know me, WT 

Ch. Hey! ho [ Looks careleſly on bim, and ches. 

D. Du. Do you know me, Sir ? 

Clo. You did not ſee my Snuff- box, bs, did you ? 
D. Ds. Sir, in Lisbon no Man asks me a Queſtion co- 

verd. [Striiis of Clod ' Hat. ] Now you know me. 

"Ck. Perfectly well, Sir.— Hi! hi ! Iike you migh- 
tily—;y ou are not a Bully, Sir? 

D. Du. You are ſaucy, Friend. 

Ch. Ay, it's a Way I have, after Pm affronted —— 
Thou art really the moſt extraordinary— umph——that 
ever I met with ! Now, Sir, do * me, ſplit me? 
D. Du. Know thee! take that, Peaſant 


| [ Strikes him, and both draw. 
Clo. I can't, upon my Soul, Sir; Allons! now we 
ſhall come to a right Underfanding. [They fight. 


Serv. Help! Murder! help! 

C/o. All;ns ! to our better Acquaintance, Sir; A, 

hah ! [O. Du. fells.] he has it! Never puſh'd better 
in my Life, never in my Life, ſplit me. 
Serv, O! my Matler's kill'd ! help ho! Murder! 
help! 

Uh. Hey! why Faith, Child, that's very true as 
thou ſlay'it, ad ſo the Devil take the Hindmoft. 


[Exit Clodio. 
Enter Officers, 


1ſt Off. How now! Who's that cries Murder: 
Serv. O, my Maſter's murder'd ; ſome of you follow 


me, this Way he took ! let's after him—help ! 
Murder! help! [Exit, 


2d Off. Tis Don Duart. 
iſt Of. So, Pride has got > Fall; be has pad for' 
now; 
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now ; you have met with your Match, Faith, Sir. Come, 
let's carry the Body to the good Lady hs Siſter Dera 

Elvira; you purſue the Murderer, Il warrant him 
ſome civil Gentleman; ye need not make too much 


Haſte, for if he does ſcape, *tis no great Matter 
Come along. [ Exeant with the Body, 


Enter Carlos and Den Lewis, followed at ſeme Diſtance 
by Jaques, and Bravoes, with a Chair. 


D. Lew. Come along, Cal TA In Loy tis ſhe by 
their Deſcription; and if that brawny Dog, the Captain, 


has plaid her no foul Play, ſhe ſhan't . Ranſom, if 
all my Eſtate can purchaſe it. 


Car. Now Fortune guide us. Exeun:. 
Faques. That's he, the talleſt beſure vou ſpare 
his Perſon — only force him into this Chair, and 
carry him as directed. 
1ſt Bra. What muſt be done with the old Fellow ? 
Faques. We muſt have him too, leſt he ſhould dog 
the other, and be troubleſome. If he won't come quiet - 


ly, bring him any how Follow ſoftly, we ſhall ſnap 
'em as they turn the Corner. 


A Note e Follexy, &e. Enter Clodio Lahe, from the 


cher Hide. 


Cu. Ah! Pox of their Noſes! the Dogs have ſmelt 
me out! What ſhall 1 do? If they take me, I ſhall be 


hang'd, ſplit me —_— He a Door open! Faith I'll in at 
a venture, . [ Exit. 


Re-enter Bravoes with Carlos in a Chair, feme haling 
in Dan Lewis. 


D. Lew. O my poor Boy Charlies Charles ! 
help ! Murder ! 


1/f Bra. Hold your Peace, Fool, if you'd be well us'd. 


D. Lew. Sir, I will not hold my Peace; Dogs! 
— ! Villains! Help! Murder! 


8 Cc | 1/7 Bra. 


30 LovE makes a Mam; or, 


1/7 Bra. Nay, then by your Leave, old Gentleman, 
— do, bring him along. 
D. Lew. Aw! aw ! aw ! © [They pas him, and carry 
lin Lead du Heels, Exeunt. 


SCENE a Chamber, Elvira and her Servants with 
Lights, 
Elo. Is not my Brother come home yet? 
erw. I] have not ſeen him, Madam 
El. Go and ſeek bim; go all of ye every where 
PI not rett *till you return; take away your Lights too; 
for my Devotions are written in my Heart, and 1 ſhall 
read em without a Taper, | Exeunt Servants, 


Enter Clodio Healing iu. 


Clo. Ah ! poor Clody ! what will become of thee ? thy 
Condition, I'm afraid, is but very indifferent—Follow'd 
behind! ſtopt before! and beſet on both Sides! Ah! 
Pox o' my Wit! I muſt be bantering, mult I ? But let 
me ſee! where am I] an odd fort of an Houſe this 
all the Doors open, and no body in't! no Noile * no 
Whiſper ! no Dog ſtirring ! 

Elv. Who's that ? 

Clo. Ha! a Woman's Voice. 

El. Who are you? Who waits there? Stephane: 4 
Julia! 

Clo. Gadſo! 'tis the Lady of the Houſe ; ſhe can't ſee 
my unfortunate Face hovever. Faith, Pl eben make a 
grave Speech, tell her my Caſe, and beg her Protection. 

Ev. Speal:! what are you ? 

Cao. Madam, a moit unfortunate young Gentleman. 

Ely. I am ſure you are a Man of moſt ill Manners, 
to preſs thus boldly to my private Chamber. Whither 
wou'd you? What want you ? | 

Clo. CGrracious Madam, hear me; I am a Stranger 
moſt unio:tunate, and my Diſtreſs has made me radely 
preſs for your Protection: If you refuſe it, Madam, I 

am undone for ever by ſay, Madam, I am utterly 
undone! Twas coming, Faith ! (46. 
| Elu. 
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Ele. Alas! his Fear confounds him. What is 't pur · 
ſues you, Sir ? 

Clo. An Outcry of Officers ; the Law's at my Heels, 
Madam, tho” Juſtice I'm not afraid of. 

Elv. How could you offend the one, and not the other ? 

Cho. Being provok'd, Madam, by the Infolence of my 
Enemy, in my own Defence, I juſt now left him dead in 
the Street. I ama very young Man, Madam, and I wou!J 
not willingly be hang'd in a ſtrange Country, methinks 


which I certainly ſhall be, unleſs your tender Charity _ 


protects me — Gad, I have a rare Tongue, I have a 
rare Tongue, Faith! . 1 
Ele. Poor Wretch, I pity him ! 
Co. Madam, your Houle is now my only Sanctuarv. 
my Altar; therefore I beg you, upon my Knees, Ma- 
W take pity of a poor bleeding Victim. 
v. Are vou a Caſfiliau? | 
Cle. No, Madam, I was born in—in—in—What de 
call'um —in— 
Ele. Nay, I aſk not with Purpoſe to betray you; 
were you ten thouſand times 2 Sanliard, the Nation we 
Portugueſe moſt hate, in ſuch Diſtreſs, I yet would give 
vou my Protection. 
Clo. May I depend upon you, Madam? am I ſafe? 
Ele. Safe as my Power, my Word, or Vow can make 
you: Enter that Door, which leads you to a Cloſet ; 
ſhould the Oficers come, as you expect, they owe ſuch 
Reverence to my Lodgings, they'll ſearch no further 
than my Leave invites em. 
Clo, D'ye think, Madam, you can perſuade 'em ? 
Elv. Feir not, I'll warrant you; away 
Clo. The Breath of Gods, and Eloquence of Angels, 
go along with you. Exit. 
Elv. Alas! who knows but chat the Charity I afford 
this Stranger, perhaps my Brother, elſewhere, may ſtand 
in need of, How he trembles! I hear his Breath come 
ſhort, hither. Be of Comfort, Sir, once more I give 
vou my folema Promiſe tor your Safety. 


En Enter 


=> 


U 
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Enter Servant and Officers, with Don Duart's Bedy. 


Serv. Here, bring in the Body — O! ] Madam, my 
_ Maſter's Eill'd. 

Elu. What ſay'ſt thou ? | 

Serv. Your Brother, Madam, my Maſter, yourg Don 
Duart's dead; he juit now quarrell'd with a Gentleman, 
who unfortunately kill'd him! in the Street. 

Elu. Ah me! 
1/f Off. We are inform'd, Madam, that the Murderer 
was feen to enter this Houſe, which made us preſs into 

it to apprehend him. 
Elu. Oh! 

Serw. Help, ho, my Lady faints. . 
1/* Off. Give her Air, ſhe'll recover. Clodio preps in. 
Cb. Hey! — why, what the Devil ! am I ſafer than 
I would be now? —F.xa&tly — I have nick'd the Houſe 
to an Hair — Juſt fo I did at Paris too, when I took a 
Lodging at a Bailiff's that had three Write againſt me 
This damn'd Cloſet too has ne'er a Chimney to creep 
out at — Ah! poor Cledy ! wow'd thou wert fairly in a 
Storm at Sea again, for I'm plaguily afraid thou wert 
not born to be drown'd. | [ Retires, 

Flv. Stand off, my Sorrows will have Way: O my 
unhappy Brother! ſuch an End as this thy haughty Mind 
did long fince propheſy! and to increaſe my Miſery, thy 


_ wretched Siſter wilfully muſt make a Breach of what 


ſhe has vow'd, or thou fall unreveng'd. Revenge and 

ſuſtice both ſtand Knocking at my Heart, but hoſpirable 

Faith has barr'd their Entrance: If I ſhow'd give em 

Way, I am forſworn; if not. am impious to a Brother's 

Memory. Is there no Means ? no middle Path of Safety 

le: 2 mutt I protect my Brother's Murderer ? or break 
2 ſolemn Vow, on which another's Life depends? 


Ze, Governer and Servants. 


Sc. Where's this unhappy Sight? — Alas! he's 
gone paſt all Recovery. Reproof comes now too late. 


Elz. It ſhall be ſo ; ; I'll rake the * Evil of the 
two, 


= 
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two, and keep the ſolemn Vow to which juſt Heaven was 
Witneſs : The Wounds of Perjury never can be cur'd, 


but Juſtice may again overtake the Murderer, when no 
raſh Vows protect him. 


Gov. Take Comfort, Niece. 

Elo. O forbear ; ſearch for the Murd: erer, and remove 
the Body at your Diſcretion, Sir, to be inter'd, while | 
ſhut out the offentive Day, and here in Solitude jadutre 
my Sorrow; therefore | beg my neareſt Friends, and 
you, my Lord, for ſome tew Days, to ſpare your cha- 
ritable Viſits. 

Cv. I grieve for your! Misfortune . but ſince 
you'll have it ſo, we take our Leavcs; farewel — Pr ing 
forth the Body. | Exit. 

Che. Hey ! what, are they gone away without me ? 
and by her Contrivance too Gadto ! 


Elv. Whoe'er thou art, to whom l've given Means of 


Life, to let thee ſee with what Religion I have kept mv 
Vow, come fearleſs forth, while Night's thy Friend, and 
paſ® unknown. | 

Cl. If this is not Love, the Devil's in't. 222 


Eid. Fly with thy utmoſt Speed, where I may ne es 
ſce thee more. 


(s. Ay, that's her Modeſty 2 


Z. v. And let that ak Faitii thou ha? fon) * 


me. perſuade thee to atone thy Crime by Peuitnce. 


C. Poor Soul! I may find a better Way to tl: _ 4 thee 
for't. 


Edi. You are at the Door now, farewe! fos ever. 
Ci. Which is as much as to ſay, what wou'd | xg + 
to ſee you again? — All in good Time, Child . 


ry 
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g 
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Euter Don Duart in tis Night-Gewn, Surgeon, and 
Scrvant:s. 


D. D. AO AY I verture yet Abroad, Sir ? 
Surg. Wuh Safety, Sir, your 
* Wound was never dangerous; tho“ 
D from vour great Loſs of Blood, you 
ſeem' d awhile without Signs of Lite. 
D. Du. Sir, do you know if the Gentleman that 
wounded me be in Cuſtody ? | 
Surg. He was never taken, Sir, nor known, that I 
could hear of | 
D. Du. I am forry fort ; for could | find him, which 
nov ſhall be my earneſt Care, { would with real Services 
ackrowledge him my beſt of Friends, in having proved 
fo fortunate an Enemy; he has beſtow'd on me a ſecond 
Life, which, from a clearer Inſight of myſelf, will teach 
nie now to ule it better too. How does my viiter ſeem 
to b-ar my Fortune? Es 
Sarg. T rever knew the Loſs of any Friend lamented 
_ with more Sorrow; the ſuffers none to viſit her, nor is 
ſhe acouainted with your Recovery. | 
D. Da. I would not have her vet, nor any of my 
Friends; no Moiſture ſooner Gries, than Women's Tears; 
210 the Jam aptto ching my Siſter honeſt in her Sorrow, 
vet knowing hera Wem n, lil J am reſolv'd to make a 
further Trial of ker Virtus. | | 
 C&urg. Sir, you may command my Secrecy. 
D. Du. I thank you, Sir, twill oolige me — Boy 
Serv. Sir. | 
D. Du. Do you think you know again the Gentleman 
that fought me ? 


Ferd. 
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Serv. I believe J may, Sir 

D. Du. I'd have ven ſuddenly inquire him out; he 
ſeem'd, by his Report, of France, or Erol: 4 if fo, 
you'll probabiy ſᷣnd him in ſome lewd Houle ore ther. 


Ser. Rather at Cnurch, ir; for o bed, will ſuſpect 


hin, there. f N | 
D. Du. Seek him every where; come, Sir, I wait for 


you. i [ Eoewnts 


The SCENE ch-nes to Loviii's [icuc. 
Don Manuel azd Angclina.. 
D. Mar. Now, Madam, let my hard Foftune tench 


you a little to endure your own. You fee with what 
ſevere Neplet ſhe ſtill receives my humble Love; na- 


thing I fay, or do, has any Weight or Motion in her 


Thoughts for me. 


Ang. You are too diffident of your Fortune; I wou'd 


not have an honeſt Mind deſpair ; ſhe ſeem'd, indeed, a 
little careleſs of you —you gave her no Offence, I'm con- 
fident. See, here ſhe comes; take heed how you diſ- 
pleaſe ber by an impatient Stay—Prav go, in the mean 
time PI! think of you — in iced [ will. 

D. Man. J am yours for ever=— [| Exeunt /cvereatly, 


Enter Louifa and Jaques, Servants waiting. 


Leu. Were they both ſeiz'd ? 

Jag. Both, Madam, and will be here immediately. I 
ran before, to give your Ladyſhip Notice. 

Leu. You know my Orders; when they are enter'd, 
bar all the Doors, and on your Lives let every one be 
mate, as I direted—TI muſt retire awhile. [ Excunt. 


Enter Bravoes, av let Carlos out of the Chair, while 
e:ers throw down Don Lewis gagg'd and bound. 


Car. So, Gentlemen, you find I've not reſiſted you 


but now pray let me know my Crime? Why have you 
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brought me hither? where am I? if in Prifon, lock in 
my Face, perhaps you have miiia'cen me for another. 
[Jaques holds up his Lanthorn, nods, aid Exit with the reſb. 
You ſeem to know me, Sir —— All dumb, and vaniſh'd; 
my Fortune's denten, ſhe ſports with me. 
D. Lew! Aw! aw! | 
Car. What's here! kg Fellow Priſoner ! Who are you! 
D. Lezu. Aw! a | 


Car. Do you fouw!: no other Language ? . 


D. Leas. Aw! ay! aw | . [ Louder. 
Car. Nay, that's the fame. | 
D. Lew. Oh! [Sighing, 


Car. Poor Wretch! I am afraid he would weak if he 
cou'd, | 


Pe enter }-ques au Servants with Lights, «« 08 relcoſe 2 
Dan Lewis. 


Sure bey think [ walk in my Sleep, and won 't ſpeak, 
ior fear cf »aking me. - 

D. Lex. Sir, your moſt humble Servant; and now 
my Tongue's at Liberty, pray, will you do me the Fa- 
our to thew me the Way home again? 

What a Pox, are you all dumb ? 2 xeunt mute. 
Veil, Sir, and pray what are-— Charles! ah ! my 
* Be * J [ Kifſos him. 

Dar. My Uncle! nay then my Fortune has not quite 
berg ken me! How came you hitker, Sir! 

D. Lex. Faith, like a Corpſe into Church, Boy, with 
my Heels foremolt ; but prithee how didſt thou come ? 

Car. You faw the Men that ſeiz d us; they forc'd me 
| Into a Chair, and brought me. 

D. Lew. Well, but a Pox plague em, what is all this 
for ? what wou'd they have ? 

Car. That we muſt wait their Pleaſure to be inform'd 
of; they have indeed alarm'd my Reaſon, not my Con- 
ſcience ; that's {till at reſt, fearleſe of any Danger. 

D. Lu. The Sons of Whores won't ſpeak neither. 
Hey Day] what's to be dore ncw 7 


Ful er 
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Enter Jaques, and Servants, with a Banquet, Wine, aud 
| Lights. 


Car. More Riddles yet! I dream ſure. 

[Jaques compliments D. Lewis to take his Chair. 

D. Lew. For me? Sir, your moſt humble Servant : 
[Sirs.] Charles ! fit down, Boy. 

Ha! ha! ha! a Parcel of filly dumb Dogs! Is this all 
the Buſineſs ? Puppies! did they think I wou'd not come 
to Supper, without being brought Neck and Heels to't? 

Car. Amazement all ! what can it end in ? 

D. Lezv. Never trouble thy Head, prithee; Pox of 
Queſtions : fall to, Man — Delicate Food truly —— 
Here-— Dumb ! prithee give's a Glaſs of Wine, to wet 
the Way a little : Come, Charles, here's, here's | 
honeſt Pumb's Bealth to thee : [ Drix4s. ] Dumb's a very 
honeſt Fellow, Faith. [ Claps Jaques on the Head. 

Cor. Whot Harmory's this? [4 Flouriſh. 

D. Lew. Rare Muſick indeed! let's eat and hear it. 

| | | { Dufick here. 
Mighty fins, truly ——1 have not made an heartier Meal 
a great while. > 
{fore Jaques ers a Night-Gown and Cap to 
2 Den Lewis. 5 | 
Well, and what's to do now, Lad! for me, Boy? Occ! 
we he here, do ve?—mighty well that again, Faith; 
(for I was juſt thinking to go Home, but that I lad 
ncer a Ledging:) Nay, I always faid honeſt Dumb 


knew how to make his Friends welcome — Well, bet 
ns Time enough yet, ſhan't we crack a Bottle firtt ? 


Charles is melancholy. Jaques ſhakes bis Herd. 
What! that's as much as to Ay, if I won't po, I hall be 
carry'd—— Sir, your humble Servant: [Puts cn the 
Gown, ] Well, Charles, good Night, ſince they won't let 
me have a mind to ſtay any longer! I'd give a Piſtole 
tho', to know what this will come to. Dumb, come 
along. | 
Cer, I'm bury'd in Amazement—Why am I buſy'd 
thus in Trifles, having fo many nearer Thoughts that 
ED | oo SR wound 
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wound my Peace Ha, more Mufick ? I could al moſt 

ſay, twere welcome now. | | 
[A Seng here; which ended, D. Lewis appears above. 
D. Lew. So! at laſt I have grop'd out a Window, 

that will let me into the Secret; now if any foul Play 


ſhould happen, I am pretty near the Street too, and can 
bawl out Murder to the Watch 


But Mum! the Door opens! 
Enter Louiſa, 


Hey! ah! what dull Rogues were wo not to ſuſpeRt this 
before! —— Dumb's a fly Dog; tis the, Faih— tum, 
dum, dum — here will be fine Work prefently, toll, 
dum, di, dum ——— Now I ſhall fec what Mettle my 
Boy's made of; tum, dum, dum. : 

Leu. You ſeem amaz'd, Sir. 

Car. Your Pardon, Lady, if I confeſs it raiſes much 
my Wonder, why a Stranger, friendleſs, and un!:nown, 
ſhould meet, unm«ricd, ſuch Floods of Courteiy ; for. 
if I miſtake not, once this Day before, I've taſted of 

vour Bounty. : 
Ton. I hive forgot that; but I confeſs I ſaw you, Sir. 

Car. Why then es I forc'd ther ? If ycu reliev'd 
me only from a ſoft Compaſſion of my Fortune, you 
cou'd 1.9: think but ſuch Humanity might, on the 
llighteſt Eiint, bars drawn me to be grateful. | 

Leu. I ewn ] cov'd not truſt you to my Fortune; I 
knew not but ſome other might have. ſeen you—beſide, 
metheucht you {poke leſs kind to me before. 

Car. Ii my po Thanks were offer'd in too plain a 
Drels, (as] conteſs, Pm little practis'd in the Rules of 
grac' i ECHav iour) rather think me ignorant, than ruce, 
and f ity what c cannot pardon. 

c. Fy! you are too modeſt . how cou'd you 
charge yourſelf with ſucha Thought? I ſcarce can think 
'tis in vour Nature to be rede—— at leaft to our Sex. 

Car, *I were more unpardonable there. 


Leu. Nav, now you are too ſtrict on the other Side; 
ſor there may happen Times, when what the World calls 


Rude- 
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Rirdeneſs, a Woman might be brought to pardon ; Sea- 
ſons, when even Modeiiy were Ignorance Pray 
be ſeated, Sir — nay, I'll have it fo I ſay, ſome- 
times too much Reſpect (pray be nearer, Sir,) were moſt 
offenſive : Suppoſe a Woman were yeduc'd to offer Love, 
her Pains of Shame are ar tuna : and ſhou'd ſhe 
call that Lover rude, who, kindly conſcious of her 
Wishes, bravely cfolves to take, and faves her Modeſty 
the Guilt of giving? Suppoſe yourſelt the Man fo lov'd, 
where cou'd you ind, at fuch a Time, Excuſes for your 
Modetty ? | - | 

Car. If I cou'd love again, my Eyes wou'd tell her; 
if not, I ſhou'd not eaſily believe; at leait, in Manners, 
wou'd not ſeem to underſtand her. J 

Loa. Alas! you have too poor a Senſe of Woman's 
Love. Think you we have no Invention ? You wou'd 
not unde aud her! how wou'd vou avoid it? when 
cen her Tightelt Look would ſpeak too plain for that 
Excuie ; it not, ſhe's fill proceed Thus gently ſteal 
your Hand, and f1:ch, and preſs it to her Hear, and then 
hor wiking in your Eyes till Love himielf ſhot forth, 
and wak'd you to Compaſſion. | 

Car. Amazing ! can the be the Creature ſhe deſcribes ? 


Lou. O! they have ſuch ſubtle Ways to ſtcal into a2 


Lover's Heart; nay, if ſhe's refolute, not all your Strength 
of Modeity can guard you; ſhe'd preſs you ſtill with 
plainer, ſtronger Proofs; her Life, her Fortune ſhou'd 
be yours: For where a Woman loves, ſuch Gifts as theſe 


are 'Trif'2s ; thus, like the lazy Minutes, wou'd ſhe 


ſeal em on, which once but pail, are quite forgotten. 
[ Grwes hin Fewels. 
_ Cor. Is't poſible ! can there be ſuch a Woman? 


Lau. Fy! Icou'd chide you now; you wou'd not ſure 


be thought fo flow of Apprehenſion ! 


Car. Ixou'd not willingly be thought ſo vain, or ſo 


uncharitable, to ſuppoſe there cou'd be ſuch a one. 

Lou. Nay, now you force me to forſake my Sex, and 
tell you plain I cannot ſpeak it yet you mult 
know—But tell me, muſt I needs bluſh to own a 8 

. | | to 
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that's ſo tender of you ? I am this Creature fo reduc'd 
for you, and all you've ſeen ſuppoſed was natural, all 
but the ſoft Reſult of growing Love —— Why are you 
{ll thus fix'd, and filent ? what is't you fear? 

Car. Monſtrous! * | [ 4/ide, and riſing. 

Lon. What is't you ſtart at ? 

Car. Not for your Beauty; tho” I confeſs you fair to 
a Perfection, compleat in all that may engage the Eye: 
But when that Beauty fades (as Time leaves none un- 
viſited) what Charm ſhall then ſecure my Love? Your 
Riches ? nn ar. honeſt Mind's above the Bribes of 
Fortune: For tho? diftreſs'd, a Stranger, and in Wart, 
I thus return 'em thankleſs: Be moceſt, and be virtuous, 
III admire vou; all good Men will addre you, and when 
your: Beauty and vour Fortune are no more, will ſtill de- 
liver down vour Name rever'd to Ages: But while vou 
thus enſlave your generous Reaſon to ſo intemperate a 
Folly. vour very Nature ſeems javerted: Cou'd you but 
ore Moment calmly ! lay it by, you'd find fuch a vile In- 
dignity to your Sex, as Modeſiy could never pardon. 

Loa. If I appear too free a Lover, and talk beyond 
the uſual Courage of my Sex, forgive me; I'll be again 
the fearful, ſoft'ning Wretch, that you would have me: 

My Wishes thall be dumb, unleſs my Eyes may ſpeak 
dem; or if I dare to touch your Hand, it ſhall be gently 
wembling, and unperceiv'd as Air; nay, fix'd, and ſilent, 
as your Shade, Il} watch whole Winter Nights content, 
and liſtening to vour Slumbers: Is this Intemperance ? 
for Pity ſpeak, for I confeſs your hard Reproofs have 
firuck upon my Heart! O! ſay you will be mine, and 
make your own Conditions. It you ſuſpe& my Temper, 
bind me by the moſt ſacred Tye, and let my Love, my 
Perſon, and my Forture, lawfully be yours. 

Car. Take heed! conſider yet, if even this Humility 
be not the Offspring of your firit unruly Paſſion : But 
ſince at leaſt it carries ſomething a better Claim to my 
Concern, I'll be at once fincere, and tell you, tis im- 
poſſible that we ſhould ever meet in Love. 

Lou. Impoſſible ! O ! why ? 


Car, Becauſe my Love, my Vows, and Faith, are 


given 
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given to another: Therefore, ſince you find I dare be 
honeſt, be early wiſe, and now releaſe me to my Fortune. 


Len. I cannot part with you. 

Car. You muſt ! I cannot with my Reaſon — Pray 
Tet me paſs ! Why do you thus hang upon my Arm, and 
ftrain your Eyes, as if they had Power to hold me ? 

Lou. Ungrateful ! will you go? Take heed! for you 
have prov'd I am not Miſtreſs of my Temper. 


Car. I ſee it, and am forry, but needed not this 


Threat to drive me; for {till I dare be juſt, and force my- 
ſelf away. 


thrown off my Pride for this? O! inſupportable ! —— 
If I am not reveng'd, may all the —=— well. 


2 [Walbs diſorder d. 
D. Leo. What a Pox, are all theſe ſine Things come 
to nothing then? — Poor Soul! ſhe's in great Heat 


truly Ah! filly Rogue! 


now could I find in 


my Heart to put her into good Humour again—T have a 


great Mind, Faith Odd ! ſhe's a Hummer! LA 

tirange Mind, I ha'rt had ſuch a Mind a great while 

Hey !——ay ! I'll do't, Faith — if ſhe does but ſtay 

now; ah! if ſhe does but fray ! [As he is getting from the 
Balconv, Louiſa 7s /pcaiing to Jaques. 

Lou. Who waits there? 


Euter Jaques. 


Where's the Stranger? | f 

Jag. Madam, I met him juſt now walking haſtily 
about the Gallery. 

Lou. Are all the Doors falt ? 

Jag. All barr'd, Madam. 


Zcu. Put out all your Lights too, and on your Lives - 


let no one aſk or anſwer him any Queſtion: But be you 
ſtill near to obſerve him. [ Exit Jaques. 
Ah! ” [Don Lewis drops down. 
D. Lew. Odſo! my Back! 

Lon. Bleſs me, who's this? what are you? 
D. Lew. Not above fifty, Madam. 


Low. 


8 | [ Exit Carlos. 
Lou. O Torture! left! refus'd! deſpis'd! Have 1 
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Lou. Whence come you ? What's your Bufineſs ? 

D. Lexv. Finiſhing. 

Lou. Who ſev, who broaght you hither ? 

D. Lew Dumb, honeſt Dumb. 

Lex. Will you be gone, Sir? I have no Time to fool 
away. 8 

D Lu Yes, but you have ; what! don't I know ? 

Lou. Pray, Sir, who? what is't you take me for ? 

D. Leu. delicate Piec:: of Work truly, but not 
finiſh d; you und: rſtund me. 

Lou. You are mat, vir. 

D. Lea. I ſay, don't you be fo modeſt; for there are 
Times, do you fee, when even Modeſty is fonorance, 
(pray be ſeared, Madaa — ru, Ii! have it o) ah! 

[ Sits daun anx mimick hor Debowiowe C Carlos, 
Lou. Coniuhon ! have I exro'd myſfe i tis Preto 
too! had Witneſſes to my Folly ! —- nav. 14 tferve 
It. 5 | e Ste ud mite. 
D. Lew. So! ſo! 1 ſhall bring ber to l roms FiCionte 
ly you have a World of pretty j. here, Ma- 5 
dam — ay, tuheſe no“ —théeie are a Couple of mae 
large Stones truly; but where a Wonen oves, ſuck 
Gifts as theſe are Trifles. | | Bimdcs again, 
Loa. Inſupportable! within there! 


Enter Servants and Dravecs. 


D. Lew. Hey [Ri/ing. 
Sery. Did your Ladyſhip call, Madam? 
D. Lew. I don't like her Louis, Faith. F177 


Leu. Here, take this Fool, let him be gagg'd, yd 
_ and Heels, and lock'd into a Garret; away w ith 
m 
D. Lew. Dumb ' Dumb help, Dumb! Dumb ! land 
by me Dumb! A Pox of my fi:.ihhing, Aw! aw 
| ' [They gag him, and carry him off. 
3 The Inſolence of this Foo! was more provoking 
than the other's Scorn ; but I ſhall yet find Ways to 
meaſure my Revenge. [Exit Louiſa. 


Re-enters 
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Re-enter Carlos in the Dark. 


Car. What can this evil Woman mean me? the Doors 
all barr'd! the Lights put out! the Servants mute, and 
ſhe with Fury in her Eyes now ſhot * by me: 
I wou'd the worſt wou'd ſhew itſelf. Ha! yonder's a 
Light, Pll follow it, and provoke my Fortune. [ Exit. 


The SCENE charges to another Room. 
Angelina, with a Lig ht, 


Aug. T cannot like this Houſe; for now, as going to 
wy Reſt, my Ears were larm'd with the Cries of one 
that call'd for Help: I've ſeen ſtrange Faces too, that f 
carry Gvilt and Terror in their Looks; and yet the Offi- | 
cer that plac d me here, appear'd of honeſt Thoughts — 
What can this mean! No Matter what, ſince nothing, 
but the Loſs of him I love, can worſe befal me ! ——— j 
Hark, what Noiſe! is the Door faſt ? Ah! | 


[ Going te ſbut i-. | 
Re-enter Cale, ; and Jaques 7 Hening. 


Car. Ha! another Lady! and alone | 

41g. Heavens, how I tremble ! 

Car. Sure, by her Surpriſe, ſhe is not of the other's 
Countel—Pardon this Intruſion, Lady, I am a Stranger, 
and diſtreſs'd, be not diſmay'd : I have no il Deſigus, 
unleſs to beg your charitable Aſſiſtance be offenſive. 

Ang. Ha! that Voice! IAnax d. 

Car. Save me, ye Powers! and give me Strength to 
bear this inſupportable N of ruſhing Joy. 

Arg. My Carles — oh! 

Car. Tis ſhe: my long loſt Love, my living * 


i Embraces her. 


"Jum Say you ſo, Sir! this ſhall to my Lady. 


[ Exit Jaques. 


Aug. O! let me hold you ever chus, leſt Fate again 
mould part us, - 
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Car. Twas Death indeed to part, but from ſo hard a 
Separation, thus again to meet, is Life reftor'd ; it draws 
whole Years to Hours, and we grow old with Joy i in 
Moments. 

Ang. O! I were happy, bleſs'd above my Sex, cou'd 
but my plain Simplicity of Love deſerve your kind Fn- 
dearments. 
Car. Is't poſſible ! thou Miracle of Goodneſe, that 

thou canſt thus forget the Miſery, the Want, the Ruin 
my unhappy Love has brought thee to ? Truſt me, that 
ſtormy 1 hought bas clouded ev'a the very Joy 4 had to 
ſee thee. 


Ente, Jaques ard Louiſa at a D://ance. 


Tag. They are there; from hence your T.adyſhip may 
hear *em. 

Lea. Leave me. [Ex:: Jaeues, end Lou. Herr. 

Arg. I cannot bear to ſee you tts: For my Sabre 
don't deſpond; for while you ſecnt | in Hope, I fk eatily 
be chearful. 

Car. ON thou engaging Seftneſs! thy Courage has 
revir'd me: no, we'll rot c efpoir ; the Guardian 1 Pow 
er that hitherto has fand us, wu; 1 ow, Vith leſs Expence 
of Providence, protect and fx vs happy. 

Lea. Ha! ſo ncar acquainted — [ Penind. 

Car. Ard yet our — bids us part tllis Moment. 
How came you hither ? | 

Arg. The Officer that made me e Captive, prov'd a 
worthy Man, and plac'd me kLere, as a Companion to 
the Lady of this Dwelling. 

Car. Ha! to what End? \ 

Arg. He ſaid, to be the Advocate of his facceſileſ 
Love ; for he confeſs'd he woo'd her honourat ly. 

Car. Is't poſſible ? Is there a Wretch ſo curs'd among 
Mankind, to be her honourable Lover ? 

Leu. So! [I Anger. 

Car. Take heed, my Love, avoid her as a Diteaſe 
to Modeſty. 

Lou. Very well. 
Car. 
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Car. Oh ! I have a ſhameful Tale to tell thee of her 
latemperance, as wou'd ſubject her even to thy Loathing. 

Lon. Inſolent! — well! 

Ang. You amaze me; pray what is it? 

Car. This is no Time to tell; I had forgot my Dan- 
ger: Let it ſuffice, the Doors are barr'd againſt me; 
now, this Moment I am a Priſoner to her Fury; if thou 
canſt help me to any Means of Safety, or Eſcape, aſk 
me no Queſtions, but be quick, and tell me. 

Arg. Now you frighten me; but here, through my 
Apartment, leads a Paſſage to the Garden, at the lower 
End you'll find a Mount ; if you daredrop from thence, 
I' ſhew you: But can't you ſay when I may hope a- 
gain to ſee you ? 

Car. About an Hour hence walking in the Cards, 
ready for your Eſcape; for if I live, ll come provided 
with the Means to make it — Naw I dare thank 
thee, Fortune. 

Ang. Vou will not fail. 

Car. If I ſurvive, depend on me; till when, may 
Heav'n ſupport thy Innocence. 

Ang. Follow me [Exeunt haſtily. 

Lou. Are you ſo nimble, Sir? Who waits there ? 
{Enter Jaques. ] Run, take Help, and ftop the Stranger; 
ke is now making his Eſcape through the Garden ; fly. 

Exit Jaques. 


Love and Revenge, like Vipers, gnaw upon my Quiet, 


and J muſt change their Food, or leave my Being; 
though I cou'd bear ev'n the low Contempt he has 


throw on me, cou'd it but woo him to the leaſt Return 


of Love ; but I would bear again ten thouſand Racks, 


rather than confeſs this Dotage; No, if I forego a ſecond 


Time that dear Support, my Pride, may I become as 

miſerable as that Wretch that deitin'd Fool he doats on. 
Fal ſhe is return'd! yonder ſhe paſſes ; with what aſſur d 
Contentment in her Looks! how 'pleas'd the Thing 


i ſtrangely impudent — ſure ! the ugly Creature 


thinks I won't ſtrangle her. 
Now, have you brought him ? [Enter Jaques. 
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ag. Madam, we made what Haſte we cou'd, but the 


Gentleman reach'd the Mount before us, and eſcap'd 


over the Garden Wall. 
Lou. Eſcap'd, Villain! durſt thou tell me ſo? 


Jag. If your Ladyſhip had call'd me a — ſooner, 
we had taken him. 


Who the Devil is this Stranger? [Afde. 
Tou. Fool that 1 am, | betray myſelf to my own 
| Servants, — Well, 'tis no matter, bid the Bravt e. Tas 


I have Directions for em: ns [Exit | 125, 
He has not left me hopeleſs yet; an Hour hence he 1. as 
promis'd to be here again; and if he keeps 1:5 V'ord, 
(as I've an odious Cauſe to fear he u. ill) he yet, at leaſt 


in my Revenge, ſhall prove me Woman, [Exit Lou. 


SCENE the Street. 


Enter D. Duart diſguis'd, with a Servant, 


D. Du. Where did you find him ? 


Serv. Hard by, Sir, at an Houſe of civil Recreation; ; 
he's now coming forth ; that's he. 


Enter Clodio. 


D. Da. I ſcarce remember him, I would not willing- 
ly miſtake I'll obſerve him. 


Ch. So! now if I can but pick up an honeſt Fellow, 


to crack one healing Bottle, I think J ſhall finiſh the 


Day as ſmartly as the Grand Seignior ——- Hold, let 
me ſee, what has my haſty Refreſhment coſt me here ; 
F umb umb — umb Count his Money] ſeven 
Piſtoles by Jupiter; why, what a plaguy Income this Jade 


muſt have in a Week, if ſhe's thus paid by the Hour ? 


D. Du. Tis the ſame ; leave me. [ Exit Servant. 
Your Servant, Sir. 
Ch... Sir your humble Servant. 


D. The, Pardon a Stranger's Freedom, Sir; ; but when 
you know 7 Buſineſs — 


Clo. Sir, if you'll take a Bowie, I ſhall be proud cf 


your 
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your Acquaintance ; and if I don't do your Buſineſs be- 
fore we part, I'll knock under the Table. 

D. Du. Sir, I ſhall be glad to drink with you, but at 
preſent am incapable of ſitting to it. 

Ch. Why then, Sir, you ſhall only drink as long as 
you can and; we'll have a Bottle here. Sir.. 
Hey, Madona ? [Calli at :h: Door. 

D. Du. A very frank humour'd Gentleman; I'II 
know him farther ] preſuthe, Sir, you are not of 
Portugal? 

Cle. No, Sir, — I am a kind of a what d're 
call'um — a Sort of a Here—and —therian; I am 
a Stranger no where. 

D. Du. Have you travell'd far, Sir ? 

Clo. My Tour of Europe, or ſo, Sir; dangled 
about a little; I came this Summer from the Jubilee. 

D. Du. Did you make any Stay there, Sir ? 

Cle. No, Sir, I only call'd in there at the Salvation- 
Office, juſt bought an Annuity of Indulgences for Life; 
got an Aſſurance for my Soul; lay with a Nun, flux'd; 
and fo came home again, 


Enter Servant avith Wine, 


So |! fo! here's the Wire ! Come ! Sir, to our better Ac- 
quaintance— ———PFaith, I like you mightily 


Allens! Baiſes donc! Kisses, drinks. 
Morblea ! ce neſt pas Mauvais ! Allons encore hey ! Vive 
L'amour ! Quand Iris, &c. [ Sings, 


D. Da. I find, Sir, you have taken a Taſte of all the 
Countries you have travell'd through ; but I preſume 
your chie? Amuſement has lain among the Ladies: You | 
far'd well in France, I hope. 

Clo. Yes Faith, as far as my Pocket wou'd go: The 
Devil a Stroke without it: No Money, no Mademoiſelle; 
No Ducat, no Dutcheſs ; no Piſtole, no Princeſs =— 
By the Way, let me tell you, Sir, your Lisbenites are 
held up at a pretty ſmart Rate too ——I was forc'd to 
come down to the Tune of ſeven Piſtoles here—a Man 
may keep a Pad of his own, — than he can — 

0 
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Poſt, ſplit me: But, a Pox on 'em, it's no Wonder the 
Jades are fo ſaucy in a Country where there are ſo many 
Swarms of unmarry'd Friars, Monks, and brawny Jeſu- 
its: The Game may well be ſcarce, Faith, where there 
are ſo many canonical Poachers. Now, Sir, in little 
England, where your Gowns and Caſſocks are honeſtly 
marry'd, your right Women are as cheap ab Mackrel— 

Gad, Sir, I have taken you a faſting Velvet Scarf out of 
the Side-box there, and the Jade has jump'd at a Beef- 
Stake and a Bottle; nay, ſometimes at Coach-hire, and 
a ſingle Glaſs of Cinamon—— Seven Piſtoles! uncon- 
| ſcionable ! Odſheart, in London now, for half the Sum, 


a Man mizht have pick'd up the three firſt Rows of the 
Middle Gallery. | 


D. Du. I find, Sir, you know England then. 
Cle. Ay, Sir, and every Woman there that's worth 


knowing, from honeſt Betiy Sands, to the Counteſs of 


Ogletoaun : Yes, Sir, I do know London pretty well, and 


the Side-box, Sir, and behind the Scenes; ay, and the 


Green-Room, and all the Girls and Women-Actreſſes 
there, Sir Sir, I was a whole Winter there the par- 
ticular Favourite of the giggling Party Come, Sir, 
if you pleaſe, here's Miſs Riggle's Health to you. 


D. Du. Pray, Sir, how came you ſo well acquainted 


there ? | 

Co. Why, Sir, I Erſt introduc'd myſelf with a ſingle 
Pinch of Bergamot; the next Night I preſented em a 
Box full; next Day came to Rehearſal : in a Week I de- 


fir'd em to uſe my Name whenever they pleas'd, for 


what the Chocolate-Houſe afforded—upon this, I was 
choſen Yalentine, if I don't miſtake, to about eleven of 
'em; and in three Days more, I think, it coſt me fifty 
Guineas in Gloves, Knots, Heads, Fans, Muffs, Coffee, 
Tea, Snuff-boxes, Orangerie, and Chocolate. 


D. Du. But pray, Sir, were you as intimate at both 


Play-houſes ? | 
Clo. No, ſtretch em ! at the New-Houſe they are ſo 


us'd to be Queens and Princeſſes, and are fo often in 
their Airs-Royal, forſooth, that I'gad ! there's no reach- 


gni one of their Copper-tails there, without a long Pole, 
or a Settlement, ſplit me. „ 
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D. Du. But I wonder, Sir, that in a Country fo fam'd 
for handſome Women, the Men are fo generally blam'd 
for their ſcandalous Uſage of em. 

Ch. O damn'd fcandalous, Sir, they uſe their 
Miſtreſſes as bad as their Wives, Faith: I tell you what, 
Sir, I knew a Citizen's Daughter there, that ran awa 
with a Lord, who in the firſt fix Months of her Prefer- 
ment, never ſtirr'd out, but ſhe made the Ladies cry at 
her Equipage ; and about eight Months after, I think, 
one Morning reeling pretty early into a certain Houſe 
in the Savoy, I found the ſelf- ſame, caſt- off, ſolitary La- 
dy, in a Room with bare Walls, drefling her dear, pret- 
ty Head there, in the corner Bit of a Looking-Glaſs, 


prudently ſupported by a Quartern Brandy-pot, upon 


tie Head of an Oyſter- barrel. 


D. Du. I find few Miſtreſſes make their Fortunes 


there ; but, pray, Sir, among all your Adventures, has 
no particular Lady's Merit encourag'd you to advance 
your own Marriage ? 

Ch. Sir, I have been ſo near Marriage, that my Wed- 
ding-Day has been come, but it was never over yet; 
ſplit me. 


D. Du. How fo, Sir? 

Clo. Why, the Prieft, the Bride, and the 3 were 
all ready dreſs'd, Faith; but before I could fall to, my 
_ elder Brother, Sir, comes me in with a damn'd long 
Stride, and a ſharp Stomach 
1 —— whip'dher up like an Oytter. 
D. Du. You had ill Fortune, Sir. 

C. Sir, Fortune is not much in my Debt, for you 
muſt know, Sir, tho' I loſt my Wife, I have eſcaped 
hanging ſince here in Lisbon. 

D. Du. That I know you have; be not amaz'd, Sir. 

Clo. Hey ! what the Devil! have I been all this while 
treating an Officer, that has a Warrant againſt me 
Pray, Sir, if it be no Offence — may I beg the Favour 
to know who you are ? 

D. Du. Let it ſuffice, I own myſelf your F riend—1 
am your Debtor, Sir ; you fought a Gentleman they call 
Don Duart——1 knew him well ; he was a pon in- 
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ſays a ſhort — and 
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ſulting Fellow, and my mortal Foe : but you kill'd him, 
and I thank you; nay, I ſaw you do it fairly too; and 
for the Action, I defire you will command my Sword 
or Fortune. 

Clo. Pray, Sir——is there no Joke in all this ? 

D. Du. There, Sir, the little All Im Matter of, may 
ſerve at preſent to convince you of my Siucerity: I aſk 
for no Return, but to be inform'd how I may do you 
farther Service. [Gives him a Purſe. 

Cle. Sir, your Health——T'll give you Information 
preſent] y. [ Drinks.) Pray, Sir, do you know tue Gen- 
tleman's Siiter that I fought with? that is, do you know 
what Reputation, what Fortune ſhe has ? 

D. Du. I know her Fortune to be worth above twelve 
thouſand Piſtoles; ker Reputation yet unſully'd: But 
pray. Sir, why may you aſk this? 

Clo. Now, I'll tell you, Sir 
Piſtoles, you ſay ! 

D. Du. I ſpeak the leaſt, Sir. 

Ch. Why, this very Lady, after I had kill'd her Bro- 
ther, gave me the Protection of her Houſe ; hid me in her 
Cloſet, while the Officers that brought in the dead Body 
came to ſearch for me; and, as ſoon as their Backs were 
turn'd, poor Soul! hurry d me out at a private Door, with 
Tears in her Eyes, Faith! Now, Sir, what think you? Is 
not this Hint broad enough for a Man to make Love upon? 

D. Du. Confuſion! | | 

Clo. Look vou, Sir, now, if you dare, give me a Proof 
of your Friendſhip ; will you do me the Favour to carry 
a Letter to her? | 

D. Du. Let me confid:r, Sir Death and Fire! is 
all her Height of Sorrow but diſſembled then f-— A Pro- 
ſtitute, ev'n to the Man ſuppos i my Murderer! If it be 
true, the Conſequence is {500 re ſolv'd but this re- 
quires my farther Search May I depend on this 
for Truth, Sir? 

Cle. Why, Sir, you don't ſuppoſe ld banter a Lady 
of her Quality ? | 

D. Du. Damnation! Well, Jr! ll rake your Letter! 
but firſt let me be weil acquainted with wy Errand. PR 
| 0 


twelve thouſand 
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Che. Sir, I'll write this Moment; if you pleaſe, we'll 
ſtep into the Houſe here, and finiſh the Buſineſs over an- 
other Bottle. | 
D. Da. With all my Heart. 


Clo. Alions ! Entres. [ Exennt; 


SSSS95000SAE0S5SSDOOSSD 
ACT N. 


Elvira 1 diſtowver'd alone in Mourning, a Lamp by her, 
Don Duart enters behind, diſguis d. 


D. Du. H Us far I am paſs'd unknown to any of 
the Servants — now for the Proof of what 
I fear — Ha! yonder ſhe is This cloſe Retirement, 
thoſe ſable Colours, the ſolemn Silence that attends her, 
no Friends admitted, nor ev'n the Day to viſit her: 
Theſe ſeem to ſpeak a real Sorrow; if not, the Counter- 
feit is deep indeed. I'll fathom it -—- Madam 
El. Who's there? another Murderer ! where are my 
Servants? will nothing but my Sorrows wait upon me? 
D. Da. Your Pardon, Lady; I have no evil Meaning; 
this Letter will inform you of my Zuſineſs, and excuſe 
this rude Intruſion. 

Elo. For me ! whence comes it, Sir? 

D. Da. The Contents, Madam, will explain to you— 
She ſeems amaz'd ! looks almoſtthro' the Letter —1I 
ſhould ſuſpect the Stranger had bely'd her, but that he 
gave me ſuch convincing Circumſtances Ha ! ſhe 
_ pauſes ! S'death! a Smile too——1 fear her now! 

Elv. My Prayers are heard; Juttice at length has o- 
veria'en the Murderer : His vow'd Protection having 
been ſtrictly paid, I now unperjur'd may revenge my 
Brother's Blood. It lies on me, if I negle&t this fair 
Occafion : But 'twere not ſafe to ſhew my Thought ; 
therefore to be juſt, | muſt diſſemble. [ Afede. 
I aſk your Pardon for my Rudeneſs, Sir; upon your 
_ . Friend's Account, you might, indeed, have claim'd a bet- 

ter Welcome. | D. Du. 

n | 
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D. Da. So! then ſhe's damn'd, I find. [4/e.] But 
Tl have more, and bring em Face to Face. My Friend, 
Madam, thought his Viſits would be unſeaſonable, before 
the ſad Solemnity of your Brother's Funeral. 

Elv. A needleſs Fear! My Brother, Sir! Alas, I owe 
your Friend my Thanks, for having eas'd our Family of 
ſo ſcandalous a Burthen ! A riotous, unmanner'd Fellow; 
I bluſh to ſpeak of him. 

D. Du. O! Patience! Patience! [Alide. 

Elv. Pray, let him know, his Abſence was the real 


_ Cauſe of this miſtaken Mourning: Tis true indeed, f 


give it out tis for my Brother's Death; but Womens 
Hearts and Tongues, you know, muſt not always hold 


Alliance ; you'd think us fond and forward, ſhould not 
we now and then diſſemble. 


D. Du. How ſhall I forbear her ? : [ Hide. 
Elv. I grow impatient till he's wholly mine 


_ to-morrow ! 'tis an Age! P!] make him mine to night 


PN write to him this Minute— Can you have Patience, 
Sir, till I prepare a Letter for you? 
D. Du. You may command me, Madam. 


Ele. Vil diſpatch im mediately——v:ill you walk 
this Way, Sir? 


D. Du. Madam, I wait on you——Revenge and 
Daggers ! [ Exeunt. 


The SCENE Louiſa: Hong. 
Louiſa and Jaques. 


Lou. Is the e ſeiz d? 


Jag. Ves, Madam, and half-dead with the Fright. 
Leu. Let 'em be ready to produce her, as I directed: 
When the Stranger's taken, bring me immediate Notice: 


'tis near his Time, away. [ Exit Jaques. 


Had he not lov'd another, methinks I could have born 
this Uſage, ſat me down alone content, and found a ſe- 
cret Pleaſure in complaining ; but to be ſighted for a 
Girl, a fickly, poor, unthinking Wretch, incapable of 
Love ! that ! ! that ſtabs home! Tis Poiſon to my 


Thoughts, 
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Thoughts, and ſwells em to Revenge! My Rival! ro! l 


ſhe ſhall never triumph ! Hark! what Nuile ! they liave 
him ſure! How now ! 


Enter Jaques. 


Jag. Madam, the Gentleman is taken, 
Lou. Bring him in — Revenge, I thank thee now. 


Enter Bravoes with Carlos di/arm'd. 


So, Sir! you are return'd, it ſeems ; you can love then! 
You have an Heart, I find, tho' not for me ! Perhaps 
you came to ſeek a worthier Miſtreſs here; twould be 
uncharitable to diſappoint your Love L Il help your 
Search : If ſhe be here, beſure ſhe's ſafe ! Open 
that Door there. oy” 


Enter more Bravoes with Angelina, an Handkerchief on 
her Neck, which they hold ready to ſtrangle ber. 


Now, Sir, is this the Lady ? 
Car. My Angelina ! Oh! 
1 Ang. O miſerable — 
3 Lou. Now let me ſee you ſmile, and rudely throw me 
from your Arms ! now fcorn my Love, my Perſon, and 
my Fortune! now let your ſqueamiſn Virtue fly me as a 
Diſeaſe to Modeſty ! and tell her now your ſhameful 
Tale of my Intemperance ! 
Car. O! Cruelty of Fate! that could betray ſuch In- 
nocence ? | 
Leu. What, not a Word to ſoften yet thy obſtinate 


: Averfion ! thou wretched Fool, thus to provoke thy 
: Ruin —— End her. [To the Bravoes. 
; Car. O! hold! for pity hold, and hear me. 

1 Loa. I've learn'd from you to uſe my Pity ———— 
- S'death ! I could laugh to ſee thy ſtrange Stuvidity of 
2 Love On one Condition yet ſhe lives an Hour, but 
a 
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Car. Name not a Refuſal, be it Danger, Death, or 


Tortures, any thing that Life can do to fave her. 


Lou. Nay, if you are ſo over-willing. 

Car. Speak, and I cbey you. 

Zou. Now then, this Moment kneel and curſe her. 

Car. Preſerve her, Heav'n, and ſnatch her from the 

Jaws of gaping Danger. [ Kneeling.] O! may the watch- 
ful Eye of Providence, that never ſleeps o'er Innocence 
diſtreſs'd, look nearly to her; or if ſome Miracle alone 
can fave her, the ever waking Sun, in his eternal Pro- 


greſs, never {aw ſo fair an Object to employ it on. 


Lou. Preſuming Fool! were I inclin'd to fave her 


Life, (which, by my Hopes of Peace, I do not mean) 


canſt thou believe this inſolent Concern for her to my 
Face would not provoke my Vengeance ? : 
Car. Vet hold! forgive my Raſhneſs, I was to blame 
indeed; but Paſſion has tranſported both of us; Love 
made me as heedleſs of her Safety, as wild Revenge has 
you, ev'n of your neglected Soul. PE 1 
Lo. What, doſt thou think to preach me from my 


Car. That were too vain an Hope; tho' I've a pite- 


ous Cauſe that might beſpeak, without a Tongue, t 


Mercy of a human Heart : But if Revenge aloneche 
fate your Fury, at leaft miſplace it not; mine was the 
Offence, be mine the Puniſhment ; but ſpare the inno- 
cent, the gentle Maid; ſhe ne er intended yet a Thought 
againſt your Peace; I have deſerv'd your Anger, nay, 
and juſtly too ; for I confeſs I ought to have given you 
a milder Treatment; but to atone the Crime, rip up my 
Breait, aud in my Heart you'll read the unhappy Cauſe 
of my Neglect and Rudeneſs. | 

Lou. How he difarms my Anger! But muſt my Ri- 


val triumph then? 


Aug. Charge me not with ſuch abhorr'd Ingratitude: 
be Witneſs, Heaven, I'll for ever ſerve you, court. you, 


aud confeis you my Preferver ! 


Car. Fox Pity, yet refolve, and force your Temper to 

a Moment's Pauſe : Do not debaſe your genercus Re- 
verge with Craelry : that every common — 
ke ; 


4 
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take; the ſavage Brutes can ſuck their Fellow- Creatures 
Blood, and tear their Bodies down; but greater human 
Souls have more Pride to curb, and bow the ſtubborn 
Mind of what they hate ; and ſach Revenge, the nobler 
far, I ofFec now to you; ſee at your Feet my humbled 
Scorn imploring, cruſh'd, and proſtrate, like a vile Slave, 
oy A below your laſt Contempt, and trembling begs 
or Mercy. N 
Lou. He buries my Revenge in Bluſhes. 
Ang. O! generous Proof of the moſt faithful Love! 
Car. Think what a glorious Triumph it would be, 
that when your fwoln Reſentment, wild Revenge, and 
Indignation, all ſtood ready, waiting for the Word, you 
call'd your forceful Reaſon to your Aid, reſolv'd, and 
took that Tyrant Paſſion Captive to your gentle Pity : 
O! *twere ſuch a God-l:ke Inſtance of your Virtue, as 
might atone, if poſſible, ev'n Crimes to come: Revenge, 
like this, can never give you that continu'd Peace of 
Mind, which Mercy may: Compaſſion has a thoufand 
ſecret Charms: Think you twere no Delight of 
Thought, to heal the Wounds of bleeding Lovers, to 
make two poor afflicted Wretches happy, whoſe higheſt 
Crime is loving well and faithfully ? Were it no ſooth- 
ing Joy, no ſecret Pride, to raiſe 'em from the laſt De- 
ſpair, to Hope? to Life and Love reftor'd ? Now, on 
my Heart, I read a ſtruggling Pity in your Eye! O che- 
riſh it, and ſpare our Innocence! Perhaps, the Story of 
our chaſte Affections, once compleat, may live a fair Ex- 
ample to ſucceeding Times, for which Poſterity ſhall 
ſtand indebted to your Virtue. FR 
Leu. Releaſe the Lady — go. [ Excunt Bravces. 
And now farewel my Follies, and my miſtaken; Love; tur 
I confeſs, the fair Example cf your mutual Faith, your 
Tendernefs, Humility, and Tears, have quite ſubdu'd 
my Soul; at once have conquer'd and reform'd me: O! 
you have given me ſuch an Image of the contentful Peace, 
th' unſhaken Quiet of an honeſt Mind, that new I taite 
more ſolid Joy, being but the Inſtrument of your united 
virtuous Love, than all my late falſe Hopes propee'd 
even in the laſt Indulgence of my blind Deſire : _, 
D 2 ove 
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m, (only my Jaws ake a little: ) But as long. as we're 
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love long and happily; forgive my Follies paft, and you 
have overpaid me. | Joins their Hands. 

Car. O! providential Care of Innocence diſtreſs'd ! 

Ang. O! Miracle of rewarded Love 

Car. What ſhall I ſay ? I ſcarce have yet the Power 
of Thought amidſt this Hurry of tranſporting Joy! My 
Angelina] do J then live to hold thee thus? O] I have 
a thouſand Things to ſay, to aſk, to weep, and hear 
of thee—— But firſt let's 2 and pay our Thanks to 
Heaven, and this our kind Preſerver; to whoſe moſt 
happy Change, we owe even all our Lives to come, which 
chearful Gratitude can pay. . 

Lou. Nay, now you give me a Confuſion. ¶ Raiſes em. 
But if you dare truſt me with the Story of your Love's 
Diſtreſs, as far as my Fortune can, command it freely 
to ſupply your preſent Wants, or any future Means pro- 
pes d to give you laiting Happineſs. 

Car. Eternal Rounds of never-ending Peace reward 
your wond'rous Bounty; and when you know the Story 
of our Fortune, as we ſhall ſoon find due Occafion to re- 
late it, we cannot doubt *twill both deſerve your Pity and 
Aſſiſtance. But I have been too buſy in my Joy, I 
almoſt had forgot my friendly Uncle, the ancient Gen- 


iileman that firſt came hither with me; how have you 


diſpos'd of him? 

Lou. I think he's here, and ſafe— ho waits 
there? [ Enter Jaques. 
Releaſe the Gentleman abcve, and tell him that his 
Friends defire him. | [Exit Jaques. 


_ You'll pardon, Sir, the Treatment I have ſhewn him; he 


made a little too merry with my Folly, which, I confets, 


at that time, ſomething too far incens'd me. 


Car. He's old and cheerful, apt to be free; but hel! 
be forry when his Humour gives Offence, 


Enter Don Lewis, Jaques bewwing o him. 


D. Leac. Prithee, honeſt Dumb, don't be ſo ceremo- 
nious'! A Pox on thee, I tell the: it's very well as it 


all 
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all Friends, it's no great matter — My dear Chari; 
J muſt buſs thee, Faith Madam, your hemble 
| Servant——1T beg your Pardon, dy'e ſee — vou under- 
ſtand me. [ Exit Jaques. 
Lou. I hope we are all Friends, Sir. | 
D. Lexw. I hope we are, Madam — I am an honett 


old Fellow, Faith; tho' now and then I am a little odd 
too. | | 
Car. Here's a Stranger, Uncle. 
D. Lew. What! my little Bloſſom ! my Gillilower ! | 
my Roſe! my Pink ! my Tulip! Faith, I mutt ſmell 
thee. [Salutes Angelina. ] Od! ſhe's a delicate Noſegay ! 
I muſt have her touz'd a little—— Charles] you mutt 
your to-night; I can ſtay no longer Well, Faith! 
am heartily joy'd to ſee thee, Child. 
Ang. I thank you, Sir, and wiſh I may deſerve your 
Love: Our Fortune, once again, is kind; but how it 
comes about— = EY 
D. Lew. Does not ſignify three pence; when Fortune 
pays me a Viſit, I ſeldom trouble myſelf to know which 
ay ſhe came = I tell you, I am glad to ſee you. 


Enter Jaques. 
| wait upon your Ladyſhip. 


Lou. At this late Hour! What can his Buſineſs be f 
 Defire his Lordſhip to walk in. | 


Jag. Madam, here's the Lord Governor come to 


Enter Governor. 


Gow. Pardon, Madam, this unſcaſonable Viſit. 
Tou. Your Lordſhip does me Honour. 

Ge. At leaſt, I hope, my Buſineſs will excuſe it: 
Some Strangers here below, upon their offer'd Oaths, 
demanded my Authority to ſearch your Houſe for a loſt 
young Lady, to whom the one of em affirms himſelf the 
Father: But the Reſpect I owe your Ladyſhip made 
me refuſe their Search, till I had ſpoken with you. | 

Ing. It mutt be they — Now, Madam, your Pro- 
tection, or we yet are loſt. 
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Lou. Be not concern'd ! wou'd you avoid em? 

Car, No, we muſt be found; let em have Entrance: 
We have an honeſt Cauſe, and would provoke it's Trial. 

Lau. Conduct the Gentlemen without. [Exit Jaques. 
My Lord, I'll anſwer for their Honeſty ; and, as they 
are Strangers, where the Law's ſevere, muſt beg you'd 
favour and aſſiſt em. | : 

Gcv. You may command me, Madam; tho” there's 
no great Fear ; for having heard the moſt that they cou'd 


urge againſt em, I found in their Complaints, more 
Spleen and Humour, than any juſt Appearance of a real 


Injury, 
Euter Don Manuel, Charino, Antonio, ard Clodio 


Cha. I'll have Jaflice. * 
Ant. Don't be too hot, Brother. : 
Cha. Sir, I demand Juſtice. - | 
D. Man. That's the Lady, Sir, I told you of. 
Clo. Ah! that's ſhe, my Lord, I am Witneſs. 
Car. My Father! Sir, your Pardon, and your Bleſſing. 
Ant. Why truly, Charles, I begin to be a little re- 
conciPd to the Matter; I wiſh you well, tho' I can't 
join you together; for my Friend and Brother here is 


very obſtinate, and will admit of no Satisfaction: But 


however, Heaven will bleſs you in ſpite of his Teeth. 
Cha. This is all Contrivance! Roguery! I am abus'd! 
J fav, deliver my Daughter he is an Heireſs, Sir; 
and to detain her, is a Rape in Law, Sir, and I'll have 
you all hang d; therefore no more Delays, Sir; for 1 
tell you before- hand, I am a wiſe Man, and 'tis impoſ- 

ſible to trick me. | : | 
Ant. I ſay, you are too poſitive, Brother; and when 


you learn more Wiſdem, you'll have ſome. 


Cha. I ſay, Brother, this is mere Malice, when you 


know in your own Conſcience, I have ten times your 


Underſtanding ; for you ſee Pm quite of another Opini- 
on: And ſo once more, my Lord, I demand Juſtice 
againtt that Raviſher, 

Gev. Does your Daughter, Sir, complain of any 
Violence ? Cha. 


IX 
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Cha. Your Lordſhip knows young Girls never com- 
plain when the Violence is over ; he has taught her bet- 
ter, I ſuppoſe. 5 
Ang. [To Charino kneeling.] Sir, you are my Father, 
bred me, cheriſh'd me, gave me my AﬀeCtions, taught 
me to keep em hitherto within the Bounds of Honour, 
and of Virtue ; let me conjure you, by the chaite Love 
my Mother bore you, when ſhe preferr'd, to her mikaken 
Parents Choice, her being yours without a Dower, not 
to beſtow my Perſon, where thoſe Affections ne'er can 
follow I cannot love that Gentleman more than 
a Siſter ought; but here my Heart's ſubdu'd, ev'n to the 
laſt Compliance with my Fortune : He, Sir, has nobly 
woo'd and won me; and I am only his, or miſerable. 
Cha. Get up again. „ : 
Gov. Come, Sir, be perſuaded ; your Daughter has 
made an honourable and happy Choice ; this Severity 
will but expoſe yourſelf and her. 4 
Cha. My Lord, I don't want Advice; I'll confider 
with myſelf, and reſolve upon my own Opinion. 


: . Enter Jaques. 


Fag. My Lord, here's a Stranger without enquires 
for your Lordſhip, and for a Gentleman that calls him- 
Clo. Hey! Ab, mon cher Amy! 


Enter Don Duart diſguis d. 


Well, what News, my Dear, has ſhe anſwer' d my Letter 

D. Da. There, Sir——This to your Lordſhip. 

[Gives him a Letter, and whiſpers. 
Cov. Marry'd to-night, and to this G | 
ſay'ſt thou? I'm amaz” 

Dez. He is her Choice, my Lord. 

Clo. reading the Letter. Um um — Charms 
Lrreſiſtable excuſe ( ſo ſoon — Paſſion — Bluſhes 
—--Conſent— Proviſion — Children Settlement 
Marriage If this is not plain the Devil's in't. 
— old, here's more, Faith [ Readi to himſelf. 

a D. Mas. 
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D. Man. How mall I requite this Goodneſs ? 
[To Louiſa. 
Tou. Lowe you more than I have Leiſure now to 
pay: Preſs me not too far, leaſt I ſhould offer more than 
you are willing to receive. Favours when long with- 
held, ſometimes grow taſteleſs ; over-falting often pal!s 

the Appetite. 

D. Man. The Appetite of Love, like mine, can ne- 
ver die; it would be ever taſting and unſated. | 
| [They ſeem to talk apart. 

Gov. "Tis very ſudden — but give my Service, PH 
wait upon her. = 

Cl. Ha! ba! ha! Poor Soul ! I'll be with her pre- 
| ſently ; and, Faith, ſince I have made my own Fortune, 
Teen patch up my Brother's too. Hark you, my 
dear Dad that ſhou'd ha“ been—this Bufineſs is all at 
an End — for, look you, I find your Daughter's en- 

g'd ; and, to tell you the Truth, fo am I Faith! If my 
es has a Mind to marry her, let him; for I ſhall 
not, ſplit me And now, Gentlemen nnd Ladies, if 
you will do me the Honour to grace mine and the Lady 
Elvira's Wedding, ſuch homely Entertainment as my 
poor Houſe affords, you ſhall be all heartily welcome to. 

D. Lex. Thy Houſe ! ha! ha! well ſaid, Puppy! 

Ce. Ha! old Te! 

Cha. What doſt hs mean, Man? [Tz Clodio. 

Gow. Tis even fo, I can aſſure you, Sir; I have my- 
ſelf an Invitation from the Lady's own Hand, that con- 

firms it: I know her Fortune well, and am ſurpris'd at it. 
Ang. Bleſs'd News! This ſeems a forward Step to 
reconcile us all. 

Cha. If this be true, my Lord, I have been thinking 
to no purpoſe ; my Defign is all broke to pieces. 

Art. Come, Brother, we'll mend it as well as we can; 
and ſince that young Rog ue has rudely turn'd Tail upon 
vour Daughter, Pll fill up the Blank with Charle;'s 
Name, and let the reſt of the Settlement ſtand as it was. 


Cha. Hold, PII firſt ſee this — and then give 
you my final * 


Ch, 


e 
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Cle. Come, Ladies, if you pleaſe, my Friend will 
ſhew you. 5 

Lou. Sir, we wait upon you. 

Cha. This Wedding's an odd Thing! 1 

D. Lew. Ha! ha! if it ſhould be a Lie now. [ Exeant. 


The SCENE changes to Elvira's Apartment. 
Elvira alone, auith Clodio's Letter in her Hand. 


Ele. At how ſevere a Price do Women purchaſe an 
unſpotted Fame ! when ev'n the juſteſt Title can't aſſure 


_ » Poſſeſſion : When we reflect upon the inſolent and daily 


Wrongs, which Men and Scandal throw upon our Acti- 
ons, twere enough to make a modeſt Mind deſpair: If 
we are fair and „we are proud; if free, we are 
wanton ; cold, we are cunning ; and if kind, forſaken : 
Nothing we do or think on, be the Motive e'er ſo juſt, 
or generous, but ſtill the Malice or the Guilt of Men, 
interprets to our Shame : Why ſhould this Stranger elle, 
this wretched Stranger, whoſe forfeit Life I raſhly ſav d, 
| preſume from that miſtaken Charity, to tempt me with 
tis Love. [Enter a Servant. 
Hark! what Muſick's that? [Flouriſß. 
Serv. Madam, the Gentlemen are come. 
Ely. "Tis well; are the Officers ready? 
Serv. Yes, Madam, and know your Ladyſhip's Orders. 
El. Conduct the Company. Now Juſtice ſhall un- 
cloud my Fame, and fee my Brother's Death reveng d. 


Enter Hautbeys playing, Clodio /inging ; D. Duart, Go- 
vernor, D. Manuel, Louiſa, Carlos, Angelina, Anto- 
nio, Charino, and D. Lewis. | 


Cio. Well, Madam, you ſee I'm punctual = you've 

nick'd your Man, Faith; Pm always eritical to a 

Minute; you'll never ſtay for me. Ladies and Gentle- 
men, I deſire you'll do me the Honour of being better 
acquainted here My Lord 


Cod. 
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Gov. Give you Joy, Madam. 
Clo. Nay, Madam, I have brought you ſome near Re- 


lations of my own t00——This Don Antonie, who will 
ſhortly have the Honour to call you Daughter. 


* Art. The young Rogue has made a pretty Choice, 
ith. 

Ch. This Don Charino, who was very near having 
the Honour of calling me Son. This my elder Bro- 
ther——and this my noble Uncle, Don 2 — 


Snapſborto de Tefty. 
D. Lew. Puppy. 


_ Ch. Peeviſh. 


D. Lew. Madam, T wiſh you Joy with all my Heart ; . 
but truely, 1 can 't much adviſe you to marry this Gentle- 
man, becauſe, in a Day or two, you'll really find him 

extremely ſhocking ; thoſe that know him, generally 


give him the Title of Don Di/mallo Thickſeullo de — 
| auitto, 


Ch. Well faid, Nuncle, ha, ha. 

D. Du. Are you provided of a Prieſt, Sir ? 

Cho. Ay, ay, Pox on him, wou'd he were come tho?. 

D. Du. So wou' d I, I want the Cue to act this Juſtice 
en my Honour ; yet I cannot read the Folly in her 
Looks. [Aldi. 
Gov. You have ſurpris d u, Madain, by this ſudden 


Ele. I may froyeile you move, m Lord. 3 

D. Du. 88, Jon t Jon think your Bride looks me- 
lancholy ? FS 

Ch. Ay, poor Fool! ſhe's modeſt but I have a 
Cure for that Well, my Princeſs, why that — 
Look now ? 

Elv. I was thinking, Sir —— 

Ch. I know what you think 4 Yo don't think 
at all Vou don't know what to think you nei- 
| * ſee, hear, feel, ſmell, nor taſte=— You han't the 
wu uſe of one of your Senſes In ſhort, you have 

Now, my Princeſs, have not Lnick'd it? 


Elo. 


—— 
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0 — — little of yourſelf, 


| Enter a Servant. 


Serv. Madam, the Prieſt is come. 
Ely. Let him wait, we've no occaſion yet — Within 
there — ſeize him. [Several Officers ruſh in, who — 


D. Du. Ha! 
Gov. What can this mean? 
Cho. Gad me! what, is my Pear in her Frolicks al- 


ready ? | 
1 And now, my Lord, your juß ice on that Mur- 


derer. 
Cob. How! Madam! 
Clo. That Bitch, my Fortune! 


D. Lew. Madam, upon my Knees, I ber, you, don't 


carry the ſeſt too far, but if there be any rea Hopes of 
his 2) ber an Halter, let's know it in three Words, that 


Ant. Pra ng * tg - 
Elo. His own Confeſſion, Sir. 

Cha. Of Murder, fay you, Madam ! 
Elv. The Murder of my Brother. 
Gov. Where was that Confeſſion made ? 


Elv. After the Fact was done, my Lord, this Man, 


urſu'd by Juſtice, took Shelter here, and trembling, 
xgg'd of me for my Protection; he ſeem'd indeed a 
Stranger, and his Complaints ſo pitiful, that I, little 
ſuſpicious of my Brother's Death, promis'd, by a raſh 
and folemn Vow, I wou'd conceal him : Which Vow 
Heav'n can witneſs with what Diſtraction in my Thoughts 
I ſtrictly kept, and paid; but he alas! miſtaking this 
my hoſpitable Charity, for the Effects of a moſt vile 
72 Love, proceeds upon his Error, and in his 
tter here addreſſes me for Marriage; which, I once 


having paid my Vow, anſwer d in ſuch prevailing Terms, 


upon 


ä * 
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vpon his Folly, as now have unprotected, drawn him 
into the Hands of Juftice. | 
D. Du. She is innocent, and well has diſappointed 
my Revenge. [ 4/ide. 

D. Lew. So, now I am a little eaſy—— the Puppy 
will be hang'd. 


Cov. Give me leave, Madam. to aſk 
farther Yneſtions. | 


Cb. Ay I ſhall be hang'd, I believe. 


you yet ſome 


Cha. Nay then, tis Time to take care of my Daugh- 


ter; for I am now convinc'd, that my Friend Clody is 
diſpos'd of—and ſo, without Compliment, do ye fee, 
Children Heav'n bleſs you together. 
[Joins Car. and Ang. Hands. 

Car. This, Sir, is a Time unfit to _ you as we 
ought. 15 
Ant. Well, Brother, I thank you, however ; Charles 
is an honeſt Lad, and well deſerves her; but poor Clody's 
ul Fortune I cou'd never have ſuſpefted. 

D. Lew. Why, you wou'd be poſitive, though you 


know, Brother, I always told you, Di/ma! wou'd be 


— d; I muſt plague him a little, becauſe the Dog 


en pert with me — Clody / how doſt thou do? 
Ha! why, you are ty'd ! 


Clo. I hate this old Fellow, ſplit me. | 
D. Lew. Thou haſt really made a damn'd Blunder 
here, Child, to invite ſo many People to a Marriage- 


| Knot, and inſtead of that, it's like to be one under the 


left Ear. 

Cho. I'd fain have him die. 

D. Lexw. Well, my Dear, I'll provide for thy going 
off, however ; let me ſee ! you'll only have Occaſion for 
a Nolegay, a Pair of white Gloves, and a Coffin: Look 
you, take you no Care about the Surgeons, you ſhall not 
be anatomiz'd—P1! get the Body off with a wet Finger 
— Tho” methinks I'd fain ſee the Inſide of the Puppy too. 

Ch. O ! rot him, I can't bear this. | 

D. Lew, Well, I won't trouble you any more now, 
Child ; if I am not engag'd, I don'; know, but I may 


Come 


co 
N 
be 
al 
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come to the Tree, and ſing a Stave or two with thee — 

Nay, I'll riſe on Purpoſe, tho you will hardly ſuffer 
before twelve o'Clock neither—ay, juſt about Twelve— 
about Twelve you'll be turn'd off. 

Clo. O! Curſe conſume him. 
Gov. I am convinc'd, Madam, the Fact appears too 
lain. 
K D. Lew. Ves, yes, he'll ſuffer. Alade. 

Gow. What ſays the Gentleman ? Do yi confeſs the 
Fact, Sir? 

Ch. Will it do me any good, my Lord ? 

Cow. Perhaps it may, if you can prove it was not 
done in Malice. 
Co. Why then, to confeſs the Truth, my Lord, I did 


pink him, and am ſorry for't ; but it was none of my 
Fault, ſplit me. 


Elv. Now, my Lord, your Juſtice. 

D. Du. Hold, Madam, that remains in me to give; : 
For know, your Brother lives, and happy in the Proof 
of ſuch a Siſter's Virtue. [ Diſcovers himſelf. 
El. My Brother! Ol! let my Wonder ſpeak my Joy! 

Clo. Hey! [ Clodio and his Friends ſeem Jurpris'd. 

Gew. Don Duar: / living and well! how came this 
ſtrange Recovery? 

D. Du. My Body's Health the Surgeon has reſtor d: 
But here's the true Phyſician of my Mind: The hot diſ- 
temper'd Blood, which lately render'd me offenſive to 
Mankind, his juſt reſenting Sword let forth, which gave 


me Leiſure to reflect upon my Follies paſt, and; by Re- 
ſtection, to reform. 


Elv. This is indeed a happy Change. 

Gow. Releaſe the Gentleman. 

2 Here, Te/?;, prithee do ſo much as untye this a 
little. 

D. Lew. Why, fo I will, Sirrah ; I find thou haſt 
done a mettled Thing, and 1 don't know whether it's 
worth my while to be ſhock'd at thee any longer. 

El. I aſk your Pardon for the Wrong I have done 


you, Sir, and bluſh to think how much I owe you tor 
2 Brother thus reſtor d. 


Co. 
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Clo. Madam, your very humble Servant, it's mighty 
well as it is. 

D. Du. We are indeed his Debtors both ; and, Sifter, 
there's but one Way now of being grateful: For my 
Sake, give him ſuch Returns of Love, as he may yet 
think fit to aſk, or you with Modeſty can anſwer. 

Clo. Sir, I thank you, and when you don't think it 


Impudence in me to wiſh myſelf well with your Siſter, 


I ſhall beg leave to make uſe of your Friendſhip. 
D. Du. This Modeſty commends you, Sir. 

Ant. Sir, you have propos'd like a Man of Honour, 
and if the Lady can but like of it, ſhe ſhall find thoſe 
_ us, that will make up a Fortune to deſerve 

* | 
Car. I wiſh my Brother well, and as I once offer'd 
him to divide my Birth-right, I'm ready ſtill to put my 
Words into Performance. 


D. Lew. Nay then, fince I find the Rogue's no longer 


like to be an Enemy to Charles, as far as a few Acres 
go, Pl! be his Friend too. 1 

D. Du. Siſter 

Elu. This is no Trifle, Brother; allow me a conve- 
nient Time to think, and if the Gentleman continues 
to deſerve your Friendſhip, he ſhall not much complain 
I am his Enemy. | 

D. Lew. So! now it will be a Wedding again, Faith. 

D. Man. And if this kind Example could prevail on 


OU — 


Lou. If it could not, your Merit has ſufficient Pow- 


er: From this Moment, I am yours for ever. 
D. Man. Which way ſhall I be grateful? 

Clo. Nay then, ftrike up again, Boys — and, with the 
Lady's Leave, I'll make bold to lead em up a Dance 
a la Mede de Angleterre. [They dance. 

D. Lew. So! ſo! bravely done of all Sides; and now 
Charles, we'll een toaſt our Noſes over a chirping Bottle, 
and laugh at our paſt Fortune. 5 55 

Car. Come, my Angelina ! 


Our Bark, at length, has found a quiet Harbour, 
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And the diſtreſsful Voyage of our Loves, | 
Ends not alone in Safety, but Reward. I 
Now we unlade our Freight of way ary | 
Of which, from thee alone, my Share's deriv'd : | 
For all my former Search in deep Philoſophy, | 
Not knowing thee, was a mere Dream of Life: | 
But Love, in one foft Moment, taught me more | 
Than all the Volumes of the Learn'd cou'd reach; | 
Gave me the Proof when Nature's Birth began, 
To what great End th' ET ERN AL ſorm'd a MA x. 


N Epilogue's a Tax on Aus bers laid, 
And full as much unwillingly is paid. 


G Lines, I grant, are little worth, but yet, 


Coin has been always eafier rais'd, than Wit. 

(1 fear we'd made but very poor Campaigns, 
Had Funds been lewy'd from the grumbling Brains.) 
Befide, to what poor Purpoſe ſhould we plead, 

When you have once reſolv'd a Play ſhall bleed? 

But then again, a Wretch, in any Caſe, 

Has Leave to Jay why Sentence ſhould not paſs. 
Firſt, let your Cenſure from pure Tudgment flow, 

And mix with that, ſome Grains of Mercy too; 

Gn ſome your Praiſe like wanton Lowers you beſtow. 
Thus have you known a Woman plainly Fair, 

At firft ſcarce worth your two Days Pains or Care; 
Without a Charm, but being young and nexw : 

(You thought five Gnineas far beyond her Due.) 

But when purſu d by ſome gay leading Lower, 

Then every Day her Eyes new Charms diſcover ; _ 
"Titl at the laſt, by Crouds of Beaus admir d, 

Sh has raid her Price, to what her Heart defir'd, 
New Gowns and Petticcats, which her Airs requir'd. 
So Miſs, and Poet tao, when once cry'd up, 
Believe their Reputation at the Top ; | 
And knoxe, that while the liking Fit has ſeiz'd you, 
Se cannot look, he write, toe ill to plesſe you, 

How can you bear a Senſe of Lowe /o grass, 

Ts let mere Faſhion on your Taſte impeyje ? 

Your Taſte refin'd, might add to your Delight; 

Poets from you are taught to raiſe their Flight ; 

Far as you learn te judge, they learn to write. 
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PROLOGUE. 


LL the commanding Poxvers that awe Mankind 
i | Are in a trembling Poet's Audience join, 


N Where ſuch bright Galaxies of Beauty fir, 
| And at their Feet afſembled Men of Nit. 
Our Author therefore owns his deep Deſpair 
| To entertain the Learned er the Fair; 
| Yet hopes that both auill Jo much be his F l ; 
| To pardon what he does, for what h'intends ; 
| He aims to make the coming Action move 
On the dread Laws of Friendſhip and of Love 3 
Sure then hell find but very few ſevere, 
Since there's of both ſo many Objeds here. 
He offers no oro/s Vices to your he 
T haje too much Herror raije fer 7 5 Dei zur; 
And to detain th attentive facing Zar, 
Pleaſure muſt ſtill have ſomet hing that's ſevere 
1f then you find our Author treads the Stage, 
I ith juſt regard to a reforming Age; 
He hopes, he humbly hopes, you'll thin there; dae 
Mercy ta hin, for Faſice done to you, 


4 
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UR teo advent'rous Auther ſoar d To-night 
Aloe the little Praiſe, Mirth to excite, 

And choſe with Pity to chaſtiſe Delight. 

Fer Laughter's a diftorted Paſſion, born 

Of ſudden Self Eſteem, and ſadden Scern ; 

Which when *tis o'er, the Men in Pleaſure wiſe, 

Both him that mov d it, and themſelves, deſpiſe : 

While gcuerous Pity of a painted Moe 

Takes us ourſelves beth more afprove and know. 

What is that Truth within, which Nature gave 

For Man, to Man, &er Fortune made a Slave? 

Sure it deſcends from that dread Poxwer alone 

Ihe levels Thunder from bis awful Throne, 

Aud Hale vath V orld. yet hears the Wretched \ 
groan. | 

'Tis avhat the ancient Sage could ne'er define, 

Honda.. 2d ͤ call; Part human, Part divine : 

"Tis that furs Joy, which guardian Angels know, 

When timely they ali their Care beloau; 

When il ne Gucd protect, the Ill opjojſe; 

"Tis what our Sovereign feels, hen fhe beflows, 

Which gives her glorious Cauſe ſuch high Succeſs, 

Tat only on the Stage you ee Dijtreſs, 
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LYING LOVER. 
ACT L SCENE 7. 
SCENE, &. fan's Park. 
Tue Young Bockwit and Latine. 
LATINE. - 


Mor have you utterly left Oer 
| J. Book, For ever, Sir, jor ever; my father 


has given me lexwe to come to town, and I 
don't queſtion but will let my return bz in my own 
choice—But, Fack, ycu know we were talking in 


Maudline walks laſt wWeelz of the reezility, in intri- 


gues, of a faithful, yet a pratirg {ervant— We s agreed 
therefore to calt lets wio ſhould be the other's foot - 
man for the preſent expedition Fortune, that's always 
blind, gre me the ſupcricrity. 

Lot. She ſhail be caii'd no more ſo, for that one ac- 
tion: and I am, Sir, in a literal ſen e, your very humble 
ſervant— | 

7. Bur, Degin then the duty of an uſeſul valer, 
and flatter me egreptiouil; —tlas the fellow fitted me? 


How is my manner? my mien? Do [ move freely? 


Have I kicked off the trammels of a gown? Or 
does not the tail on't ſeem ſtill tuck'd under my 
arm, where my hat 1s? with pert jirk forward, and 
little hitch in my gait like a ſcholattick beau?—This 
wig. I fear looks like a cap. . 

Lai, No, faith, ic loolts like a cap and gown 
too? tho” at the ſame time you look as if you ne'er 
had worn either : 

J. Beot But my ſword—1ocs it hang careleſs; -d 
I look bold, negligent, and ere? that is, do I look 
as if I could kill a man without being out of humour? 


A 4 I hor- 


1 
1 
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J horribly miſtruſt myſelf—Am I military enough | 
my air? I fancy teople ſee I underſlar d Greet, 


Pon'c I pere a little in my viſfage ?—Han't I a down. 


baokiſn lour? a wiſe ſadneſs 5 don't look gay 
enough and unthinking, I fancy. 


Lat. I proteſt you wrong yourſelf: Vou look ho & 


br:ik, and very ignorant. 

. Bret. Oh he—l am afraid you fatter me. 

Let. ! don't indeed I'll be hang'd if my tutor wou!d 
no eiter of u But, mor mater, to what aie do 
u de gn to put the noble arts ard ſciences he taught 
u— The condact of cur lives, the c overnmernt of 
cur paſſions, were his daily talk to . gcod man? 

F. Bec“. Good man? Why Pll obry his precepts, 
bat ab; idge e. — Fer as he uſed to advi'ie me, oor 
e320 my thought —as l' tell you, Pack—Fcr the 
— Bil turn them all into that one Crar paſon, 
love ; and when that's the only ter:use of my heart, 
I'll give that tortured heart quite away, deny there's 
any uch thing as pain, an.] turn Se“ a ſhorter way 
than C'er thy tmr taught tbee— This is the new philo- 
ſophy, you Rogue you 


Lat. But you would not in eargeſt bu thought * 


1171 erat- 7 

. Peck. 50 for as when [ TY Poa have 2 know 
ty my moon I cen dance; fo wen If OTIS have 
Yuu icei be te wud CIclcanliy neither 55 Capers, 
nor tals ſentence— gut you prate as if I came to 
zun to get an empioyment;—No ; hang buſineſs — 
hang care, let it live and proſper among the mea 
I ne'er go near the ſolema ugly things again l' keep 
compan 7 with none but Ladies— bright Ladie:—Oh 
Loicen! Londen! Oh Woman! Woman! 1 am come 
waere thou liveſt, Where thou ſhineſt. 

I. . Hey. day! why, were there no women in Ox- 
ferd ? 

7". Brok., No, no; way, do you think a bed- maker's 
a woman? 

Lat. Ves, and thought you knew it. 

T. Book, No, no, 'tis no ſuch thing—As he that 5 is 
rot honeſt or brave is no man; ſo ſhe that is not witty 


| or fair is no woman—No, no, Jack—wo come upto that 


high 


I 
; 
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high name, and object of deſire She mult be gay an i 
chaſte, ſhe muſt at once attract, and baniſh you—l don't 
know how to expreſs myſel but a woman methinks 
is a being between us and angels—She has ſome.hing 
in her that at the ſame gives awe and invitation ; and [ 
ſwear to you I was never out on't yet—Byt I always 
judged of men, as I obſerved they judged of women: 
there is nothing ſhews a man ſo much as the object of 
his zffections - But what do you ſlare at fo confiderately ? 

Lat. Faith, Sir, I am wondering at yo:—how tis 
poſſible you could be fo janty a town-ſpark in a mo- 
ment, and have fo eaſy a behaviour I look methinks to 
you, as if | were really your ſootman 

Y. Book. Why, if you'te ſerious in what you ſay—[ 
owe it wholly to the indulgence of an excellent father, 
in whoſe company I was always free, and uncon- 
ſtrain *d—But what's this to ladies, Jact, to ladies 
I was going to tell you I had ſtudy'd 'em, and know 
how to make my approaches to em by contemplating 
their frame, their inmoſt temper—l don't ground my 
hopes on the {candalous tales and opinions your wild 
fellows have of em Fellows that are but mere bodies 
M« hine:-—which at beſt can but move grac full) — No, 
I draw my pretences from philoſophy, from nature 

Lat, Yor'll give us by and by a lecture over your 
miſtreſs: you can diſſect her. 

Y Bock. hat I can indeed, and have fo accurately 
obſerved on woman, that I car know her mind by her 
eye, as well as her door ſhall her heaith by her 
pui.:—! can read approbation threugn a glance of 
diſdan Can fee when the Soul is divided by a fpark- 
ling tear that twinkles and vetrays the heart; a park - 
tins tear's the dre's and livery of love — Of love 
mode up of hone, and fear, d! joy and gricf—— 

La: Rut waat have the wars to do with all thi-? Why. 
muſt au needs commences toidier ail of a iudren?_ 

1. BA. Wer 't not a thing compliment with my 
college (ce and yhraie Vaccolt a lady—Miiucm, [ bring 
your 'auyihip a learred heart, One uncwly come from the 
Univeiſity—lr ycu want de finttiors, 1x1ms, and argu- 
ments, 1 am an able ichool-man—!l have read Ar ſtotie 
twins ver, compared his jarring commentators tco, ex- 
amined ail the famous peripateticks, know where the 

A 5 | Scotiſts 
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Scotills and the Nominals differ: This certainly muſt 
needs enchant a Lady. 

Lat. This is too much on th' other fide. 

F. Bock. The name of a ſoldier bids ycu better wel- 
ec me: Tis valour and ſeats dene in the field a man 
ſheu'd be cried up for—nor is't ſo hard to atchieve. 

Lat, The fame of it, you mean— 

V. Buck, Ves; and that will ſerve—'Tis bat looking 
dig. bragging with an eaſy grace, ad confidently 
muſtering up an hundred hard names they underſtand 
rot: Thunder out /'illercy, Carinat, and Boufflers; ſpeak 
of flrange towns and cailles, whoſe barbarous names, 
the harſher they're to the car, the rarer and more tak- 
ir g— Still running over lines, trenches, outwor ks, coun- 
ter carpe, and forts, citadels, mines, counterminer, 
pickeering, pioneers, centinels, parcles, and othere, 
without ſen e or order, thut matters not, the women are 
amaz'd, they admire to hear you rap 'em out fo readily; 
and many a one that went no farther for't, retailing 
tandicmeily ſome werl.ke terms, paſſes for a brave fel- 
low—Dan't ſtand gaping, but live and learn, my lad 
I can tell thee ten thcuſand arts, to make thee known 
ard valued in theſe regions of wit and gallantry, the 
Park; the play houſe 

Let. Now ycu put me in mind where we are What 
have we to do bete thus early—row there's no company? 

Z. Peck. Ch! Sir, I have put on fo much of the ſol- 
dier with my red ca”, that I came here t'obſerre the 


4. _ 
% 


2 ground [ m 10 eng: ge —— muſt I act, I know, 


icme | lover's Fart, nd: dere fore came to view this plea- 
fart well—l privately rambled to town laſt Nowenbor— 
Here, ay here—1 ſtcod and gaz'd at bigh Mail, till 1 
forget aas wit.ter, ſo mary pretty ſne's marched by 
me—O" to ſce the dear things in, dip along, and 
brea he. ſo hett, nipt with the ſeator—l ſaw the very 
air nct without fcice leave cir dear tips,—Oh they 4 
were intclerabiy hardſome. ( 
La-. You'ii lee, p. rha pe, ſuch to- debut ECW to : 
come at em 
Y. Buck. Ay, there's it, how to come at em 
Lat. Are you genzrous ? 


. B. 4A. I tl ink I am no riggard 


— 


Le. 
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Lat. You muſt entertain them hizh, and bribe al 
about em. They talk of Ovid, and his art of loving, 
be liberal and you outdo his precepts—The art of love, 
fir, is the art cf giving—Be free to women, they'll be 
free to you; not ev'ry open handed fellow hits it neither. 
Some give by lap-fuls, and yet ne'er oblige. The man- 
ner you know of doing a thing is more than the thing 
 itſe!f——Some drop a jewel, which would have been re- 
fuſed if bluntly offered. DE. 7 

F. Bock. Some loſe at play what they deſign a preſent. 

Lat. Right—the ſkill is to be generous, and ſeem 
not to know it of yourſelf, tis done with ſo much eaſe ; 
but a liberal blockhezd preſents his miſtreſs as he'd give 
an alme. 5 1 | 
Bock. Leave ſech blockheads to their deſerved ill 
fortune Lell me if thou know'ſt theſe ladies ? 

Lat. No, not I, fir, they are above an academick con- 
verie many degrees—['ve ſeen ten thouſand verſes writ 
in the Uiverſity on wenches not fit to be either of their 
handmaids—l never ſpoke to ſuch a fine thing as either 
in ail my whole life—l'm downright afleep o'fudden— 
I mult fall back, and glad it i; my p'ace to da ſo: yet 
I can get you intelligence perhaps Ill to the foo: man. 

J. 3::4, Do you think: he'll teli ?——- os 


4 Lot He would not to you perhaps—b:t to a bro- 

7 ther footmar Do you but liſten a: the entrance of the 

= ma'l at noon, and you'll have all the Ladies charaGers 
— 


in town among the lacqueys———Tcu know ail fame 
be gi1* from our dometticks —— 
7. Be +, Trat ws a wie man's obſervation—PFollow 
hi, and know what you can. Exit Latine. 
Euter Penelope, Victoria, Simon an Lettice. 
Peu. MW Walk round would be too much for us—we'il 
keep the Ma!!—Bur to our talk —I muſt confeſs I have 
| dNc⸗errors hen I chinx of marrying Lowemere : he is in- 
deed a man of an _ character—he has my good 
( opinion, but lore does not always fellow that—he is 1o 
wie a fehlo, always ſo preciſely in the right, ſo obſery- 
ir g and ſo jealous—he's blame'eſs indeed, but not to be 
commenced : what gocd be has, has no grace in't: he's 
one ct thoſe who's never bighly mov'd, except to an- 
g2r—Gire me a man that has agreeable faults, rathee 
chan off, nſive virtues. 


$6; | 


. 
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Lick. Offer ſive virtues, madam ! 

Fen. Yes—T don't know how there's a ſcrt of virtue, 
or p. udence, or what you'll call it, that we can but juſt 
approve. That does not win us—Lowemore wants that 
fire that converſation-ſpirit I would have. They ſay 
he's learn'd as well as diſcreet, but I'm no judge of 
that: I'm ſare he's no woman's ſcholar ; his wiſdum he 
ſhould turn into wit, and his lecrning into poetry or 
humour. 

Fig. Well, I'm not fo much of your mind, 1 like 
a ſober paſſion. . 

Pen. A ſober paſſion! you tock me up juſt now when 
I ſaid an offenſive virtue Bleſs me; 4 

¶Humbling almo/? te a fa 

T. Bool. [catching her] How wah am 1 indebted to 
an accident that favours me with an occaſion of this 
ſmall ſervice ! for 'tis to me a happineſs beyond _— 
ſion thus to kiſs your hand. 

Pen. Tne occaſion, methinks, is not fo obliging, nor 
the happineis you mention, worth that name, fir. 

F. Peck. Tis true, madam, I owe it all to fortune, 
neither your kindneſs nor my induſtry had any ſhare 
in't: thus am I ſtill as wretched as I was, for this happi- 
neſs I ſo much prize had doubtleis been refus'd by want 
of merit. 

Pen. T has very ſoon you ſee loſt what you v:Jued 
in it: but I find you and I, fir, have a different ſenſe; 
for in my opinion we enjoy with moſt pleaſure, what we 
attain with leaſt merit—Merit is a claim, and may pre- 


tend juſtly to favour ; when without it what's co: terr'd 


i more unexpected, and therefore more pleaſir g. 

Z. Bock, You talk very well, madam, cf an pappireſs 
you can't poflibly be acquainted with, the enjoying 
without defert. But indeed you have done me a very 
fingular good office, in letting me know my ſelf very 
much qualify'd for felicity, 

Vid. I ſwear he's a very pretty fellow, and how rea- 
dily the thing tzlks—I begin to pity Lovemore, but I 


degin to hate Penelope. How he looks! he looks at her! 


Y. Bock. But judge, madam, what the condition of a 
ation ate man mult be, that can apprcach the hand only 
of her he dies for, when her heart is inaccefiible. 
Pen. "Tis very well the heart lies not ſo eaſily 10 bo 
20 
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ſcized as the hand—I find — pray, fir—I don't know 
what there is in this very odd fellow, I'm not angry, 
| tho! he's downright rude, —Bu: I muſt 

Y. Book. But your heart, madam, your heart— 

[ Preſingly. 

Pen. You ſeem'd, fir, I muſt confeſs, to have ſhewn 
a ready civility when I'd lik: to fall juſt now, for which 
Icou'd notgbut thank you, and permit you to ſay what you 
pleas'd on that occaſion—But your heart, madam ; tis 
a ſure ſign, fir, you know not me—Or if you are what 
indeed you ſeem—2a genileman—ſure you forget your- 
felf, or rather you tallz by memory, a form or cant 
which you miſtake for ſomething that's gallant. 
F. Bok. Madam, I very humb'y beg your pardon, if 
I preſ.'d too far, and too abruptly — ! forgot indeed that 
I broke through decencies, and that tno' you have been 
long a familiar to me, I am a firanger to you. 
Pen. Pray, ſamiliar ſtranger, what can you mean? I 
never ſaw you before this inſtant, nor you me, I believe. 

T. Book. Perhaps not inat you know of, madam.— 
For your hum ty, 1 cem, k vou fo little ſenfible 
of your own pertetcion, cht vou v'erlook your con- 
queſt; nor have you Cer ob, me, tho' I hover day 
and night about your login, haunt you from place to 
place, at balis, in the park, at church—I gave you all 
the lerenades you've bad, yet never till this minute 
cou'd I find you, and this minute aa unfortunate one 
hut tais is always my luck, when Jam cut of the 
field. 

['ic2. You've traveli'd then, aad ſeen the wars, fir ? 

J. Peck. I—madam—I— All chat! Iro of the mat- 
ter ie, that Lewis the fourteenth morta.ly hates m:. 
They talk of French gold What heaps haue [ refugd! 
— yet to be generous even to an enemy, I mui: allow 
that prince has re ſon for his rancour to me.— hers 
has not been a ſkirmiſh, fiege, or battle fiace I bore 
arms, I mace not one in: no, nor the leait advantage 
got over the enemy but I had my ſhare, tho' perhaps 
not all my ſhare &@th? glory u' ve ſeen my name, tho? 
you don't know it, otten in the Garelte. 

Peu. I never read news. 


Erter 
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Enter Latine. 

Lat. What tale's he telling now, tro: ? 

J. Bock. You've never heard, I ſuppoſe, of ſuch 
names as Rurcmon.”, Keyſer wAaert, and Liege: nor read 
of an Engliſb gentleman left dead by his ptecipitar cy 
upon a prrapet at Jene. — I was thought fo indeed, 
when the fiiſt account came away. Every man has his 
failings — Riſhneſs is my Fault. 

Lat. Don't you remember a certain place call'd Or- 
ferd among your towns, Sir ? 

Y. Bork. Shaw, away—Oh ! —oh! I beg your par- 
don, ladies; this fellow krows I was ſhot in my leſt 
arm, and cannot bear the leaſt touch, yet will ful be 

ruſhing 03 me. 

Lat. He has a lye, I thi:k, in every joint. [He. 
Pen. Do you bear any commiſſion, Sr? 

T. Beck, There's an intimate cf mine, a general offi- 

cer, who has often ſaid, Tom, if you wou'd'it but ſtick 
to any ore applica'ion, thou might'ſt be any thing —'tis 
my mis fortune, madam, to have a mind too extenſive. 
I began laſt ſummer's campaign with the recownzd 
prince Eugene, but was forced to fly into Helland for a 
vel with that rough captain of the Haſart, Paul 
Diack — they talk cf a rca\ment for me— but thoſe 
thirg.—deſ des it will cblig ge me to attend it, and then 
I can't fel ow honour where- cer ſhe's buſicit, but muſt 
be confired to one natior hen indeed 'tis rather my 
way cf ſetvigg with ſuch of our allies as moſt want me. 

Per. But I fee you ſoldiers never erjoy fuch a thing 
as reil—ycu bit come home in winter to turn your 
valour oa the lad. es, tis but juſt a change of your war- 
are. 

7. Bock. I had immediately retern'd to Holland, but 
your beautiss at my rival here diſarg,d me, madam, 
made me a man of peace, cr rais'd a civil war within 
me r ther. — Vou tock me priſoner at een ſi ght, and to 

your charms I yielded up an heart, til then unconqucr 'd. 
Martial delights (once beit and a-areſ to me) vaniſh'd 
before you in a moment, and all my thoughts grew 
bent to pleaſe ang ſerve you. 

Lett. Lewemere's in the walk, madam, he':l tein a 
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I 3::k. Rob me o' ch' ſudden thus of all my Hoppi- 

nets! yet cer you quite forſake me, authorize my paſhon, 

licence my innocent flames, and give me leave to love 
ſuch charming tweetnel+. 

Per. He that will love, and knows what ?:is to love, 
will aſk no leave of any but himſelf. Lr. Ladies. 

J. B2:k. Follow em, Fact. | 

Lat. I know as much of em cad; as needs, The 
ſootman was in his talking vein—the handſomer of the 
two, ſays he, I ſerve, and ſhe lives in the Gardcn. 

F. Bucs. What Garden? ; 

Lat. Covent Garden: The other lies there too. I 
did nct ftay to af her name, but 1 ſhall meet him. 
ag, I took particuler notice of the livery. 

J. Bu. Neer trouble thyte:f to know which is 
which, my heart and my good genius tell me, *us ſhe, 
that pretty ſhe I talk'd to. 7 

Lat. If, with re\pect to your worſhip's opinion, [ 
wight preſume to te of a contrary one, I ſhould this k 
the other the hand ſomaer row, | 

7”. Book, What the dum) thing! the piqureNo, 
love is the union of minds, and ſhe that engages mine 
muſt be very well able to expreſs ber own. But I ſup- 
poſe ſore ſcolding landlady has made ycu ſo enamour'd 
with ſilence. But bere are two o'the deareſt of my old 
comrades, t ey ſæem am at ſomething by their action. 

Laer Levemore and Frederick. 

Fred. How! a c Hation on the water, aud muſic too? 

Love, Tes, Mult and A calladion. 

Fred. Laſt nigh ? 

Lowe, Leſt n. ght tao. 

Fred. An handſome treat? 

Love, A very robl: one. 

Fred. Who gave it? 

L:ve. That I'm yet to learn. 

J. Dot. How happy am I to mec t you here! 

Lowe. Men | embrace you thus—no happineſs can 
equal minz [ /aluting. 

V. Bret. I thruſt ar in:ruding!y apon you ; but 
you'll pardon a man overjoz*d to ſee you. 


Love. Where you're always welcome, you never can 
latruce. 


J. Buck, What were you talking of? 
| Lowe, 
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Love. Of an entertainment. 
. Book. Given by ſome lover? 

Lowe. As we ſuppoſe. 

Z. Bock, That circumſiance deferves my vice; 3 
pray go on, and let me ſhare the ſtory. 

Live. Some ladies had the fiddles laſt night. 

J. Bec. Upon the wa er too methought you ſaid? 

Lowe. Yes, twas upon the water. 

. Bock. Water often feeds the Lame. 

Love. Sometimes. 

Y. Bock. And by night too ? 

Lowe. Yes, laſt night. 

T. Bool. He choſe his time well- 
handſome ? 

Lowe. In moſt mens eyes ſhe is. 

F. Beck. And the mulick ? 

Lowe. Good, as we hear. 

F. Book. Some ba ac quet follow'd ? 

Live. A ſumptuous one, thev ſay. 

Y. Beck. And neither of you all the while know who 
gave this treat? ha, ha. 

Lowe. D'ye laugh at it? 

Z. B:ok, How can I chuſe, to ſee you thus admire a 
flight divertiſement I gave "I Þ 

Love. You ? 

Y. Bast. E vn 

Lege. Why have you got a miſtreſs here already ? 

F. Bock J ſhould be ſorry ele: I've been in town 
this month or more, though for ſome reaſous I appear 
but a little yet by day, i th? dark oth? evening | prep. 
out, and iacrenite mike ſome ves. Thus have [ peut 
my time but ill, were not-— 

Lat. Do you know what you ſay, fir ?—Don't ley it 
on ſo thick. 

Y. Back. Nay, you muſt be ſure to take care to he 
in the way as ſoon as they land, to new up Ruirs—T 
beg pardor, I was giving my fellow {ome directions 
z bout receiving ſome women of quality taat ſup with ma 
to-night inceg. hut you're my deareſt friends, and ſhall 
hear all— 

Fred. to Love. How luckily your rival Ciſcovers 
himſelf. 

J. Buck. I took five "_ and the faireſt kept for 


1 my 


—The lady ie 
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my company ; the other four, I fl'd with muſic of 
all ſorts, and of all forts the beft ; in the firſt were üd- 
dles, in the next theorbo, iutes, ani vv ices. | 7 
PFlutes and ſuch paſtoral inſtrume ts i' th' third, 

Loud muſick from the fourth did pierce the air. 

Each conſort vy'd by turns, 

Which with moit melody thou'd charm our ears. 

The fifth tae largeſt of em all, was neatly hung, 

Not with dull tapeſtry, but with green boughs, 

Crricfity interl:c'd to let in air, | | 

And every branch with jeſſamines, and orange pofies 

deck'd. Oe, 

In this the feaſt was kept. 

Hither with five other ladies I led her whoſe: heauty alore 
governs my deſtiny. Supper was ſerv'Tup {traigat; I 
will not trouble you with our bill of fare, wnat diſhes 
were beſt lik'd, what ſauces moſt commended ; tis 
envcuzh | tell you this delicious feaſt was of ſix courſes, 
twelve diſhes to a courſe. | 8 

Lat. That's indeed enough of all conſcience. [AA. 

Loge. Oh the torture of jealouſy | [Z ide] But, far, 
how ſce:ned the lady to receive this entertainment? we 
mutt know that. 

Z. Bech. Oh! that was the height on't—She, I war- 
rant you, was quite negligent of al this matter. You 
know their way. They muſt net ſeem to l:ifzz—INo, I 
warrant it wou'd not ſo much as ſmile to make the fel- 
low vain, and believe he had power to move delight in 
her—ha, ha! 

Lowe. But how then ? . 

Y. B:ok. Why you muſt know my honour grew poe- 
tick] pull'd off my ſword-knot, and with that bound 
up a coronet of ivy, laurel, and flowers; with that 
round my temples, and a plate of richeſt fruits in my 
| hand, on one knee | preſented her with it as a cornucopia, 

an offering from her humble ſwain of all his harveſ. to 
her the Ceres of our genial feaſt, and rural mirth— 
ſhe ſmild—the ladies clapp'd their hands, and all our 
muſick ſtruck ſympathetick rapture at my happineſs ; 
while gentle wind:, the river, air, echo'd the harmony in 
notes more ſoft than they receiv'd it. Methought all 

nature ſeemed to die for love like me. To all my heart 
and every pulſe beat time Oh the pleaſures of ſucceſsf u 


love 


18 The Lyinc LOVER: or, 

love! ha, Lowemore! ha! what, haſt thou got a goed 
office lately—Y ou're afraid I ſhould make ſome requeſt. 
Pry'thee ten't ſo ſhy, I have netting to aſk but of my 
miſtreſs; what's the matter? ” 

Lewe. I only attend, fir, I only attend— 

T. Book. Then Til go on. As ſoon as we had ſupp'd. 
the fire-works play'd. Squibs of all forts were darted 
through the ſkies, whoſe ſpreading fires mede a new day. 
A flamirg deluge ſeem'd to fall from Heaven, and with 
ſuch violence attack'd the waves, you wou'd have 
thought the fiery element had left his ſphere, to ruin 
his moiſt enemy. Their conteit dore, we larded, 
danc'd till day, which haſty S:/ diſturb'd us with tio 
ſoon. Had he ta'en cur advice, or fear'd my anger, he 
might in Theris's lap have flept #5 long as at Alomena's 
labour he's reported: but ſtecrirg not as we wou'd 
have preſcrib'd, he put a period to our envy'd mirth. 
Lowe. Truſt me you tell us wonders, ard with a grace 
as rare as the feaſt itſelf, which all our ſummer's mirth 
can't equal. | 

J. Back. My miftre(s tock me o'th* ſudden 1 had 
not a day's warning. : 

Lewe. The treat was cofly tho', and firely order'd. 

T. Beck. I was forc'd to take up with this trifle, He 
that wants time can't do as he wou'd. 

Lewe. Fare wel, ve ſhall meet again at mere leiſure. 

Y. Bac Nember me among ycur creatures, 

£:0e. On Jcalcuty! thou rack, jealoc y! | 

Fred. What re: ton have you to feel it? the circum- 
ances of the feat rothitg agree— X 
Love, In this time ard place they do; the reſt is 
nothing. [Ex. Fred. ard Love, 

Lot. May I ſpeak now, fir, witt out offence ? 

F. Beck. Tis in your choice now to ſpeak or not, but 
be ore co. pany you'll ſpoil all. | 

Lat. Do you walk abroad and talk in your fl:ep ? or 
Co aug, = age your dreams for current truth? 

T. Bor. Dull brain! | 

Lat. Why you beat out mine with your battles, your 
fire-works, your muſick, arid your feaſts. You've found 
an excellent way to go to your wars, and yet keep out 
of dange:—:hen you feaſt ycur miſtreſs at the cheapett 
rate 
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rate that ever I knew ! Why d'ye make em believe 
you ha' been here theſe fix weeks! 3 

7. Bock. My paſſion has the more growth, and I the 
better ground to make love. Fre 

Lat. You'd make one believe fine things, that wou'd 
but harken to you—But this lady might ſoon have found 
you out ; 

Y. Bock. Some acquaintance I have got however; this 
is making love, ſchclar, and at the beſt rate too. 

Lat. To ſpeak truth, I'm hardly come to myſelf yet, 
your great ſupper lies on my ſtomach ſtill. I defy Pon- 


tack to have prepar'd a better o'th* ſudden, Your en- 


chanted caitles, where ſtrangers found ſtrange tables, 
ſtrangely furniſhed with ſtrange cats, were but ſix penny 
ordinaries to the fifth barge; you were an excelient man 
to write romances, for having feaſts and battles at com- 
mand, your Quixote in a trice would over-run the world; 
revelling and ſkirmiſhing coſt you nothing; then you 
vary your ſcene with ſo much eaſe, and ſhift from court 
to camp with ſuch facility— | 


T. Book. I love thus to outvie a news-monger ; and 


as ſoon as I perceive a fellow thinks his ſtory will ſur- 
prizz—lI choke him with a ranger, and ſtop his mouth 
with an extempore wonder: didſt thou but know what 2 
pieaſure "cis to cram their own news down their throats 
again !— : 


Lat. Fis fine but may preve cangerous ſport, and may 
involve us in a peck of troubles : pry'thee, Ten, confider 


that I am cf quality to be kick'd cr can'd by this L—_ 
Z. Bec. Huth, huſh, call it not lying; as for my 

waging war, it is but jult I ſnatch and ſteal from fortune 

that fame which ſhe denies me opportunity to deſerve— 


My father has cramp'd me 1a a college, while all the 


world has been in action. Then as to my lying to my 
miſt: ele, 'tis but what all the lovers of liberty do.—Call 
it not hy that coarie name a lye. Tis wit, tis fable, 


allegorv, filtion, hyperbole, —or te it What youcail it 
the world's made vp almoit of netting elſe. What 


ale ail the grave faces you meet in publics ? —— 
mere feat lyes, dark folemn fronts, by which they 
wou'd ciſguile vain empty filly noddles.— But after ail, 
to 52 ſerious, ſiace | am tetelved honettly to love, x 
don't care Low” artfully I ob.aiu the woman I pitch 


upon. 


— —— — 


——— ͤ ¹Æ ÿZᷓDh—vB—ͤͤ ——— 


ſpect to you. 
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upon.—Beſides, did you ever know any of them ac- 
knowledged they lov'd as ſocn as they lov'd—No, they II 
let a man dwell upon bis knees—whom they ianguiſh to 
receive into their arm. They're no fair enemy—there- 


EC ACT 
— —— 


ACT I. SCENE I. 
Enter old Boekwit, Penelope, and Lettice. 


O. B. Iſtreſs Penelape, J have your father's leave 
3 to wait vpcn you, madam, and talk to 
you this morning; nay to talk to you of marriage. 
Pen. To talk to me of marriage, fir? 
O. Book. Ves, madam, in behalf of my for Tom Pcotæuis. 
Pen. Nay, there may perhaps be ſometbing faid to 
that. 850 | Ns [A/ide, 
O. Book. I ſent for him from Oxford with that de- 
Eon, he came to ton but yePerday; ard if a facher 
en judge, he brizgs from a college the mien and air 
of a court—I love my ſon entirely, and nope, madam, 
you take my thoughts as to you, to be no want of re- 
Pen. Twere wont of ſenſe, ſir, to do that. 
O. Beat. If I can remember my ſtyle to my miſtreſs 
of old, I'll eaſe Tom's way, and raiſe her expectation 


of my ſon. [de.] Madam, had I my het, my feather, 


antalocns, and jerkin on, as when I woo'd your kum- 
le ſervant's mother, I would deliver you his errand. 
I married her juſt ſuch a young thing as you : her com- 
plexion was charming, but not indeed with all your 
ſweetneſs. 
Pen. Oh! fir! 
O. Lech. Her neck, and boſom were the ſofteſt pil- 


| lows, her ſhape was not of that vice fort ; ſome young 


women ſuffer in ſhapes of their mother's making, by 
ſpare diet, firaight lacing, and conſtant chiding. But 
"rwas the work cf nature, free, unconftrain'd, bealthy 


{ JY 


——— — 


— — 


— 
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and But her charms had not all that emanation which 
yours have. | | | 295 

Pen. Oh fie! fie! | 

O. Bo:k. Not thoſe thouſand thouſan ? graces, that 
ſoft army of loves and zephyrs, millions o. airy beings 
that attend around you, and appear only to the fecond 
fight of lovers. | | 

Pen. O fie! Pray, good Sir, you'll leave nothing for 
your ſon to ſay. 55 8 
O. Boot. I did not think I had ſuch a memory. I 
find the women are now certainly daughters of the 
women before em.— Flattery ſtill does it. [ 4/ide.] Tom 
is my only ſon, and I extremely deſirous to have him ſet- 
tled.— own I think him of much merit. | | 

Pen. He would derogate from his birth, were he not 
much a gentleman. But to receive a man in the cha- 
racter of a pretender at firlt ſight 

O. Book. il walk him by and by before your win - 
dow, where your own eyes ſhall judge—I think there's 
nothing above his pretences but yourſelf ; but when one 
of ſo many excellent qualities beitows herſelf, it muſt be 
condeſcenfion. — You ihall not anſwer =Farewel, daugh- 
ter: we are but too apt to believe what we wiſh—— 

[Exit O. Book. 
| Pen. Tis as you ſaid, Lzttice, Old Baolzuit came to 

_ propoſe his fon. | | 

Lett. T overheard the old Gentleman talk of it laſt 
night.—But, Madam, you han't heard the ſong that 
was made on you, — Oh "tis migaty pretty, the Gentle- 
man is dying for you, he ſays it, pure pure verſes. 

Per. Whoever writ'em, he's not the firlt Poet I have 
made. They may talk, and (ay Nature makes a Poet, 
but I ſay Love makes a Poet. Don't you ſee elder bro- 
thers, who are by nature born above wit, ſhall fall in 
love, and write verſes—1ay, and pretty good ones, con- 
ſidering they can tagg'em. to ſettlements : but let's ſee, 


To CEL 1 4's Spinet. 


Reading. Tho: ſoft machine that does her hangs obey, 
Tell her my grief in thy Bar moniout lay. 
Poor man 


To ſpun my moan to thee fell fy. 
To her teuch be ſure reply, | 5 3 
And, if foe remc ves it, dies The 
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The device is juſt and truly poetical. | 
Kncw thy bliſc—Ay, av, there I come in. 
| Knox thy lig, with rapture ſoake, 
Tremble ver all thy numerous male; 
Speak in melting /ounds my tears, 
Speak, my joys, my hopes, my fears, 
W hich ail depend upon me. 
Thus force her, when from me ſhe'd fly, | 
By her caun hand, like me, to die. 
Well, certainly nothing toucies the heart of woman fo 
. much as poetry. I ſu>poſe the maſter is in the next 
room, 'tis his hour, defire him to walk in. "Twill 
make one's ears tingle, a ſong o' one's ſelf. 
Here the ſorg is performed tn @ ſpinet. 
Well, doſt think, Lettice, my grave lover writ this 
fine thing ſay ' ſt thou ? X 
Tet, No, Madam. -Nobody writes ſongs on 
thoſe they are ſure of. 7 | 
Pen. Sure of me! the inſolent! 
Lett. Nay, I know no more than that he ſaid he'd 
turn me away as ſoon as he had married you. 8 
Pen. Tis like enough. —That's the common practice 


of your jealous-headed fellows. —Well, I have a good 


mind to dreſs myſelf anew, put on my beſt looks, and 
ſend for him to diſmiſs him. I know te loves me. 
Leit. T never knew him ſhew it but by his jealouſy. 
Pen. As you fay, a jealous fellow love? — tis all 
miſtake, 'tis only for himſelf he has deſires ; nor cares 
what the object of his wiſhes ſuffers, ſo he himſelf has 
ſatisfaction—No, he has a gluttony, an hunger for me. 
Lert. An hunger for you! I proteſt, Madam, if you'd 
let me be his cook, and make you ready, I'd poifon 
| him. But I'm glad Simon diſobey'd you, and told the 
Gentleman's ſervant who you were, and your lod- 
IO —— | 
Pen. Did the rogue do ſo ?—Call him hither. 
Lett. Simon, why Simon. v 
Enter Simon. 

Pen. Sirrah, I find I muſt at laſt tvrn you off, you 
faucy fellow, don't f and flaring and dodging with your 
feet, and wearing out your livery hat with ſqueezing for 

an excuſe, but anſwer me, and that preſent]y. 
Kn. I will, Madam, as ſoon as you aſk me a * 
en. 
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Pen. Not afore them Mr. Pert don't you know 
you told the gentleman's footman in the park who I 
was, againſt my conſtant order, when I walk early. 
| Come, firrah, tell all that paſſed between you. 
Sim. Why, madam, the greg gentleman came 
| up to me very civilly, and ſaid his maſter was in diſ- 
courſe with my lady he ſuppoſed——Then he fell into 
tallc about vails—about profits in a ſervice ; at laſt, after 
a deal of diſcourte between us DS 
Pen. Come, without this preamble, —what he aſk d 
| you, impertinence, —tell that, do 
Sim. He aſk'd about you, and Madam F7ioria.— 
I ſaid, the bandſomeſt of the two is my Lady. 
Pen. Speak on boldly, Simon; I'm never angry at a 
ſervant that ſpeaks truth. 5 
Sim. He told me he ſhould be very proud of my ac- 
quaintance ; indeed, madam, the man was very well- 
ſpoken, and ſhewed a great deal of reſpe& for me, on 
your ladyſhip's account — He is a mighty well-ſpoken 
man, and ſaid, he found I was a ſmart Gentleman—ſaid 
he'd come again. | ES 
Pen. Go, you have done your bufineſs. | 
Go down, [ Exit. 
| Lett. Well, after all, madam, I did not think that 
Gentleman diſpleaſed you. 
Pen. Had young Bool wit his mien and converſation, 
how eaſily would he exclude Lowemore / 
| | Enter Servant. 
Ser. Mr. Lowemore is coming up, madam. 
Pen. He has not heard ſure of this new propoſal. 
Lett. Tis poſſible he may, and come to rant or up- 
braid your ladyſhip ; I wonder you endure him on theſe 
occaſions. | 
Pen. I'll rack his very heart- ſtrings. He ſhall know 
all that man e'er ſuff:red for his native miftreſs, woman. 
Lect. His father, madam, has been ſo long coming out 
of Suffelk.— There are firange tricks in the world, but 
is not my place to ſpeak ——— _ . 
Pen. However, his father may come at laſt; I will 
not wholly loſe him; as bad as he is, he's better than 


no huſband at all— Stay in the room, I'll talk to you 
as if he were not preſent —— . 


Enter 


a tbing, an utenſil 
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| Enter Lovemore, 

Live. Ah! Penelope! inconitant! fick'e Pencl- pe! 

Pex. But, Lettice, you don”; tell me win the gen tl-man 
faid ; now there's no body here ycu may ſpeak 

Lows Now there's no bedy bere ? Then 1 am 
lam no body, | have no eſſence 
that Jam ſerſible of—1 think "twill be fo focn—Tkis 
Iogra: te, —this perjut'd! 

Pen. Tell me, 1 ſay, —Low the match heppercd to 
b:eik off; 

Lowe, This is downright abuſe. —— hat! Con? t 
you ſee me, madam ? 

Lett. He had the folly, upon ber beirg commonly 
civil to him, to talk of directing her sffairs before his 
time: in tre fir lt place, he thought it but nece ſiary ker 

maid, her faithful ſervant Mrs. Betty, ſhouid be remov'd. 

e Her faithful ſervant Mis. Bey! Her be- 
trayer, her whiſperer, Mrs. Lettice. Madam, wou 4 
you but bear me—l will be heard — 

Pen. Pr'5thee ſtep, Lettice, and ſee v kat noiſe is that 
without. 

Lec. The noiſe is here, madam ; ; 'tis I het * e 
what you call neiſe—'Tis I that claim loud my right, 
and ſpeak to all the worid the wrongs J ſuffe : 

Pen. Cooling herbs weil feep'@—a good anodyne at 
night, made of juice of hellebore, with very thin det, 
may be of uſe ia theſe caſes. 

[ Beth looking at Him os de bur 

Love. Caſes !—Whet caſes? ] hall downright un 


mad with this damn'd uizye. Am Ia jeſi? 


Lett. A Jet no faith, this is far from a metry mad- 

ncſs—Ha! ba! ha! 

Love. Haiky'e Leitice I' Cownright box u 
Hold your tongue, gipſy- 
Leit. Dear mad am, fave me go you to him 

Pen. Let him take you.-—Bleſs * be ſtares, 
— take her. 

Lett. Take her } 

Pen. Take od 

Lowe. Very fincz=—No, madam, your gallant, your 
ſpark laſt nigh: ; your fine dancer, entertainer, ſhall 
take you——He that was your ſwain, and you, I war- 
rant, a fantaſtick nymph of the flood, or foreſt; ha! ba! 
ha! to be out all night with a young fellow, — Oh that 
makes 


[Running ag cach other, 


2 
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ha ! to be war all night with a young fellow Od : 
that makes you change your countenance, does it ſo ?— 
Fine Iady—You wonder how I came to know——why 
chuſe a diſcreeter the next time—he told me all him- 
ſelf—ſwoon—die for ſhame at hearing of theſe words, 
— do — | 
Pen. I am indeed downright aſhamed for him that 
ſpeaks em; whence this inſolence, if not from utter 
diſtraction, under this roof? | | 5 
Love. Oh! the ingrate! — Have not I, madam, two 
long years, two ages, with humbleſt reſignation de- 
pended on your ſmiles; and ſhall I ſuffer ene of yeſ- 
terday*s—to treat you, to dance all night with you? 
Per. Speak ſoftly—my father's coming down. 
Love. Thy father's coming down! faithleſs l—_— 
thou haſt no father. But to croſs me by night upon 
the water ! | 
Pen. Well, by night upon the water What then? 
Low. Yes, all night. 
Pen What of that? 
Love. Without bluſhing when you hear of it? 
Pen. Bluſh for wheat !— What do you drive at? 
Love. Can you then coldly aſ what 'tis I mean, thou 
rcveller, thou rambler ; a fine young lady with your 
raidnight frolicks ! But what do I pretend to? —1 
know not how with bended knees to call you Ceres, 
make you an offering of ſummer fruits, and deify 
your vanity; — Thou art no geddeſs, thou art a very 
woman, with all the guile—Your barges! your treats ! 
your fireworks! | 
Pen. What means the infolent ! You grow inſuf- 
ferable. | | 
Love. Oh Penelope ! that look, that diſdainful look 
has pierc'd my foul, and ebb'd my rage to penitence 
and forrow—I own my fault I am too ran 
Pen. Th' imaginary enemies you raiſe are but mere 
forms of your fickly brain—ſfo I think, and ſcorn em. 
A diftident, an humorous and ungenerous man, w 
v1thout grounds calls me inconſtant, ſhall ſurely find 
me ſo : She will be very happy that takes a conſtant 
man with twenty thouſand humours. 
Lov. Is it a fault my life's bound vp in thee, 
That all my powers — wall chy looks, 


n 
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That my eyes glote on thee when thou'rt preſent, 
And ake and roll for light when thou'rt abſent ? 

Pen. A little ill uſage, I ſee, improves a lover 
ſtrangely ; I never heard him ſpeak fo well in my life 
before. [ Afeae. 

Low. Of you 1 am not jealous ; 
Tis my own indeſert that gives me fears, 

And tenderneſs forms dangers where they're not ; 
I doubt and envy all things that approach thee : 
Not a fond mother of a long with'd for only child be- 
holds with ſuch kind terrors her infant offspring as [ 
do her II love. She thinks it's food, if ſhe's not by, 
unwholeſome; and all the ambient air made up 
of fevers and of quartan agues, except ſhe ſhrouds 
it in her arms. — Such is my unpitied anxious care 
for you, and can I ſee another 

Pen. What other ? | 

Low. Nay, if you make a fecret of your meeting, — 
there's all that I ſuſpect in'ꝰt.— Another? Voung 
Bookwit is another. | | | 

Pen. I never ſaw his face. Young Bool ui: 

Low. What ! not tho' he ſolicited a glance, with 
ſymphonies of charming note, with ſumptuous diſhes ! 
— Not when the flying meteors from the earth made a 
new day !-——not ſee him !—Oh! that was hard, — 
that-was unkind, not one look for all this gallantry ! 
Shut love is blind, — You can be all night with the 
ſon, all day with the father, and never fee either.— 
His father was here this morning; ſeek not to excuſe, 
—[ know your arts, and ſee their aim too—Go, go, 
take your Bool cit. Forget your lover as he muſt now 
you. 05 [ Going. 

Hen. Hear but three words. | 
Low. What ſhall they be? 
Pen. Prithee hear me. | 
| Low. No, no, your father's coming down. 
Pen. He is not coming, nor can he overhear s. 
There's time and privacy enough to diſabuſe yo 1. 

Low. I'll hear nothing unlets you will be married, 
unleſs you give me as a preſent earneſt of your ſelf 
three kiſſes, and your word for ever. 

Pen. To give v.ay to my ſatisfaction then—anJ be 
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friends again, you wou'd, Mr. Lowemore, have three 
Kiſſes e 

Lov. Three kiſſes, your faith, and hand. 

Pen. Nothing elſe; will you be ſo contented ? 

Lov. Pl expect higher terms, if you accept not 
theſe Quickly then. 

Pen. Well then, No, my father's coming? ha, ha, ha. 
Lev. Laugh at my fafferings — flight my anger. 
Is this — of requital of my love; 
Revenge, revenge, — I'll print on thy favourite in his 
heart's blood my revenge. Our ſwords—our ſwords 
ſhall diſpute our pretences, rather than he enjoy what 
my long ſervices entitle me to, which is to do myſelf 
right 1 what he intends an injury; tho' perhaps 
what we ſhall diſpute for is better loſt. i 

Pen. Mr. Lowemore, you have taken very great liber- 
ties; you ſay I have injured you in regard to another. 
— ls your opinion then of what you ſay you will dif- 
pute for, ſuch as you juſt now ſaid——better loſt. 

Lov. Look you, madam, —ſo— therefore —as to 
that—this is ſuch—for that it—You don't conſider 
what you ſaid to me | 

Pen. Ha! ha! ha! 3 
Low. You ſhall by all that's Lou ſhall repent 
this. \ [Flizgs out. 

Pen. This is all we have for't, a little dominion 
before hand———Theſe are the creatures that are 
born to rule us, who creep, who flatter, and ſervilely 
beſeech your favour ; which obtain'd, they grow ſul- 
len, proud and infolent ; pry into the giſt, the man- 
ner of beſtowing, with all the little arts th* ungrateful 
2 hide, or kill their ſenſe and conſcience of a be- 
nefit 

Lett. Ay, ay, madam, tis ſo ] had a ſweetheart 

once, a lady's butler, to whom I gave a lock of my 
hair; and the villain, when we quarrell'd told me 
half of em rr. 

Pen. Ha! ha! ha! the ingrate the faithleſs, 
as Lowemore ſays | | | 

Lert. And yet, Madam, the rogue ſtole a letter out 
of a book to aſk me for it—as my next ſuitor found out. 
Pen. However, I am ſure tis in my fate to be ſub- 
ject to one of them very ſuddenly. 

| | B - | Letts 


A 
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Lett. Ah! madam ! the gentleman this morning 

Pen. The fellow's very well, and I am mightily 
miſtaken if my couſin Victoria did not think fo—— 

Lett. And fo do you heartily. | IA. 

Pen. Vet I wiſh I had ſeen this young Baolwit be- 
fore Lowemore came to-day. | 

Lett. PII tell you how, madam—#;Foria has ne'er a 
lover, and is your entire friend Now madam, ſup- 
poſe you got her to write a letter to this young gentle- 
man in her own name You meet him under that 
name 7nc9gnito ; then if an accident ſhould happen, both 
vou and ſhe m ſafe, and puzzle the truth: you 
never writ to him, ſhe never met him 

Pen. A lucky thought—ftep to her immediately 
I'll come to her, or ſhe to me. 

Leit. I fly, I fly | [ Exit 

Pen. This is indeed a lucky hint of the wench, in 
which I have another drift too—Now ſhall I fift my 
friend /:&sria, and perfectly underſtand whether ſhe 
kes that agreeable young fellow; for if her reſerv'd 
Humour eafily falls in with this defign on Bookauiz, 
fae's certainly ſmitten with the other, and ſuſpects me 
to be ſo too—What is this dear, this ſudden intruder 
love, that Victeria's long and faithful friendſhip, Lowe- 
er's anxious and conftant paſſion, both vanith before 
t in a moment ?— Why are our hearts io acceſlibls at 
our eyes: Mͤy dear 

Enter Victoria. 

F.7. Dear Pen. I ran to you— well, what i:'t ? 

Pen. Set chairs and the Bohea tea, and leave us. [ Ex. 
Lett.] Dear YV:#oria—you have always been my moſt 
intimate boſom- friend - your wary carriage and cir- 
c umſpection have often been a ſafety againit errors to 
me—[ muſt confeſs it. [Filliag her ta. 

Via. But, my dear, why this preface to me ?—To 
the matte 6 

Pen. You know all that has paſs'd between me and 
Mr. Lavemore. 5 
Vids. I have always approv'd him, and do now 

more than ever Fer ' tis not a mien and air, that makes 
that worthy creature, a kind huſband : But | 


Pen, True, but here was old Bookuvit this morning, 
7 Wo wich 
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with my father's authority to talk to me of the ſubject 
of love. 

Vid. Nay, madam, if ſo, and you can reſolve to obey 
your father, —I contend not for Lowemore; for tho the 
young men of this age are ſo very vicious, io expenſive 
both of their health and fortune 

Pen, How zealous ſhe is to put me out of her way ! 
| Falſe creature! [Afde.]—But, my dear friend, you 

don't take me——Your friendſhip out-runs my expla- 
nation—” Twas for his ſon at Oxferd he came to me 
he is to talk with him beforg the door that I may view 
hin by and by | | 

Viz. Nay, as one muſt obey their parents wholly 
El think a raw young man that never {aw the town, 
is better than an old one that has ran through all its 
vices—T congratulate your good fortune—There's a 
great eſtate—and he knows nothing, juſt come to 
town — The furniture and the horſe cloaths will be 
all your own device for the wedding, and the horſes, 
when and where you pleaſe He knows no better 

Pen. But one ſhall be fo long teaching a raw crea- 
ture a manner | | 
Pi. Never let him have one — twill make him like 
himſelf, and think of making advances elſewhere : 
You'd better have him a booby—How could I think 
of the old fellow for you—Look you, Pex. old age 
has its infirmities, and 'tis a ſad proſpeR for an honet* - 
young woman to be ſure of being a nurie, and never 
of being a mother 

Pen. Oh! that I had but your prudence ? But, mv 
dear, I have a requeſt to make to you, and tif. is, that 
you would write him an aflignation this evening in 
the park—T']l obey the appointment, and convert: 
with him under that diſguiſe! for the old people wii! 
clap up a match before ] know any thing of the 1921 
man — And if one don't know one's hutwand, hy; 
can one manage him ? that is to ſay, obey him? 

Vit. Oh! pray my dear, do you think I Con': 
underfſtand—Oh ! and there's another thing—A ſcho- 
lar makes the beſt huſband in the world. | 

Pen. Becauſe they are the moſt knowing 

Viet. No, becauſe they are the leaſt kroving- Bu 
11! go immediately and obey your comraaauds—!I wiſh 
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you heartily well, my dear, in this matter. [X, Ber. 

Per. I thank you, deareſt—I don't doubt it indeed. 

Vit. Where are you going now, my dear—Oh ! fie! 

this is not like a friend - Do I uſe you ſo, dear madam ? 

Pen. Nay, indeed madam, I muſt wait on you—— 
Vidt. Indeed you ſhan't——LIndeed you ſhan't. 

[ Pen. follows. 

Pen. Well, madam, will you promiſe then to be as 


free with me ?—Thus does the hope to work me out 


of my lover, by being made my confidant—But that 


baſeneſs has been too faſhionable to paſs any more 


I have not truſted her—the cunning creature I begin 
to hate her ſo—[Pll never be a minute from her. [ Ext, 
Enter Old Bookwit, Young Bookwit and Latine. 
O. Book. Well, Tom, where have you ſaunter'd about 
ſince I ſaw you? Is not the town mightily increas'd 
fince you were init? | 
Y. Book. Ay, indeed, I need not have been fo impa- 


tient to have left Oxford ; had I ſtaid a year longer, 
they had builded to me. 


O. Book. But I don't obſerve you affected much with 
the alterations Where have you been? 
Y. Book. No faith, the New-Exchange has taken up 


all my curioſity. 


O. Book. Oh! but, fon, you muſt not go to places 


to ſtare at women. Did you buy any thing? 


F. Book. Some baubles But my choice was ſo diſ · 


tracted among the pretty merchants and their dealers, 


I knew not where to run firſt—One little liſping rogue, 
ribbandths, gloveths, tippeths, Sir, cries another, will 
you buy a fine ſword-knot?? then a third pretty voice 
and curt'fie—Does not your lady want hoods, ſcarfs, 
fine green filk ſtockings—l went by as if I had been 
in a ſeraglio, a living gallery of beauties—ſtaring from 
fide to fide ; I bowing, they laughing—ſo made my 
eſcape, and brought your ſon and heir ſafe to you, 
through all theſe darts and glances—to which indeed 


my breaſt is not impregnable---But I wonder whence 


J had this amorous inclination 
O. Boot. Whoever you had it from, firrah, tis your 


\ buſineſs to correct it—by fixing is upon a proper ob- 


je&—But, Tem, Wu know I am always glad to hear 


you talk with the gaiety before me, that you do elſe- 


where 
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where But I have now ſomething of conſequenee (that 
ſudden ſerious look was fo like me) ¶ Aſide.] What I 
am going to ſay now, I tell you, is extraordinary 

J. Book. I could not indeed help ſome ſeeming ex- 
travagancies I have been forc'd to- Buy 

O. Book. I do not grudge you your expences, I was 
not going to ſpeak on't—tfor I decay, and ſo do my 
deſires, while yours grow ſtill upon you—Therefore 
what may be ſpar'd from mine, I heartily give you to 
ſupply yours —'Tis but the juſt order of things —L[ 
ſcorn to hoard what I only now can gaze at, while 
your youth and perſon want thoſe entertainments you 
may become and taſte— All your pleaſures are mine 
allo In you my youth and gayer years methinks 1 
feel repeated. | 

. Bos. Then what can give you, fir, uneaſineſs? 

O. Bock. Your affectation of a ſoldier's dreſs, makes 
me think you bent upon a dangerous, tho” noble courſe. 
That you'll expoſe a life, that is dearer to your father 
than your ſelf, to daily hazards ; I therefore have re- 
ſolved to ſetile thee, and choſen a young lady, witty, 
prudent, rich and fai 3 
T. Book. Oh, Victoria [-. Ade] You cannot move 
too ſlowly in ſuch a buſineſs. 

O. Book. Nay, tis no ſudden thing Her father and 
I have been old acquaintance, and I was fo confident 
of her worth, and your compliance, that I can't with 
honour diſengage myſelf. 3 = 

Y. Book. How, Sir! when honour calls me to the 
field, where I may perpetuate your name by ſome 
brave exploit 

O. Book. You may do it much bctter, Tom, at home 
by a brave boy—Come, come, it muſt be i 

Z. Book. What ſhall I do for ſome invention? ¶ Aſide. 

O. Book. Let it be ſo, dear Tom, it muſt be ſo. 

T. Book. What if it be impoſſib le? 

O. Book. Impoſſible ! as how ? | 

Y. Book. Upon my knees I beg your pardon, Sir ; 


I am 
O. Book. What 
T. Book. At Oxford | 
O. Book. What art thou at Oxford? Riſe and tell me. 
T. Book. Why I am married there, ſince you needs 
muſt know. | O. Book. 
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O. Beck. Married without my conſent ! 

J. Book, There was a force upon me; you'll eaſily 
get all annull'd if you defire it: — It was the croſſeſt⸗ 
moſt unhappy accident Vet indeed ſhe is an ex- 
ccllent creature! 

Lat. How could he conceal this all this while from 
me ?—PBut I remember he us'd to be out of college 
whole nights we knew not where. [Alide. 


Penelope and Victoria at the avindow. 


| Pen. The very man we met this morning; and | 
_ oy my rival to write to him! ho contidently ſhe 
cares at the fellow, and obſerves his action! 

Ft. Betty, do you ſee with what intent, and with 
what fire in her eyes Poneiope gazes yonder ?—But toke 
you that letter and give it when the old gentleman's 
gone. Gocdueſs! —how concern'd ſhe ſeems! Well, 
dome women _ [Ex. Ladies from above. 

O. Bock. Let that paſs, ſince the buſineſs is irrevo- 
cable- What is her name? 

Z. Beo. Matilda, and her father's beat 


O. Back. They're names I never heard before; bur 
o on. 

a Y. Book. This lady, Sie, I faw in a publick Aſ- 
ferably ; at the firſt fight ſhe made me her's for ever. 
From that inſtant I languiſh'd—nor had vital heat out 
of her preſence—The ſun to me ſhed influence in vain, 
de roſe. and ſet both unobſerv'd, nor was to any liv- 
ing this human lie ſo much a dream as me: All this 
lie obſerv'd, but not untouch'd obſerved. She ſhew'd 
a noble gratitude to a noble paſſion ; favours I ſoon re- 
ceived, but ſeverely medeſt ones. 

Lat. Oh! that's preſuppos'd, you to be ſure wou'd 
ne'er defire any other. [ Aſide. 
T. Bol. We had contriv'd to meet © "nights, 

The ſweeteſt hours of love ; and there was I 
One evening in her lodging Twas as I remember, 
Yes, twas on the ſecond of December. 

That's the very night I was caught 

Lat. Tis ſtrange, a fellow of his wit to be trepan'd 
into a marriage [ Afede, 

Y. Book. Her father ſupp'd abroad that night, which 
made us think ourſelves ſecure— But coming home by 
acci- 
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accident ſooner than we expected, we heard him at the 
door How did that noiſe ſurprize us! She hid me 
behind the bed, then lets him in. 5 
O. Book. I tremble for the poor young lady 
Pray go on How did ſhe recover herfelt ? 
. Book. She fell into the prettieſt artful little tales 
to divert him, and hide her diſcompoſure—which h 
interrupted by telling her ſhe muſt be married ſudden!» 
to one propoſed to him that evening —— 'This was 
to me daggers. | 
O. Book. But the! ; | | 
Y. Book. She by general anſwers in that caſe ma- 
nag'd it ſo well, that he was going down, when in- 
ſtantly my watch in my pocket ſtruck ten—He turns 
him ſhort on his amazed daughter, asked where ſhe 
had it—She cry'd her couſin Martha ſent it out of the 
country to be mended for her—He ſaid he would take 
care on't ; ſhe comes to me, but as I was a gii- 
ing it her, the ſtring was ſo entangled in the cock 
of a piſtol I always had about me on thoſe occaſione, 
that my haſte to —__ it fir'd it of —My miſtreis 
{woons away—The father ran out crying murder 
thought her dead, fear'd his return, which he ſoon 
did, with two boiſt'rous rogues, his ſons, and his 
whole family of fervants—I wou'd have made my ei- 
cape, but they oppos'd me with drawn ſwords; I 
wounded both; but a luſty wench with a firethovel 
at one blow ſtruck down my ſword, and broke it all. 
to pieces 
(). Book. But ſtill the poor young lady! a 
Y. Book. Here was I ſeiz'd—Mean time DMat:/z 
wakes from her trance—beholding me held like a 
ruſian, both her brothers bleeding—She was returnin 
to it— What ſhould I do? I faw the hoary father in 
the divided forrow, for his ſon's lives, and daughter's 
honour, of both which he —_ me the invader—— 
She with pitying, dying, and reproaching looks be- 
1leech'd 2 — me what I ow'd A conſtant. 
love—lI yielded, Sir, I own, I yielded to the juſt ter- 
ror of their family reſentment, and to my miſtreſs's 
more dreadful upbraiding. Thus am I, Sir, the mar- 
ꝛyr of a honeſt paſſion — | 
O. Book, That I * is, that you conceal'4 
5 it 


34 The LyYING Lover: or, 


it from your beſt friend—Pll inſtantly to Penelope”: 
father, and make my apology He is my friend. [ Exit. 


Lat. This marriage ſtrangely ſurpr, zd me 

J. Bock. Why, did you believe it 3 as well as 
the old gentleman ? why then [ did it it excellentl.— 
ha! ha! ha! 

Lot. What, the watch che piſto! ! lady ſwooning, 


her pitying, upbraiding looks! all chimæra! 


Z. Book, Nothing but downright wit, to keep my 
ſelf ſafe for Victoria. . 

Lat. May I defire one favour ? 

T. Book. What can I deny thee, my privado ? 

Lat. Only that you'd give me ſome littie ſecret 
hint—when next you L—are going to be witty 


But to jumble particulars fo readily ! tis impoſſible 


you cou'd, | believe, at the beginning of your tale 

know the ending yet 
Y. Book. Theſe are gifts, child, mere gifts; *tis not 

to be learnt— the ſcill of lying—Except humour, wit, 

invention, preſence of mind, retention, memory, cir- 

cumſpection, &c,—were to be attained by Sc 

You muſt not hum, nor haw, nor bluſh for't 
Lat. Who have we got here ? 


Betty Entering. 

Ber. May I be ſo bold as to crave the liberty to aſc 
your name ? 

Y. Book. My bright hand-maid, my little ſhe Garymrde 
— thou charming He:be—You may aſk me my name 
for I won't tell it you—till you do—becauſe I'd have 
the more words with you 

Bet. Are not you Mr. Baokwit ? 

Y. Book. The very ſame, my dear. 

Bet. There then — He's a mighty prettv man. 

| [ E-xzt. Petty. | 

Y. Bock. reading. Tos may wonder—this evening 
near Roſamond”s pond, onthe other fide the Part, Victoria. 
On the happineis! What is become of the girl ? 


Oh! Latine / Latine ! ask me fifty queitions all at once! 
What ails me? Why this joy? -W ho is this from? 
—Oh I could die methinks this moment, leſt there 
ſhould be in fate ſome future ill to daſh my preſent joy. 
Why, 7aci, why doſt not aſk me what's the matter ? 
Lats 
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Lat. If you'd but give me leave 

Y. Book. No, do not ſpeak—Let me talk all, I fain 
would celebrate my fair one's praiſe, her every beauty! 
But the mind is too full to utter any thing that is arti- 
culate, and will give way to nothing but mere 
names and interjetions—Oh !——/:Foria /—Viforia ! 
Victoria Oh my Vidtoria Read there. 

Lat. Well, I own this is ſubſcribed Y;Foria—Butftil 
I am afraid of miſtakes. 

F. Book. No——Kneel down and aſk forgiveneſs — 
Lou don't believe that ſhe that would not ſpeak to me 
would write—But after all raptures and extaſies 
pr'ythee ſtep after the maid, learn what you can of her 
fortune, and ſo forth—Get intereſt to be admitted 
another time. mn Exit. Lat. 

Enter Frederick. 

Fred. Sir, your ſervant. 

. Book. Yours, Sir, have you buſineſs with me? 

Fred. This paper ſpeaks it. 

Y. Book. reading. Of a friend you've made me your 
mortal enemy—IWith your ſword I expect ſatisfafion lo- 
morrow morning at fix in Hyde-park. Lovemore. 
Do you know the contents of this letter? 

Fred. Ves, Sir, it is a challenge from Lewemore. 

Y. Book. Are you to be his ſecond ? 

Fred. I offer'd it, but he will meet you ſingle. 

T. Boek. '| he fewer the better cheer, 

Fred. You're very pleaſant, fir. 

Y. Book. My good humour was ever challen | 
proof—!I will be very punctual. [Exit Fred.] I Fall 
into buſineſs very faſt There, thou dear letter of love 
T be there, thou of hatred—There—Men of buſineſs 
— ſort their papers I fear he ſaw me put up two 


Enter Latine, 
Oh, Tack, more adventures, another lady has writ. 
Lat. Let's fee it. 8 | | 
T. Beck. No, always tender of rep.—ſhe is of qua- 
lity—A gentleman uſher came with it I can't believe 
there's any thing in that oid whim of beiug wrapt in 
one's motier's k to be taus lucky —I ſuppoſe IL 
3 6 | _ was 


1 
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was uſed like other children—They clapp'd me on a 
ſkull-cap—t(wath'd me hard, play'd me in arms, and 
ſnew'd me London—But howe'er it comes about, I have 
ſtrange luck with the women. onal 
Lat. But let us ſee this letter. 
T. Beck. reading. No, no—A wwoman of condition to 
g. /o far But indeed your paſſim—your wit y page, 


Lat. There her ladyſhip has nick'd it—Pox, I'll be 
as humorous and frolick as you—You pert fellows are 


the only ſucceſsful | 


. Buok., Well ſaid, lad—and as Mr. Bays ſays, now 


the plot thickens upon us, we'll ſpend our time as 


gaily as the beſt of *em——and-all of it in love— 
Far fince - through all the race of men we find 
Each to ſome darling paſſion is inclin'd, . 
Let love be flill the bias of my mind. [Exeunt, 


— en em —— 


ACTII SCENE I. 


Euter Victoria ard Betty. 


F:2. HIS was indeed, Betty, a very diverting 

accident, that I ſhould be employ'd to write 
to her lover—Now I can't but think how angry my 
couſin Per is — She frets, I warrant, at her very look - 
ing-glaſs, which us'd to be her comforter upon all 


coccaſions. Fla! ha! ha! 


Bet. I would not be in poor Mrs. Lettice's place for 
all the world Nothing to be ſure can pleaſe to- 
day; did you mind how ſhe neſtled and fum'd inward- 
ly to ſee your ladyſhip look ſo well? Nay, indced, 
madam, you were in high beauty— 

Vic. Yet I muſt confeſs I was myſelf a little diſ- 
compos'd [ was aſhamed for my friend-—And 
then to ſee her ſhew ſuch a regard for a fellow 

Bet. But I ſwear, were I to have my will, you ſhould 
be always angry at me—lt gives your lady ſhip ſuch a 


pretty fierceneſs, and quick ſpirit to your features 
Not that you want it —yet it adds 


lid. There are ſome people very unhappily pretend 
| | to 
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to fire and life; there's podr ſtupid infipid lady Fad. 
has heard of the word ſpleen, and diſtaſte, and ſets up 


— being out of ene with that anmeaning face of 
ers. 


Ber. Yow're in a fine humour, madam 
Vict. Her ladyſhip's phyſician preſcrib'd anger to 
her—upon which ſhe comes in publick with her eyes 
ſtaringly open this ſhe deſigns for vivacity, and gapes 
about like a wandring country lady——She pretends to 
be a remarker, and looks at every body—But alas ſhe 
wants it here—and knows not that to fee, is no more 
to look, than to go, is to walk—PFor you muſt know, 
Betty, every child can ſee—but tis an obſerving crea- 
ture that can look —as every pretty gul can go, but 
*tis a fine woman that walks. 
2 Ha ! ha! ha! 
Fit. But by the way there's Mrs. Penelope, methinks, 
does neither; I have a kindneſs for ber, but ſhe nas 
no gelture 11 in the leaſt—My dear- 


Enter Penelope. 
Pen. Well, my dear 


Bet. How civilly people 7 — hate one an- 
other. Aſide. 
Den. Well, my dear, were you not ſtrangely ſur- 
priz'd to ſee that this young Bookwit ſhould be the 
toldier we met this morning ? 

Via. The confident lying creature 2? Indeed I won- 
der'd you'd ſuffer hira to entertain you fo long. 

Pen. You muit know, madam, he's married too at 
Oxford, | by 
Vid. The ugly wretch! I think him downright dif. 
agreeable But perhaps this 1s a fetch of hers ; 

| he had no married look. l[Aſile. 

Pen. Vet I am reſolved to go to your aſſignation, if 
it de but to confront the coxcomb, and laugh at his 

ye — Such fellov's ſhould be made to know them- 
8 and that they're underſtood. 

. I'll wait upon you, my dear, — She's very 
—_ drefs d. [4fide.] But indeed, my dear, you 
man't go with your hood fo—lt makes you look. 
abominably, with your head fo forward There 
[di/placing her head.) That's ſomething Tou had 20: 

: ore 
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fore a fearful, filly bluſhing look—Now you command 
all heart | e 

Pen. Thank you, my dear ——— 

Vid. Your ſervant, deareſt —— 

Pen. But alas, Madam, who patch'd you to day ?— 
Let me ſee It is the hardeſt thing in dreſs—l may 
ſay without vanity—lI know a little of it That fo low 
on the cheek pulps the fleſh too much Hold til}, 
my dear, I'll place it juſt by your eye Now ſhe 
downright ſquints.  [ Afar. 
Vid. There's nothing like a ſincere friend for 
one is not a judge of one's ſelf——TI have a patch-box 
about me. Hold, my dear, that gives you a ſedate 
air, that large one near your temples — 

Pen. People, perhaps, don't mind theſe things 
But if it be true as the poet finely ſings, That all the 
paffions in the features are, we may ſhew, or hide 'em, 
as we know how to affix theſe pretty artificial moles — 

Vid. And fo catch lovers, and puzzle phyſiognomy. 
Pen. Tis true; then pray, my dear, let me put a 
little diſdain in your face — for we'll plague this fop 
There — that on your forehead does it. OW. 

Yi. Hold, my dear, Pll give indifference for him; 
a patch juſt under the point of your lip exactly ſhews 
it—and that you're dumb to all applications. 


Pen. You wiſh I would be. 

Via. There, my dear. 
Per. But, dear madam, your hair is not half pow- 
der'd=——Betty bring the powder-Dox to your lady— — 
It gives one a clean look (though your complexion does 

not want it) to enliven it. 
Vd. Oh! fie, this from you! but I know you 
won't flatter me, you're too much my friend. 
Pen. Now, madam, you ſhall ſee— [| Powders her. 
Now ſhe looks like a ipright. _ [ A/ide. 
Vict. Thank you, my dear, we'll take an hack—— 
Our maids ſhall go with us—Come, my dear friend. 
| [Ex. Arm in Arm. 
Pet. Pray madam Le:tice, be pl::fed to go on. 
Lett. Indeed naa Berty, I mult beg your pardon. 


Beit. Lam at hor rt madam Letiici—— 
Lett. Well, ma vuvnkind l don't uſe 
vou wWitn nls 44 [ Exeunt 


Enter. | 
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Enter Young Bookwit and Latine after a flouriſh. 
T. Book. Victoria] Victoria] Victoria! 

Lat. Make way, make way — By your leave 
Stand by — Victoria! | 
Formoſam reſonare doces Amaryllida Sylwas. 

F. Book. Well ſaid, Fack Let me ſee any of your 
ſparks befides my ſelf, keep ſuch an equipage ! I don't 

ue ſtion but in a little time I ſhall be a finer fop than 
the town has yet ſeen ——All my lacqueys ſhall be lin- 
guiſts as thou art—While thus I ride immortal ſteeds 
 —how my horſes ſtare at me !-—— They ſee I am a 
very new fort of beau 1 | 
Lat. This is rare—The having this noiſe of muſick 
But won't it be reckog'd a diſturbance 
Y. Book. No, no, it is an uſual gallantry here—But 
the vocal is an elegance hardly known before me here 
who am the founder of accompliſhed fools —of which Pll 
Inſtitute an order All coxcombs of learning and parts 
ſhall after me be call'd Bookwits——A ſet will foon 
be more numerous, and in more credit than your 
Ariſtotelians, Platonifts and Academicks— 
Lat. Sir, *twill be extraordinary, and you arereally 
a wiſe perſon—You pat your theory of philoſophy into 
praftice—'Tis not with you a dead letter BE: 
Y. Book. Oh! Sir, no: The deſign of learning is 
for the uſe of life—T herefore 111 ſettle a family very 
ſuddenly, and ſhew my literature in oeconomy 
Lat. As how, pray? | 
T. Bock. I'll have four Peripatetick footmen, two 
followers of Ariſtippus for Valets de Chambre, and an 

Epicurean cook — with an Hermetical chymiſt (who 

are good only at making fires) for my ſkullion, and 

then [ think all is diſpos d But methinks this fair one 
takes ſtate upon her But I am none of your languiſh- 
ers -I am not known in town, and if I misbehave, 

*tis but being ſent back to my ſmall beer, and three 

half-penny commons—and I, like many another beau, 

only blaz'd and vaniſh'd- 3 | 
Lat. But you know 1 love muck immoderately— 

; How do you diſpoſe your entertainment? let em 
begin — — | I 

Z. Book. Well, give me but leave—The fiddles will 

5 | | | CCI. 


fe 
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certainly attract the ladies, I mean the nymphs who 
have grotto's round this enchanted foreſt.— In the firſt 
place, your intelligences that move this vehicle Hos 
the fellows ſtare ! | ET 
Chair. Good your honour ſpeak to us in EAR 
Y. Book. Why then you chairmen wherever [ 
move, you are to follow me For I mean to ſtrut. 
ſhine through the duſk of the evening, and look as like 
a lazy town-fool as I can, to charm em 
Lat. But the muſick 
7. Book. But remember, ye ſons of Phexbus, brethren 
of the ſtring and lyre ; that is to ſay, ye fidlers,—Let 
me have a flouriſh as I now direct When I lift up 
my cane, let it be martial-—l[f I but throw myſelf juſt 
forward on it, or raiſe it ſmoothly——Sigh all for love, 
to ſhew, as I think fit That I would die, or fight 
for her you ſee me bow to—Well then ſtrike up—— 


SON G, by Mr. Leveridge. 
9255 J. 
ENU S has left her Grecian es, 
With all her gaudy train 
Of little loves, oft cares and /miles, 
Ju my larger breaſt to reign. 
| | 
He tender herds and liſt ning deer, : 
Forget your food, forget your fear, 
7 he bright Victoria will be herc.. 
* 
T he ſavages about me throng, 
N vd with the pa iin of my ſong, 
Aud think Victoria ftays too leng. 


Y. Buck. There's for you, Jact; is this not like a 
fine gentleman that writes for his own diverſion ? - 
Lat. And nobody's elſe. 


T. Rook. Now I warrant one of your common ſparks 

would have ſtamp'd, fretted, and cry'd, What the devil 
fool'd ! jilted ! abus'd ! while I in metre, to ſhew you 

how well nothing at all may be made to run 


The 
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The ſa vages about me throng, 
Mow'd with the paſſion of my ſongs 
And think Victoria ſtays loo long. 
Lat. I begin to be one of thoſe ſavages. 
Euter Victoria, Penelope, Lettice and Betty. 


Vic. We had better have ſtaid where we were, and 
liſtened to the charming echo, then have come in ſearch 
of that lyar. = 

Lat. Do you ſee yonder? a 

Y. Book. [Gives the fign and fings Himſelf.] Thus, 
madan, have I ſpent my time almoit ever ünce I faw 
you, repeated your name to the weods, the dales, and 
echoing groves— 3 

Pen. Pr'ythee obſerve him. No he begins. 

T. Book. 1 had not time to carve your name on every 

tree, but that's a melaucholy employment, not for 
thoſe lovers who are favour'd with aſſignation 5 
Vict. Pr'ythee, couſin, do you talk to him in my 
name. -I'Il be ſilent till 1 lee farther. | 

Pen. The ſpring is now ſo forward, that it muſt in- 
deed be attributed to your paſſion that you are not in 
the held. 

Y. Book. You do me juſtice, madam, in that thought, 
for I am ſtrangely peſtered to ve there. Well, the 

French are the moit induſtrious people in the world 
J had a letter from one of their generals, that ſhall be 
nameleſs (it came over by the way of Holland) with an 

offer of very great terms, if I would but barely ſend 

my opinion in the uſe of pikes—about which ke tells 
me, their prince and generals have lately held a grand 
court martial. 

Both. Ha! ha! ha! 

Lat. Theſe cunning things keep ſtill together to 
puzzle us—['ll alarm him. Sir, one word | 

Vid. Come, come, we'll have no whiſpering, no 

meſſages at preſent. Some other ladies have ſent, but 
they ſhan't have you from us. #2 

B:th. Ha! ha! ha! | 

Y. Bok. I hold myſelf oblig'd to be of the ſame hu- 
mour ladies are in, Ha! ha! ha! Now pray do me 
the fivour to tell me what J laugh'd at. 


Per. 
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Pen. Why you muſt know—Your talking of the 


French and war, put us in mind of a young coxcomb 
that came laſt night from Oxforg, calls himſelf ſoldier, 
treats ladies, fights battles, raiſes jealouſies with down- 
right lyes of his own inventing ; ha! ha! ha! 
J. Book. That maſt be an impudent young raſcal 
certainly! ha! ha! ha! 7 
Vid. Nay, this is beyond compariſon ————— 
7. Beo. I can't conceive how one of theſe ſucaking 
Academicks could perſonate ſuch a character: for we 
bred in camps, have a behaviour that ſhews we are 


. 


us'd to act before crouds 

Pen. Tis certainly ſo-Nay he has been confronted 
with it, as plainly as I ſpeak to you, and yet not bluſ'd 
for it, but carry'd it as if he knew not the man. 

Z. Bok. That may be, 'tis want of knowing them- 
ſelves makes theſe coxcombs fo confident. LES 
Pen. The faithleſs ! ſhameleſs | Well then, to ſee 
jf poſſible ſuch a one may be brought to that ſenſe, I 

tell you, this worthy hero two days ago was in hang- 
ing-ileeves at Oxford, and is called Mr. Bookwwir. 
Ha! ha! | 2 

. Y. Book. Well, was it not well enough carry'd? 
Pho, I knew you well enough, and you knew me, 
before you writ to me for Mr. Buckzuir's fon, But I fell 
into that way of talking purely to divert you.——l[ 
knew you a woman of wit and ſpirit, and that _—_ 
that part would at leaſt ſhew I had fire in me, an 

wiſh'd myſelf what I would be half an age to ſerve 
and . you— Suffer in camps, all the viciſſitudes 
of burning heats and ſharp afflicting colds — 

Vict. Look you, Sir, I ſhall tell Mrs Matilda Vew- 
ton, your ſpouſe at Oxford, what you are ſaying to 
another lady — 

Pen. Pr'ythee couſin, never give your ſelf the trou- 


dle to meddle in ſuch a work One hardly knows how | 


to ſpeak it to a gentleman, but don't touch the affair of 
ſo impudent a Ilyar ————— | 
T. Book. Ha! hal ha! Why madam, have they 
told you of the marriage too? Well, I was hard 
put to it there. I had like to have been gravell'd, 
faith——You were more beholden to me for that, than 


any thing. Had it not —_— 
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ry'd me to Mrs. Penelope, old GetawelPs 832 8. 
the great fortune. But I refus'd her for you Bo 
are a greater c | OE [ {/rat. 
Lat. Sir, fir, pray one word— 8 
Pen. and Vid. Stand off, firrah. 
Vict. Vou ſhan't come near him, none of your 
dumb ſigns. 25 
Pen. Then you have refus'd Penelope, tho' a greater 
fortune. What cou d you diſlike in her? 3 
7. Book. The whole woman——Her pn, nor 
carriage pleaſe me. She is one of thoſe women of 
condition, who do and ſay what they pleaſe with an 
aſſur'd air, and think that's enough, only to be call'd 
fine miſtreſs ſuch a one's manner 
Pen. This is not to be endur'd—L do aſſure you, 
Sir, Mrs. Penelope has refus'd your betters. 
T. Book. I don't much value my betters in her judg- 
ment—But am ſorry to ſee you concern'd for her. 
When I have been at church, where I firſt ſaw you— 
I've ſeen the gay giddy thing in a gallery watching 
eyes to makecurt*fies. She is indeed a very ceremoni- 
ous church- woman, and never is guilty of a fin of 
omiſſion to any lady of quality within eye-ſhot——1n 
ſhort, I don't like the woman, and wou'd go to Tunis 
or Aleppo for a wife, before I'd take her | 5 
Vict. I cannot bear this of my friend: if you go on 
Sir, at this rate, Tunis or Aleppo are the propereſt pla- 
ces for 12 to ſhew your gallantry in, t'will never be 
received by any here—lI hope ſhe believes me. [ Aſide. 
Pen. The lady's in the right on't, who can con- 
fide in a known common impoſtor ? 
T. Book. Ah madam! how can you uſe a man that 
loves you, ſo unjuſtly ?—But call me what you will, 
lyar, cheat, impoſtor=—do but add, your ſervant, and 
Jam ſatisfied. I have indeed, madam, ran through 
many ſhifts in hopes to gain you—and could be 
contented to run throngh all the ſhapes in Ovid's - 
Metamorphoſis, cou'd I but return to this on my bended 
knees, of my fair one's humbleſt ſervant. 
Via. Pr'ythee let us leave him—as you told me, I 
wonder you can ſuffer him to entertain you fo long 
Leave him, let him kneel to the trees, and call to the 
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woods if he will Oh, I could brain him— How | 


_ ugly he looks kneeling to her ! - [ 4/ide. 


Pen. No, I'Il ſtay to plague him more—Burt what 
opinion can I have of this ſudden paſion.—You hardly 
know me, I believe, or my circumſtances! 
. Book. No, no, not I—I don't know you, your 
mother was not aliderman-$Szerling's daughter—your fa- 
ther Mr. Philips of Grays-1un, who had an eſtate and 
never practis'd ? you had not a brother kill'd at Lan- 


den? your fifter Diana is not dend? nor you are not. 
Co- heireſs with mils IA, 


No, madam, 1 don't 
know you, no, nor love zou. 5 | 
Pen. I with I had taken her advice in going — lle 


means her all this While. Pihaw this is downright 


fooling. Let's go, my dear, leave him to the woods, 
as you ſay. I wiſh twas full of beats, | 4/ide. 
Vidt. No, — Now I'll itay to plague him. 
Pen. No, you ſhan't {ftay—S:r, we have given our- 
ſelves the diverſion to ſee you and confront you in 
your falſheods ; in which you have entangled your 
ſelf to that degree, you know not even the woman you 
pretend to; and therefore, fir, I ſo far deſpite you, 
that if you ſhould come after me with your fiddles 
I have a porter Ready to let you in. Aide. 
Vidt. I don't know how to threaten a gentleman in 
that manner: but I'm ſure I ſhall never entertain any 
man that has diſobliged my friend, while my name's. 
Viftoria ! Fxeunt arm in arm. 
Lat. Maſter, methinks theſe ladies don't underſtand 
wit. They are very rough with you. | 

F. Brat. Ay, they were ſomewhat dull But really 
Victoria diſcover'd herſelf at her going, mechinks 
agreeably enough 
Lat. I believe they are irrecoverably loſt. Pox on't, 
when J gave you ſo many ſigns to 
T. Buok. Well, hang th. king. Let's to the 
tavern, and in every glaſs name a new beauty; *till 
1 either forget, or am inſpir'd with ſome new project 
to attain her. | 9 5 


| While in a levelx Boe! ] drowen my care, 
Shel] ceaſe to be, or I ts think ber, fuir. 3 . 
: A 5 * 
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ACT iv. SCENE. I. 
SC EN E, Covent Garden. 


Enter Young Bookwit and Latine. 


7. Book THIS Roebuckchas almoſt done my buſi- 

3 neſs——Rigby's an honeſt fellow, and 
wou'd not poiſon us. The wine had good-humour, 
mirth and joy in't. My blood beats high and frolick ? 
What ſays my dear Iacquey ? ha? 

Lat. Why, fir, I ſay, fir, that I am in fo noble, ſo 
exalted a condition, that I almoſt forget I am your 
honour's footman. | 

J. Book. Do but your buſineſs well to-night 

Lat. Who ſays the tongue ſtutters, legs falter, and 
eyes fail with drink —' Tis falſe, my dear maſter, my 
tongue runs faſter than ever—my legs ſo briſk 
and nimble, that I can't ſtand ſtill ; and my eyes are 
better then ever they were, for I ſee every thing dou- 
ble. But the leiter, the letter, I warrant I give it her. 

T. Bock. Here, here, Fack, take it. | 
Tat. Ler's come nearer the lamp—This is the foul 
copy of it that *tis wrap'd in—Let me judge—Now 
P1! be ſedate Let me read it again. 

J. Beek. But you look cuifedly fluſter'd ; they'll 
ſay you're drunk Let's fee, I muſt comb your wig 
a little. | 

Lat. I ſhall be kick'd for this letter here about the 
middle—You ſhould not talk of joys too ſoon -Vou 
thould wie miſerable a fortnight, or three wecks longer 
—— tall be kick d. 

J. Book, What then? what then? A man of your 
_ philoſophy muſt needs remember, the body's but the 
organ of the ind kicks come under the topick of 
things without—W hat ſhall I do for powder for this 

ſmart bob ? [ Combs out his oxon exis into Lat. 
Lat. Tis ro matter, fr, powder comes under the 
notion of things without. | 

T. Eck, Oh! but ladies are no philoophers ; 


but 
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but as to being drubb'd (thoſe ſtockings too) you muſt 
fix your imagination upon ſome other object, and you 
may by force of thought ſuſpend your feeling. The 
body is but the inſtrument of the mind—and you may 
command an inſtrument. | 

Lat. No, fir, I'd have you to know, I'll ſave my 
carcaſe by mere dint of eloquence. You have no 
other orders? 


Z. Book. No: but may uaſion, grace and elo- 


cution hang on thy lips. But if you can come in to 
Victoria, ſhe and the wine you've drank will inſpire 
you. Farewel. _ "| [ Exit. 


Lat. This is the enchanted caſtle which the lady 
fair inhabits. Ha! Mr. Simon, fir, Pm your moſt 


humble ſervant My dear friend 


Enter Simon. 


on - 
\ 


Sim. Your ſervant, good fir, my lady is with madam 


Victoria at cards—She'll lie here to-night—Bur all's 
rcin'd. They are both huge angry with your maſter. 
But Lettice having taken a fancy to you, Mr. John, 
ſpoke up rarely, that ſhe did indeed. | 

Lat. Can'tone come to the ſpeech of her? 

Sim. I was ordered to have a ſtrict eye to the door, 


and let nobody in whatever—l don't care for going 


. wp, becauſe ſhe'll ſee I have made a cap of one of the 
Fneſt napkins, for which ſhe'll make a plaguy noiſe. 


Lat. Nay, nay, you are exactly of my mind, I love 


to avoid anger. 
Sim. You are a little diſguis'd in drink tho', Mr. 
Jobn— But I han't ſeen you, not I—Go ftrait up. 
Mrs. Lertice is in the anti-chamber. 


Lat. I thank you, dear friend. My maſter bids me 


upon theſe occaſions | | Gives him money. 
Sim. I beg your | png good Mr John. 
Lat. Look you, I am a ſervant as well as you, what 


* 


do you mean Mr. Simon Come, come, time's preci- 


ous. When your lady's marry'd, all theſe vales will end. 


Sim. Nay, I ſaid behind your back, Mr. John, that 


you were very well ſpoken— Well, put up briſkly. III 
ftand your friend as much as one ſervant can to ano- 
ther, againſt all maſters and miſtreſſes whatever. 


Lat. Thanks, good Mr, Simon, [ Exeunt. 
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SCENE opens and diſcovers Lettice reading by a ſmall 


candle, two large ones by her unlighted. 

Lett. Tis a moſt ſad thing, one dares not light a 
large candle, except company's coming in ; and I 
ſcarce can read this piteous ſtory— Vell in all theſe di/- 
trefſes and mirfortunes, the faithful Argalus was renown'd 
all over the plains of Arca--Arca--Arcadia—for his loyal 
and true Affection to his charming paramour, Parthenia--- 
Bleſſings on his heart for it— there's no ſuch ſuitors 
now a-days [ Weeping. | 
come together again at the end of the book, and mar- 


ry, and have ſeveral children———Oh! bleſs me! A 


man here! [Turns over the leaves.) The gentleman's 
pretty man | [Afar 


Enter Latine. 

I wonder by what means, with what mpudence, 
you could offer to come up ſtairs, at this time o'the 
night, and my lady in the next room—l proteſt PM 
cry out. I @ low woice all. 
Lat. Dear Mrs. Lettice, my love to you— [| Aloud. 


Lett. Hiſt! hiſt ! I am methinks, however, loth to 
diſcover you, becauſe ſervants muſt do as they are bid 


for I know it was not to ſee me, but ſome meſ- 
ſage from your maſter you came about. = 
Lat. I offer'd to bring a letter from him, in hopes 
to'ſee you, my deareſt. I'll not give it at all, I don't 
care, my deareſt. [Kiſs her hand. 
Lett. Pho! pho! now you are rude, becauſe you 
know one dare not diſcover you, you do what you 
will. How he kiſſes one's hand—[ warrant he has 


kiſs'd his betters. Pray did you never live in a lady's 


ſervice? 
Lat. No, nor do I value any of the ſex but your 


* 


But I hope they'll 


dear ſelf Mrs. Lettice—I would be diſcover' d. ¶ A/ide. 


I'm in a rapture! in a flame! 


Pen. Within. Who's there. ? [ Yaice within. 


Lett. Hiſt ! hiſt ! cou'd not you have forc'd a kiſs 
quietly—— Madam Madam—— Hold me fatt 
Shew the letter, my lady's coming tell you, fir, 
ſhe will receive no meſſage at all Get you down 


ſtairs, you impudent ! Hold me faſter yet, ſhe loves 


our maſter, [Softly afide to Latine. 
| Enter 


c 


42 The Lyixc Lover: cr, 
Enter Penelope and Victoria. 
Per. What can this mean? What fellow's that 
has ſeiz'd the wench ? 8 | 

Lett. Madam, madam, here's Mr. Beookwvir's foot- 
man drunk, and has direaly*ftole up ſtairs with ſome 
ill deſign, I fear on me—But has a letter from his 
maſter to your ladyſhip, ; 

Pen. Call up the ſervants; Simon, William, Kate, 
Ale; I'll have the raſcal well baſted for his inſclence 
——gerv'd juſt as his maſter deſerves. | 

Lat. kneeling. Let not thoſe lips, more ſweet than 
labour of Hybiezarn bees, utter a ſentence, as if a Li- 
yan lioneſs on g mountain gave thee ſuck, and tho 
wert the obdurate offspring of a rock. ; 

Viz. Möblæau , Libyan] obdurate ! Ridiculous — 
The fellow has got his maſter's cant! ha! ha! ha! 

Pen. I'll put him out of it, I'll warrant ou 
What, will no one come up there? 


Enter Servants with Brooms, &c. 


Lat. Oh! for the force of eloquence to allay and re- 
concile the paſſion of this angry manſion—l had like 
to have ſaid plain houſe, which had been againſt the 
laws of buſkin, in which I would at preſent talk. 

Pen. Did you ever hear any thing like this? ha! ha! 

Mad. Madam, ſhall I beat bim? | 

Lat. Ah culinary fair, compoie thy rage; thou 
whoſe more ſkilful hand is ſtill employed in offices for 
dhe ſupport of nature, deſcend not from thyſelf, thou 
bright cookmaid— There 1 funk again! with height- 
ned guſts and quickning taſtes, by you what wou'd be 
labour elſe is made delight. Thou great robuſt, let 


not thy hand all red aſſault a life it hould rather preſerve. 
Maid. G madam, excuſe me, I can't touch him 


| I have bowels for him. [ Weeping, 
__ Cimen, I with I had his learning, I'll warrant he 
buys in every thing where he lives. 5 | 
Lat. This, madam, this faithful paper tells you the 
paſhons of the tendereſt heart that ever bled for crucl 
maid—Oh Fi#:ria 7. did you but hear his ſighs, his 
reſtleſs hours | — how often he repeats Y;&oria ! 
Lett. Viforia ! Then I find this is none on't meant 
to my lady Nor to me nei he: The maſler and 
the man are both rogues. | IA. 
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Pen. Receive your ſeaſonable epiſtle now at mid- 
night! = 
| Tis. He can't mean me——To you he all along 
addreſs'd—Wou'd I could read it without her. ue. 
Pen. To ſhew you I value neither author nor bEarer 
of it—Kick the fellow down. 
Lat. Nay madam, ſince matters muſt come to e- 
tremities, I'd rather have the honour of your ladyſnip's 
command, to be cudgel'd by your good family, than 
have it from my maſter. A diſappointed lover 3n his 
rage will ſtrike ſtone- walls, and —_ inauimate, much 
more a poor live footman. Therefore I muſt deliver 
my meſlage---I'll read it to you ladies, for I fee you 
are friends. | 
Pen. Away with him. | 
Lat. IF the fencerity of my intention; vitro not 
Lett. Get out, falſe wretch. | 
Lat. Demonſirable, in ſpite ——— 
Maid. Take that 
Lat. Theſe accidents, in which I have been invo/u'd, 1 
ſhould not dare to tell you hex alternately joys, raptures, 
extacies, miſeries, doubts, and anxieties do atiach a breaſ? 
devoted to yu. | | 
Whither ſhall injur'd virtue fly for ſhelter, 
When love and honour ſuffer thus in me | 
Oh! I could rage, call elements about me, ſpout ca- 


taracts 
Muſt I be drubb'd with bro: m- ſtaves? [ Exit. Lat. 
Peu. Come in, my dear, avain—— The night is 
cold. | 


2 | Excunt. 


Eauicr Lovemore and Frederick. 


Lowe. It is ſo pleaſant a night, that I will ſee you 
over the garden to your lodgings 

Fred. That compliment won't paſs upon me 
Your eaſon for ſauntring this way is that 'tis near 
Penelope's. | 

Lowe. I come for her ſake ! No; ſhould ſhe write, 
be ſcech, kneel to me, I think I ne'er ſhould value her 
more. No, Ill be no longer her tool, her jeſt ; ſhe ſhall 
not dally with a paſſion the deſcrves not 

| "= 


Fred. 


* 
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Fred. Twere very well, were this reſolution in your 
power; but believe me, friend, one ſmile, one glance 
that were but doubtful, whether favourable, would 
conquer all your indignation. 

Tov. Faith, I'm afraid what you ſay is true. 

Fred. Then firive not to be rationally mad, which 
you attempt, if you think you can at once be at your 
own command and at another's — Wou'd you be maiter 
of your ſelf, and have a miſtreſs ? - 

Low. But I can rebel againſt that miſtreſs. | 

Fred. Do if you can Nay, I'm ſure tis in your 
power, becauſe to-morrow morning you are to y a 
rival for her—becauſe tho*. you know ſhe lies back- 
wards, and you can't ſo much as fee her chamber- 
window, you muſt needs walk hither. Well, I pro- 
teſt I'm of your mind; there is methinks now a par- 
ticular amiable gloom about that houſe—Tho' per- 
haps to 3 it is exactly like the others. 

Lee. You are very witty, I muſt confeſs, at your 
friend's follics, Mr. Freaerict. | 

Fred. I won't then any longer diſturb your medi- 
tation, but e'en go home like a dull rogue as I am, 
and without love enough to any woman, or hatred 
enough to any man to keep me awake fall faſt 
aſleep [ was going to wiſh you reſt, but you 
are above all that If it ſhould rain, I'd adviſe you 
not to forget it does, but go into the Piaxg a. [ Exir, 

Lewe. Tis very well, I'm deſervedly lavgh'd at. 
But the deor opens —--- Bookwit's foorman ! ¶ Latine 
croſſes the age.) the maſter I ſuppoſe is there too: Pl! 
watch for his coming our—The morning approaches 
too ſleowly——— He ſhall not ſleep to-night except it be 
for ever Oh revenge! Oh jealouly ! 


Enter young Bookwit, wuith a Battle and Glaſs, ſinging, 


v. Book. Since the aay of poor man, 
That little little ſtan, 
T ho” leng it can't laſt, 
For the future and paſt 
1; jpent with remorſe and deſpair : 


ih 
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With ſuch a full glaſs 
Let that of life paſs, 
"Tis made up of trouble, 
A florm tho” a bubble, 
There's no bliſi but forgetting your care. 
I wonder what's become of poor Latine, I wiſh he has 
a bumper of this F Drinks. 
Low. I have no patience to obſerve his inſolent jol- 
lity; how immoderately Joyful my miſery has made 
him! Bookwit / A 1 
Y. Book. Lovemore? 5 
Love. What, ſir! are you diverting the thoughts of 
to-morrow morning's buſineſs with midnight riot? Or 
is it an aſſignation keeps you out of bed thus late? 
F. Book, An hour or two till morning is not much in 
either of our lives Therefore I muſt tell you now, 
fir, I am ready for your meſlage. | : 
Lope. That conſcious light and ſtars are witneſſes 
Of. | | 7 


Z. Book. I want no witneſſes II have a ſword, 
as you bid me meet you. [ They draw and fights « 
Love. You've done my buſineſs. [ Falls. 
T. Book. Then Pve done what you deſired me. But 
this is no place for me. — © © 


Enter Con/table and Watchmen, 


Con/?. Where, where was this claſhing of ſwords ? 
ſo ho! fo ho! you fir, what are you dead, ſpeak friend, 
what are you afraid of? If you are dead, the law can't 
take hold of you. | 

Watch. I beg your pardon, Mr. Conftable, he ought 

by the law to be carried to the round-houſe for being 
dead at this time of night. Be” 

Conſt. Then away with him you three—— And 
you, gentlemen, follow me, to find aut who killed 
him. ¶Exeunt 

| Enter Simon. 


Simon. What's the matter, good 1 
the matter! Oh me! — Mr. Lovemere kill'd —Oh 
C8 | mo! 


[ 
. 
s 
| 
q 
ö 
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ty conſtable 
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me my mind gives me that it mult be about our young 
V. | | : 
Fatch, Does it fo, fir ? then you muſt ſtay with us. 
[Some hold Simon, auvilft others carry Lovemore of: ] 
Sim. I flay with you! Oh gemeni! Indeed I can't. 
They can't be without me at our houſe. 
Watch. But they muſt, friend Hark'e friend 


I hope you will be hang'd. ¶Vhiſpers him. 


Sim. I hang'd ! pray fir, take care of your words; 


madam Penrelore's, our young lady's ſervant hang'd! 


take care what you ſay. 
Enter Latine. 


Tas. Whither can this Boobvvir be gone? 
Simon. Oh! Mr. Fehn, Mr. Lowemore is kill'd juft 


no, fince you went out of our houſe; and you and 


your maſter muſt have.a hand in't. 


Lat. How! Levemere kill'd! [They ſeixe Latine. 
Enter others with young Bookwit. 


F. Book. Hands off, dirty midnight raſcals—let me 


Conj?. Sir, what were you running fo fait for, there's 
a man killed in the Garden, and you're à fine gentle- 
man, and it muſt be you—for good honeſt peopie oy 
beat one another 

Lat. Nay, nav, we are all in a fair way to be fine 
gentlemen, Mr. $:mon and all 3 

Conſt. Hand, off, raicals, you ſaid juit nad o 
you krow w 14% a conſtable is? 

J. Beet. l be greateſt man in the pariſh when all the 
reſt are all-ep, 7 oe 

Conf? Come, come—T find they are deſperate fel- 
flows, we'll 1 the juſtice, and commit 'em immediately. 
I'll teach reſcals to ſocak high-treaſon againſt a pet- 
[ Exeunt. 


| Enter Frederick, and Ola Bookwit. 


0. Book, You well may be ſurpriz'd at my waiting 
| here 
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here for your coming home — But you'll pardon me. 
face it is to eaſe me of an anxiety that keeps me 
: waking. 
| Fred. I ſhall be very glad if I am capable of doing 
that. 
0. Boot. You knew my Tom at Oxford—and be- 
lieve were not ſo hard a ſtudent, but you made ſome 
acquaintance in the town— Therefore pray tell me— 


Jo you know, Mr. Newton there? his family, deſcent, 
- and fortune ? 


Fred. What Nezutcn ? 4 

O. Book, Pi tell you, fir, what you young fellows 
take molt notice of old ones for——A token that you 
needs muft know him by-—He's the father of the fair 
Alaiilla, your celebrated beauty of that town. 

Fred. J aſſure you, fir, I never heard of the father 
or daughter, *till this inſtant therefore I'm conſi- 
dent there's no ſuch beauty —— -+ | 
O. Bool. Oh fir, I know your S re tender 
of iaforming me for my ſon's ſake lle told me All 
himſelf —1 know all the progreſs of his love with the 
young Bar- e.. he was taken in the n'ght in her 
bed-chamber by his piſtol going off— the family diſ- 
turbance that was rais'd upon't, which he compos'd by 
marrying. I know it all : 
Fred. Is Tom Bcolævit then marry'd at Oxferd ? 

O. Book. He is indeed, fir, therefore our affairs are 
now fo link'd, that *twill be an ill office both to the 
Newtons, arid to us, to conceal any thing from me that 

relates to them. 

Fed. A man can't be ſaid to conceal what he does 
not know. But it ſeems, if was Mr. Boo ꝛuit gave you 
this account himſelf, 


O. Bock. Yes, fir; I told you, fir, I had it from him- 
ſelf: 


Fred. Then lem ſure there was nothing left out, he 
never tells a ſtory by halves 


O. Book. Why then you think my ſon's a lyar. 
Fred. Oh fie, fir, but he enlivens a mere narration 


with variety of accidents—To be aye»: his diſcourſe 
gains him more applauſe than creduU—You could not, 


| | I believe, have married your ſon to a leſs expenſive lady 
| ; C 3 . 
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in England, than this Mrs. Matilda I'll be ſworn youll 
avoid all the charge of gay dreſs, high play, and ſtately 
childbirth vou underitand me, fir ? 
O. Beek. Inever could fee any thing in my ſon, that's 

diſingenucus, to put his aged father to this ſhame. 
Fred. Never fret or grieve for't—He told Lowemore 
this morning, ſuch a relation of his feaſting ladies, and 
I know not what——that he has brought a tilt upon 
his hands, to-morrow morning — therefore keep him 
At home I'll to his adveriary, and fo we'll con- 
vince him of a fault which has ſo ill (tho? not in- 
ended) conſequences, 

O. Bock,” You'!l highly oblige me, fir : Fl trouble 


ou no longer. | [ Excunt. 


SCENE Newgate. Toung Bookwit, Latine, Simon, 
| Storm, avith the croud of jail-birgs. 


germ. T apprehend, fir, by Mr. Tarnkey the gentle- 
man there with a broken noſe, that you're brought in 
for murther I honour you, fir, -I don't queſtion 
but 'twas done like a gentleman— _ 
T. Bak, | hope it will appear fo. | 

Sterm. J come, I fear, fir, to your acquaintance 
with ſome prejudice, becauſe you ſee me thus in irons 
but affliction is the portion of the virtuous and 
the gallant | | | | 

Y. Eck, It does not depreſs, fir, but manifeſt the 
brave. | | 

Storm. Right, fir, I find you're noble—you mav 
perhaps have heard of me—my name is Storm. —T his 
perſon, my friend, who is called Fagget, and myſelf 
— expoſed by an ungrateful world to feel its cruel- 
ty and contempt of ragged virtue made war upon it 
—and in open day infeſted their high-road. 

Y. Book. Your humble ſervant, gentlemen, I do con- 
 ceive you—— Your ſpirits could not ſtoop to barter 
on the change, to ſneer in courts, to lye, to flatter, 
or to creep for bread. You therefore choſe rather to 
prey like lions, than betray like crocodiles, or fawn 
like dogs—You took upon you to interrupt the com- 

| l merce 
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merce of a cheating world to unload the uſurer of his 
anxious pelf, and fave the thoughtleſs landed boy, he 
travell'd to undo—with a thoutfand ſuch good actions, 
by which means yeu two are infamous, for what two 
millions of you had been glorious, 

Storm. Right, fir, ! ſee you're knowing, fir, and 
learn'd in man. This gentleman Mr. Charcoal the chy- 
miſt, was oar ſecret correſpondent, and as vie never 
robb'd a poor man—ſo he never cheated a fool; but 
till impos'd on vour molt ſprightly wits and genius 
Fellows of fire, ard metal, whoſe quick fancies and 
cager wiſhes foria'l reaſons for their uudoing. Het 
MY follower of the great Raimundus Lullins ; tac publick 

tink to frighten him into their own purpoſes, But he'll 
leave the ungrateful worl2 without the ſeeret 

Char. You, know, fir, he that frſt aſſerted the An- 
tipodes, dy'd for that knowledge! and I, fir, — 
found out the melioration of metals, the ignorant wi 
needs call it coining—ard I'm to be hang'd for t, 

would you think it ? 

. Back. When, pray, fir, are you to be immortal ? 

Char. On Friday next I'm very unhappy our ac- 
quaintance is to be ſhort—P'm very ſorry your bu- 
ſineſs is net over, fir, that if it muſt be, we might go 
together. 

Y. Book. I'm highly obliged to you, fir. 

Char, Yet let me tell you, fir, becauſe by ſecret - 
ſympathy I'm yours —l muſt acquaint you, if you can 
obtain the favour of an opportunity and a crucible 
I can ſhew projection directly Sol, fir, Sol, fir, 
more bright than that high luminary the Latins call'd 
ſo— Wealth ſhall be yours—We'll turn each bar about 
us into golden ingotsz—Sir, can you lend me half a 
crown? 

J. Beek. Oh, fir, a trifle between ſuch old acquaintance. 

Storm. You'll be indicted, fir, to- morrow— I would 
adviſe you, when your indictment's read to one 
thing that 15——don't cavil at falſe Latin; but if 
by chance there {tould be a word of good, except to 
that, and puzzle the whole court. 

F. Bos. Sir, l'm obligd ———_ 


Sterm. ] defy the world to lay, lever did an ill tow. 
| C 4 I 


PPP im 


| off. Come my little chy miſt, thou ſhalt tranſmute 
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F Jove-my friend—but there is always ſome little triffe 


given to priſoners, they call garniſh ; we of the road 
are above it, but o't'other fide of the houſe, filly raſcals 
that came voluntarily hither Such as are in for fools, 


fign'd their own t in being bound for others, may 
perhaps want it: Il de your faithful almoner. 
J. Book, Oh, by all means, fir, [Gres hin money, 
Sierm. Pray fir, is that your footman ? ; 
J. Bock, He is my friend, ſir. | 
_ $:94m, Look vou, fir, the only time to mak? uſ- of 
a friend is in extremity A s vou think you con'd 


not hang him, and fave vour ſelf; fir, niy tervice to 


„ou, Jour oun healch. : 

Pri/. Coptain, your hcalth. [C. vos it to the next pri joiicy, 

2 Pri}. Captain, your health. „ 

Storm. But perhaps the captain likes brandy better. 
30-10! Brandy there—{grints.]—But you don't per- 
taps like theſe ſtrong liquors—Cyder ho! Drink to 
ham in it—Gentlemen all—But captain, I fee you don't 
love cy2er neither—You and IT will be for claret then 
—Ak marry ! I knew this would pleaſe | drinks.] you. 
{ drints gain.] Faith we'll make an end on't, I'm glad 
vou like it. | 

Fern. I'm ſorry, captain Sterm, to ſee you impoſe 

ven gentleman, and put kim to charge in his miſ- 
tertune If a . ney fellow had done this 
But ene of the toad. 5 . 

©/crm. | beg your pardon, fir, I don't queſtion but 
the captain underſtands there is a fee to you for going 
to the keeper's fide. [ Book. and Latine give him money | 
{ Exeunt Turnkey, Simon fe//ozuing.] Nay, nay, you muft 
{tay here. | | | 

Sim. Why I am Simen, madam Penclope's man. 

Storm. Then madam Penelapes man muſt ſtrip for 


_ garniſh ; indeed, maſter Simon, you mult. 


Sim. Thieves ! thieves! thieves ! | 
Storm. Thieves ! thieves! Why you ſenſeleſs dog, 


do you think there's thieves in Near gate? Away with 


him to the tap houſe. [ Puſhes him off. ] We'll drink his 
this 


4A 
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this jacket into liquor, liquor that will make us for- 
get the evil day — And while day is ours, let us be 
merry. | | 


For little willains muſt ſubmit to fate, 
That great ones may enjoy the world in ſtate. 


— — —«˖«aꝛ p 


— — 


ACT v. ScENEI 
S CEN E, Newpaie. 


SCENE opens, aud diſcovers Bookwit on @ couch aſſeep, 
| Latine lasling on him. | 


Lat. OW quietly he reſts ! Oh that I could, by 
watching him, kanging thus over him, and. 

feeling all his care, protract his ſleep! 

Oh ſleep ! thou ſweeteſt gift of heaven to man, 

Still in thy downy arms embrace my friend, 

Nor looſe him from his inexiſtent trance 

Jo ſenſe of yeſterday, and pain of being; 

In thee oppreſſors footh their angry brow, 

In thee th' opprets'd forget tyrannick pow'r, 

In the . | 

The wretch condemn'd 1s equal to his judge, 

And the ſad lover to his cruel fair; 

Nay, all the ſhining glories men purſue, 

When thou art wanced, arc but empty noiſe : 

Who then wou'd court the pomp w guilty power, 

When the rind ſickens at the weary fhew, 

And flies io temporary death for cate ; 

When half our life's c: ſſation of our being 

He av; aks — 5 


How do | pity that returning life, | 
Which I con!ld hazard thouſand lives to ſave ! 5 
J. Book. How heavily do I awake this morning! 
Oh this ſenſeleſs drinking! To ſuffer a whole week's 
pain for an hour's jollity==Mxthinks my ſenſes are 
* burn 
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burning round me — I have but interrupted hints of the 

laſt night. Ha! in a gaol; Oh! I remember, I 

remember: Oh Lowembre  Lowemore ! 1 remember — 
Lat. You muſt have patience, and bear it like a man. 

T. Book. Oh! Whither ſhall I run t'avoid mylelt ? 

Why all theſe bars? Theſe bolted iron gates! 

They're needleſs to ſecure me Here, here's my rack, 

My gaol, my torture N 

Oh! I can't bear it—I cannot bear the ruſhing 

Of new thoughts — HE Res 

Fancy expands my ſenſes to diſtraftion, 

And my foul ſtretches to that boundleſs ſpace, 

To which I've ſent my wretched, wretched friend. 

Oh! Latire! Latine! Is all our mirth and humour 

come to this? 5 

Give me thy boſom, cloſe in thy boſom hide me 

From thy eyes, I gaznct bear their pity or reproach— 
Lat. Dear B:okwit, how heartily I love you——-L 

don't know what to ſay——But pray have patience. 

T. Bozk. If you can't bear my pain, that's but com- 

municated by your pity —— How ſhall I my proper 

inborn woe, my wounded mind? | 

Lat. In all aſſaults of fortune that ſhould be ſerene, 

Not in the power of accident or chance 
Y. Book. Words! words! all that is but mere talk ;. 

Perhaps indeed to undeſerv'd affliction 

Reaſon and argument may give relief, 

Or in the known viciſſitudes of life, 

We may feel comfort by our ſelf- perſuaſion. 

But oh! there is no talking away guilt : 

"This divine particle will ake for ever, 

There 1s-no help but whence I dare not aſk ; 

When this material organ's indiſpos'd, 

juleps can cool, and anodynes give reſt, 

But nothing mix with this celeſtial drop. 

But dew from that high heav'n of which ' tis part. 
Lat. May that high heav'n compoſe your mind, 

And reconcile you to your ſelf. | 
T. Book. How can | hope it 

No 1 muſt deſcend from man, 

Grovel on earth, nor dare lock up again ! 

Oh Lvemore Lowvemore! Where is he now ? 


Oh 
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Oh! thinking, thinking, why didſt thou not come 
ſooner, N | | 
Or, not now ! ——— | 
My thoughts do fo confuſe me now —— as my. folly 
and pleaſures did before this fatal accident, that I 
cannot recolle& whence Lovemore was provok'd to chal- 
Tenge me. | | 
Lat. You know, dear Bookawit, I fear'd ſome ill from 
a careleſs way of talking—But, alas, I dreamt not of ſo 
reat 
a Y. Bcek. Ay, there it was—He was naturally a little 
jealous! Heavens, do I ſay he was! I talk'd to him 
of ladies, treats, and he might poſſibly believe twas 
where he had engaged remember his ſerious be- 
haviour on that ſubjet—Oh this unhappy tongue of 
mine! 


Thou lawleſs voluble deſtroying foe, 


. 


That itil] runn'ſt on, nor wait'lt command of reaſon, 


Ohl I cou'd tear thee from me | 
Lat. Did you not expoſtulate before the action? 
2. aok. He wou'd have don't; but I, fluſh'd with 
the thoughts of duelling—prefs'd on—Thus for the 

empty praiſe of fools, I'm ſolidly unhappy. 
Lat. You take it too deeply Your honour was 


concern'd, 

7 . Book. Honour! the horrid application of that ſa- 
Ted word to a revenge 'gainſt friendſhip, law, and 
reaſon, is a damn'd laſt. ſhitt of the damn'd envious foe 
of human race. The routed fend projected this but 
ſince th” expanſive glorious law from heav'n came down 
F give. | | | 


Enter Turnkey. 


Turn. Gentlemen, I come to tell you that you have 
the favour to be carried in chairs to your indictment, 
to which you muſt go immediately, 

Lat. We are ready, fir. 

T. Bok. How ſhall I bear the eye-ſhot of the croud 
in court: [ Exeunt, 


* 
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SCEN E, Frederick's Lodging. 
Enter Loremore in a Serjeant's G own, and Frederick. 


Love. Mankind is infinitely beholden to this * 
ſtyptick, that could produce ſuch wonderful effects fo 
ſuddenly: But tho' the wound was very flight, I'm 
weak by the effuſion of ſo much blood 
Fred. Vet after all, you have not loſt enough to cool 
your paſſion. Your heart ſtill beats Penelope, Penelope / 
But in this diſguiſe you have opportunity for obſervati- 
on; you'll fee whether you ought iti'] to value her or 
not: I'm glad you thought cf being brought hither 
as ſnon as you came to vour ſelf; I expett old Boot! 
every moment here——— 


| Enter Od Book wit. 


There he is —— . 
O. Bock Oh! Mr. Frederic Teo late, too late was 
our care: they met laſt niglit, and then the fatal act 
was done—You'il excuſe tir, 2 father's ſorrow 1 
can't ſpeak much, but you may gueſs what I hope from 
ou. ; 
: Fred. You. may depend upon ingenuous uſage in 
the proſecution; I'm going inſtantly to Pene/ope's with 
this learned gentleman, to know what ſhe can ſay to 
this matter—I deſir'd you in the note I ſent you, to 
Purchaſe the favour of your ſon's being brought thither, 
where he and you may be witneſſes of what thall pats. 
| I ſeek not his blocd, nor would neglect a juſtice to my 

deceas'd friend. | | 
O. Bock. I believe my ſon and the reſt are going 
thither ere this; and I defire this worthy ferieant's 
favour and advice ſince we both mean the ſame thing, 
only to act with honour, if his life may be ſav'd 


Lov, Vil do what's juſt to the deceas'd and the ſur— 
vior. f | 

O. Book. Th leave you, but will taxe care to coms 
mn juſt afore the criminals arrive- 


[ Exit. 
4 U.. 
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Lowe. The poor old gentleman——Pr'ythee let's 
go, I long to ſee my lovely torment Penelope. 
Fred. I'll but leave word within. [ Excunt. 


SCENE, Penelope's Lodgings. 
Enter Penelope ard Victor ia. 


Pen. It ſeems Simon lay out all night, and was car- 
ried away by the watch with ſome gentlemen in a 
quarrel, | | 

Fiz. Ifancy the men whoare always for ſhewing their 
valour, are like the women who are always talking of 
their chaſtity, becauſe they are conſcious of their defect 
in't. 

Pen. Right—for we are not apt to raiſe arguments, 
but about what we think is diſputable | 

707. Ay, ay, they whoſe honour is a ſore part, are 
more feartul of being touch'd, than they in whom 'tis 


only a tender one. But tell me honelily, P-ne/ope, 


ſhould poor Lovemcre be in this rencounter, and that 
for your ſake, wou'd it have no effect upon you in his 

favour ? 2 
Pen. I don't know how to anſwer you; but] find 
ſomething in that reflection, which acquaints me 'tis 
very hard for one to know one's own heart. [Stghs. 
_ 12. However, let your heart anſwer me one queſ- 
tion more, as well as it can——Does it love me as well 
as ever it did? | 
Pen. Does not, madam, that queſtion proceed from 
2 change in your own? _ 
Vid. It does, Penelope, | own it does—lT had a long 
conflict with myſelf on my pillow, laſt night. 

Peu. What were your thoughts there ? 

Lid. That I ow'd it to your friendſhip to acknow- 
led e to you that all the pleaſare I once had in you, is 


- 


vaaiſned— An Penelope! l'm ſorry for every good 


quality you have 


Po, Since you are ſo frank—T mutt confeſs; to you 
iom.thing very like this — But however I env;'d that 
tprightly ingenuous native beauty of yours; | ſee it. 
BOW, 10 much the figure of your mind, that 1 can con- 


quer, 


rr RT 


no mere. — Wiit in his blood 1— Till 1 +m no more 
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quer, I think I can, any inclination in myſelf that op- 


poſes the happineſs of ſo ſincere a friend 
Ji. Explain your ſelf, my dear. 

Pen. I'll diſcountenance this Bookawir's ambiguous 
addreſſes And if Lovemore can forgive my late ill 
uſage -I need ſay no more 


Enter Servant. 
der. Mr. Frederick below deſires to ſce you, on ſome 


extraordinary buſineſs. R 5 
Vic. J have not time, my deareſt friend, to applaud 


or thank you but muſt run in He comes from Love- 


mere remember L. 
Pen. Let him come up — Now can't I for my life 
for bear a little tyranny, | 


Enter Frederick and Lovemcre. 


Pen. Good-morrow, fir ; I believe I know your buſi- 
neſs—you're cfictous for your friend - But I am deaf, 

Fred. J know you are, and have been; but I come 
only to do him a laſt office - He'll treuble you no more, 
but I muſt conjure you to read this, and inform this 
learned gentleman what you know of this misfortune. 

Pen. Reading. Nur cruelty proveb'd me to acfire the 
favour of dying by Mr. Bookwit's Hand, ſince he had ta- 
ken from me mare than life; in rebting me af you-—farewel 
fer ever—l dire Frederick net to 2ive yiu this, till Tam 


Lewvemere no more! Thou ſhalt not be no more— 
Thou ſhalt live here for ever. Here tho deareſt pa- 
per, mingle with my life's ſtream: Pither the paper 
bleeds a- new, or my eyes weep blond o let 'em do for 
ever Oh, my Lowermore! Did the vanity of a 
25 boy baniſn thy ſolid ſervices and manly 
ove ? l f 

Fred. This 15 no reparation to him ſor his loſt life, 
ror me for my loſt friend—Yet when you pleaſe to re- 
ceive em, I am obliged to deliver you ſome papers, 
wherein he has given you all the fortune he could be- 


| ow ; nor would revoke it, ev'n thus injur'd as he was. 


. | Pex. 
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Pen. Curſe on all wealth and fortune ! he, he is 
gone, who only deſerv'd all, and whoſe worth I know 
doo late. | 

Lov, Oh exſtaſy ! why was I angry at her rejoicing 
at my forrow, when hers to me is ſuch a perfect bliſs ? 
"Tis barbarous not to diſcover my felf ! [Jo Fred. 

Fred. Do, and be us'd barbarouſly— But, madam, 
you muſt be compos'd ; your life for aught I know is 
at ſtake, for there is no ſuch thing as acceſſaries in mur- 
der; and it can be prov'd, you knew of Lowemore's 
_ threatning to fight Bookwiz—You muſt either take your 
tryal yourſelf, or be Mr, Bookwit's witneſs. 

Pen. I his witneſs !—No,— Pl ſwear any thing to 
hang him. ot 

Fred. Ah, madam, you muſt conſider yourſelf how- 
ever—Pray, fir, read her indictment to her. - 
| Low. Reading. That on the ſaid third day of April, 
the ſaid Penelope, of the pariſb of St. Martin's in the 
fields, ſ#infter, without fear before her eyes, but by the in- 
 ftigation of the devil, through an evil pride of heart 

Pen. I's too true ! [ Weeping. 
Lowe. Did contrive, abet, and conſent to the death of 
John Lovemore, Eſquire, of the age of twenty-eight years, 
or thercabauts. 5 
Fred. I can't bear the mention of him without tears. 
He was the ſincereſt friend. : 2 
Low. I think I have ſeen him —— He was, I've 
heard, a man of honeſty, but of ſomething a diſagree- 
able make. 

Pen. Oh ! fir, you never ſaw him, if you thirk 
ſo——-His perſon was as free as his mind was honetit, 
nor had he imperfection, but his love of me. [Weeps. 

Lov. I tremble, I ſhall diſoblige her too much. 

[To Fred. 

Fred. You ſhan't difcover yourſeif, you ſhall go thro? 
her foul, now *tis mov'd on our fide—Win her now, 
or ſee my ſace no more—T'll not have my wine ſpoil'd 
every nigat, with your reciatls of love, and asking ad- 
vice, tho' you never mean to take it like a true lover, 

P.n. When did that beſt of men expire, gcod ir, 
F red rick ? 5 5 |; 1 

Fred. This morning: But ſhould I. ſpeak the man- 


HEFT. 
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ner. With a faint dying voice he call'd me to him 
I went in tenderneſs to take my long farewel—Fle in 
a laſt effort of nature preſt me to his brealt, and with 
the ſofteſt accent ſigh'd in death, Penelope. 

Pen. Oh the too generous man ? Ungrateful 12 
Curſes on him firſt flatter'd with his tongue, 

On her that firſt diſſembled in her ſilence 
What miſeries have they entail'd on life, 

To bring in fraud and diffidence in love? 

Simplicity” s the dreſs of honeſt paſſion, 

Then why our arts, why to a man enamour'd, 

That at her feet effuſes ail his ſoul, 

Muſt woman cold appear, falſe to herſelf and him ? 

Fred. Do you ſee there—You'd have ſpoke before 
ſhe conſider'd that [Ade to Love. 

Pen. Oh!] cou'd I fee him now, 2 reſs his livid lips, 
And call him back to life with my complaints, 

His eyes would glare upon my guilt with horror, 

That us'd to glote and melt in love before me 
Let mine for ever then be ſhut to joy, 

To all that's bright and valuad'e in man! 

FI to his ſacred aſhes be a wife, 

And to his memory devote my lie, . 

Lev. This is worth dying for iudeed—T'Il follow her. 

Fred. No, you ſhan't ; let her go 1in—threw he: felt. 
upon her bed, and hug, and call her pillow Lovemore. 
* Tis but what you've done a thou! ſand times for her. 

Lov. That's true too. 

Fred. Let her conte mplate on the miſchief of her 
varity : the all lament *till her glaſs is of our 
 fide——"Fill its pretty nies be all blubber'd, its heart 
maſt heave and pant with perfect anguiſh be:ore *twill 
tee] the forrow of another's. Don't you know pride, 
{corn, affectation, and a whole train of ills muſt he 


ſobb'd away, before a great beauty's mortified to pur- 
pole. 


Euter Servant 

Serv. Old Mr. Bot aui enquires for you 8 * 
Frederick. 

Fred. Pray let kin come up. 


Eurer 
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Enter Old Bookwit. 


Lev. What's the matter? you ſeem more diſcom- 
pos'd than you were at Mr. Fregerici's; ſomething ful 
new. e 

O. Bock. I ſaw the boy a coming in a chair, he 
looks ſo languid and diſtreſs'd, pocr lad !—He has ll 
his mother's ſoſtneſs, by nature of the ſweeteſt diſpo- 
ſitio, Oh ! gentlemen! ——You know not what 
It is to be a ſather- To ſee my only child in that 


condition —\My grief quickened at the fight of 

him; I thought I could have patience, ii 1 faw 

Rim. | Sens | | 
3 Enter a Servant. 


Serv. There are two or three in chairs defire ad- 
mittance by appointment. - 2 8 
O. Book. *Tis right, fir. 


4 Z 

: 

} 

x 
x 
4 

f 


Enter Bookwit, Latine, and Gaoler. 


Oh my dear child, oh Tom / are all thy aged fa- | 
ther's hopes then come to this, that he can't ſee thee his 
only ſon, but guarded by a gaoler ? —— Thy mo- 
ther's happy, that liv'd not to fee this day———Is all 
the nurture that ſhe gave thy infancy the erudition 
the bequeath'd thy youth, thus anſwered ?——Oh, 
my ſon! my ſon !-riſe and ſupport thy father! I 
fink with tenderneſs, my child, come to my arms 
while thou art mine. 
Y. Bk. Oh beſt of fathers ! 
Let me not ſee your tears, don't double my afflictions 
by your woe . . | 
There's conſolation when a friend laments us, but when 
| a parent grieves, the anguiſh is too native, : 
Too much our own to be called pity. | 
Oh! fir, confider, I was born to die — | 
"Tis but expanding thought, and life is nothing; : 
Ages and generations paſs away, - | {1 
And with reſiſtleſs force, like waves o'er waves, J 
Roll down th'irrevocable ſtream of time, 


„1 


Into 


ut that's too much to hope. 


wak' d for you 
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Into the inſatiate ocean for ever Thus we are gone. 
But the erroneous ſenſe of man——'tis the lamented 


That's at reſt, but the fervivor mourns 
All my forrows vanith with that thought, 
Put heav'n grant my aged father patience. 
O. Book. Oh child! [Turning away. 
7. Pick. Do not torment yourſelf, you ſhall pro- 
mile not to grieve 


What if they do vb aid you with my death 
_ Conſider, ir, in deathi that our relation ceaſes, = 


Nor hall I want your care, or know your grief. 

It matters not whether by law, or nature, tis I die. 
What, won't my ſather hear me plead to him? 
Don't tuen from me | RS 


Yet don't look at me with your foul fo full. 


O. Bock. Oh my child, my child—1 cou'd hear thee 
ever. 4" | | 8 | 
*T was that I lov'd thee, that I turn'd away. | 
To hear my fon perſuade me to reſign him, 


I can't, I can't. The grief is inſupportable. 


Y. Bock. You make a coward of me with your an- 
guiſh, 
I grow an infant, ſca ce can weep with ſilence, 
But let me keep ſome decency in my diſtreſs. 
O. Beck. If we might be apart 


+ [Looking at the company, 


(zeal, No, no, we'll I:ave you to your ſelves, 

[Exceunt. 
O. Beck. I have too much upon me, child to 
ſpeak 
And indeed have nothing to ſay, but to feed my eyes 
upon thee, e'er we part for ever, if tears would let 
me When you have ſlept in your cradle, I have 
and was it to this end Oh 


child, you've broke your father's heart. $015. 
T. Beo. Good heav'n forbid it—guard him and 
ous him. | - 8 

e faints, he's cold, he's gone; [ Running to him. 


He's gone, and with his laſt breath call'd me parricide. 
You've broke your father's heart! Ch killing ſound t 
I'm all contagion, to pity me is death. 


My 
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My griefs to all are mortal but my ſelf. 
You've broke your father's heart ! If I did fo, 
Why thus ſerene in death, thou ſmiling clay, 
Why that calm aſpe& to thy murderer ? | 
Oh big unutterable grief ——— Merciful heaven! 
J don't deſerve this eaſe of tears to melt 
With penitence——OQh ſweet, ſweet remorſe, - 
Now all my powers give way | | 
To my juſt ſorrow, for the beſt of fathers, [Aloud 
Thou venerable fountain of my life, 
Why don't I alſo die, deriv'd from thee ? | 
Sure you are not gone Is the way out of life 
Thus eaſy, which you fo much frar'd in me? 
[7 akes him LU] ; the hand. 
hy flay I after ? but I deferve to ftay, 
To feel the quick remembrance of my follies. 
Yet if my fighs, my tears, my anguiſh can atone—— 


Re enter Frederick, Lovemore, Latine, Gaoler, 
Victoria, and Penelope. | | 


Fred. What is the matter? What? 
J. Booz. Behold this fight, I am the guilty wretch 
Fred. Keep aſide a little, fir, he only ſwoons, I 
hope ; I think he breathes—yes he returns—you muſt 
compoſe your ſelf. | 
Lat. Poor Beo vit, how utterly he ſeems diſtreſs'd. 
O. Boot. I will be calm—reſign to heav'n and hear 
you patiently. DES 
Fred. You, fir, his favourite ſervant, pray ſpeak 
honeſtly the truth of what you know, to this learned 
gentleman, who is council in this caſe. 
Y. Book. Sir, he 1s not - 
Lov. Pray, fir, give the ſervant leave firſt. 
Lat. Know then, I am not what I ſeem, but a 
gentleman of a plentiful fortune. I am thus drets'd 
to carry on ſuch gay purſuits as ſhould offer in this 


town-——Not to detain you, Mr. Bookawit ſent me 
late laft night, with a letter to one of theſe ladies 
Coming from thence, as I croſs'd, I ſaw Lowemore in 
the Garden; he ſtopp'd me, and after ſome queſtions 
concerning my meſſage to this houſe, to which he did 
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not like my anſwers, he ſtruck me; we fought 
J left him dead upon the ſpot, of which this gentle- 
man is guiltleis 
O. Book. How ! was it you then, that kill'd Mr. 
Lecemcere? 
Lat. "Twas this unhappy hand gave him his death, 
but fo provok'd 
J. Beet. Who could believe that any pleaſing paſiion 
Cou'd touch a breaſt loaded with guilt like mine? 
But all my mind is ſeiz'd with admiration 
Of thy ſtupendous friendihip What then | 
Could'ſt thou hold thy innocent hand up at a bar 
With fejons, to ſave thy friend ? 
How hall! hide or praiſe tiy brave impoſture ? 
Ah! fir, believe him not—He cannot bear the loſs of 
me, whom he o'ervalues ; therefore with higheſt gal- 
lantry he offers a benefit which 'twere the meaneſt 
baſeneſs to receive. . h 
But death's more welcome than a life ſo purchas'd. 
Lat. We all know you can talk, and gild things as 
vyou pleaſe, but the lady's ſervant knows J was taken 
near the body, when you 
Y. Bark. Sir, do but hear 1 me Poſbing away Lat. 
Lat. I'Il eaſily convince you. [| Puſhing away Book. 
Y. Book. Pray mind him not, his brain is touch'd— 
Lat. J am the man, he was not near the place 
Low. I can hold out no longer Lowemore ſtill 
liveth to adore ycur noble + and begs a ſhare 
in't. Be not amaz'd ! but let me graſp you both, who 
in aa age degenerate as this, have 125 rranſcendent 


virtue— 
Y. Bock. Oh Lowemare ! Las / How ſhall 1 
ſpeak my joy at thy recovery _ e 


I fail beneath the too ecttatick pleaſure 
What help has human nature from its ſorrows, 
When our relief itſelf is ſuch a burthen ! | 

O. Buck. Oh the beſt burthen upon earth! I beg 
your pardon, fir, I never was fo taken with a 


man in my life at firſt fight, [ Kiſſes Love.] Let me be 
known to you too. [To Lat. 


Lat. Sir, you do me honour 
O. Book. But you, ladies, are the firſt cauſe of the 
many 


LY 
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many errors we have been in, and you only can ex- 
tricate us with ſatisfaction Zuch is the force of 

beauty—— The wcunds the ſword gave this gentleman 
were ſlight, but you have transax'd a vital and a no- 
ble part, his heart—Had I known his pretences, I had 
not interpos'd for my ſon 

Fred. Come, madam, no more of the cruel—Go on, 
Lowemore ; o'my conſcience the man's afraid *tis im- 
pudence to be alive azain—You ſee him now, madam, 

now you may preſs his livid lips, and call him back 
to life with your complaints. 

Lov. I ſtand methinks, upon the brink of fate, in 
an ambiguous interval of life, and doubt CVaccept of 
being ll you. ſmile. Ia every human incident beſides, 
I am ſuperior, and can chuie or leave, | 
But in minuteſt things that nch my love, 

"My boſom's ſeiz'd with anguiſh, or with tranſport. 

Per. You've ſhewn your paſſion to me with ſuch 
honour, that if I am coutus'd, I know I ſhould not 
be, to ſay I approve it For I know no rules 
ſhould make me inſenſible of generous uſage —— My 
| perſon and my mind are yours for ever. 

Lov. Then doubts and fears and anxious cares be 


All 14 thoughts that did 3 my breaſt ; 
Here enter faith, ànd confidence, and love! 

Love that can't live with Je alouſy, but dwells 

With facred marriage, truth, and mutual honour, 
I knew not where you wou'd beſtow your vows, 
But never doubted of your faith when given. 

LX her Hand 


O. Bal. Yoa ſce, my ſoa, how conſtancy's re 
warded |! 


You have from nature evory qualiry 

To make you well become what fortune gave you : 
But neither wit ©; beauty, veaith or Courage, 
Implicicl) deſcrve tie world's eſteem, 
They're only in their application, goods- 
How cou'd you fight a man, you knew rot why? 
You don't think that 'tis oreat, merely ro dare 
"Tis that a man is juſt he thould be bold; 

Indeed you have err'd. 


—ͤ — TEST. 


70 The Lymc Lover: or, 

Lat. You give my friend, methinks, too much 
compunction for a little levity in his actions 
when he's too ſevere in's own reflections on 'em. 

Pen. Well, YV;#:ria, you fee I take your advice at 
laſt in choice of Lovemore, | 

Lick. I congratulate your miſſing of the other. 


Pen. I heartily believe you, my dear friend. 


O. Book. But we beſt guide our actions by hopes 
of reward. Cou'd but my ſon have ſuch a glorious 


: pore as this fair one, [To Victoria.] I doubt not 


ut his future carriage wou' deſerve her. 
Vie. I believe I may ſafely promiſe to approve of 
all the truth he tells me. SER 
4 Book. You've promiſed then, to like all I ſhall 
0. Boot. Theſe unexpected good events deſerve our 
celebration with ſome mirth and fiddles. 
Fred. I foreiaw this happy turn, therefore hare 
prepar'd em Call in the dancers. 8 


4 
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18 
By Mr. IL EV ER IVD GE. 
i. 


HE roll ing years the Jays reftore, 
Which happy, "alt Britain Ine, 


When in a female age Here 
Beauty the Oe of juſtice drew. 


It. 


. Nymphs and fauns, and rural po xo ra, 
Of cryſtal floods and ſbady bᷣcaur' s, 
No more fhall here preſide : 

T he flowing wwave and living green, 
Owe only to their preſent queen | 
Their ſafety and their pride, 


III. 


Lited air, and pleaſures bring, | 5 
Of tender nete, and tureful *. 
All your arts devoted are 
To move the innocent and fair : 
While they receive the picaſing wound, 
2 ho repeats the dying ſound. 
{ ſhare, 
7 Berk, Since ſuch deſerv'd e yy muſt 
Who with gay falinoods entertain the fair; 


Let all with this juſt maxim guide their youth, 
* nere; 15 no gallantry 1 in love hot wurk. ¶Zæxeunt. 
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duem tulit ad Scenam ventoſo gloria Curru, 
Exanimat lentus Spectater, ſedulus, inflat. | 
Sic leve, fic parvum eft, animum quod laudis avarum 
Subruit, aut reficit — Horat. Epiſt. I. Lib. II. 
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PROLOGUE. 
Spoken by Mrs. Bracegirdle. 


OW this wile Werld is chang'd! In former Days, 
Prologues were ſerious Speeches before Plays; 

Grave folemn Things, as Graces are to Feaſts ; 
Where Poets bigg d a Bliſfing from their Gueffi : 
But now! no more like Suppliants we come; 
A Play makes War, and Prologue is the Drum ; 
£rm'd with keen Satire, and with pointed Wit, 5 
We threaten you rho do for Judges fit, 
To ſave our Plays, or elle well damn your Pit 
Put fer ycur Comfort, it fulls cut to Day, 
Ve ve a young Author, and his firſt born Play; _ 
So, fanding only on his good Behaviour, ST 1 
He's very civil, and intreats your Favour. 
Not Fut the Man has Malice, ould be fooxw it, ' 
But en my Conſcience he's a baſhful Poet; e 
Fu think that ſtrange no matter, hell out gro it. 
Well, Tu his Advocate —— by me he prays jou, 
( 1 dow't know whether I ſhall ſpeak to pleaſe you, 
He prays ——O bleſs me ! what ſhall I di now ? 
Hang me if I know what he prays, or how ! 
And las the prettieſt Prologue as he wrote it! 
Well, the deuce take me, if I han't forgot it. | 
O Lord, for Heaw'ns ſake excuſe the Play, | c 


Becauſe, you know, if it be damm d to Day, 

1 ſhall be 'd for wanting what te ſay. | 
Far my ſake then ——but Tu in ſuch 7 

1 cannot flay ta hear your Reſolution. - {Runs off. 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 
M E N. 


Heartwell, a farly old Batche- 
lor, pretending to flight Wo- ( 3 
men, ſecretly in Love with C Mr. Betterton. 
Silvia, TY 

Bellmour, in Love with Belinda, Mr. Poxvel. 

V ainlove, capricious in his Love, 1 
in Love with Aramima, Mr. Williams. 


Sharper, | Mr. Fer 

Sir Foſeph Wittol, | Mr. Bowen. 

Captain Bluffe, Mr. Haines. 

Fendleauiſe, a Banker, Mr. Dagger. 

Setter, a Pimp, | Mr. UnderhiH. 

Servant to Fondlewrfe. | 
WOM EN. 


Araminta, in Love with Yainlove, 


Belinda, her Couſin, an affected 
Lady, in Love with Bellmear, F Mrs. Mountfrt. 


| Letitia, Wife to Fondlewife, Mrs. Barry. 
Silvia, Vainlove's forſaken Mittreſs, Mr — 
ty 


THE 


Mrs. Bracegirale. 


THE 


OLD BATCHELOR. 


_ | | | rg ' | | 

ACT I SCENE I. 
SCENE, The Street. 

Bellmour and Vainlove meeting. 


BI IMO. | 

CE 4:n/ove, and abroad ſo early! good Mor. 

row; I thought a contemplative Lover 

could no more have parted with his Ecd 

Wy in a Morning, than he could have ſlept 
in't. 3 

| Morrow 
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Bell. More than they believe Or underſtand. 
Vain. How, how, Ned, a wiſe Man ſay more than 

he — is 

ell. Ay, ay, Wiſdom's nothi 2 pretending to 
know and . more than we ms do. You read of 
but one wiſe Man, and all that he knew was, that he 
knew nothing, Come, come, leave Buſineſs to Idlers, 
and Wiſdom to Fools; they have need of em: Wit, be 
my Faculty, and ure, my Occupation ; and let Fa- 
ther Time ſhake his Glaſs. Let low and earthly Souls 


grovel 'till they have work'd themſelves ſix Foot deep 


into a Grave— Zuſineſs is not my Element I rol! 
in a higher Orb, and dwell | 
Vain. In Caft!es i th“ Air of thy own Building: That's 
thy Element, Ned — Well as high a Flier as you are, I 
have a I ure may make you ftoop. [ Flings a Lelecr. 
Bel]. I marry Sir, I have a Hawk's Eye at a Woman's 
Hand — There's more Elegancy in the falſe Spelling of 

this Superſcription [7:5 »p the Letter] than in all C:- 
Cer) Let me ſee How now ! Deus per fiatuus 
Vain-love. - | [| Reads, 

Vain. Hold, hold, ſlife that's the wrong. 

Bel. Nay let's ſee the Name ($S;/:ia!) how can't 
thou be ungratefu! to that Creature? She's extremely 
pretty and loves thee intirely ——[ have heard her 
breathe ſuch Raptures about thee | 

F.in. Ay, or any Body that ſhe's about 

Bell. No faith, Frant, you wrong her; ſhe has been 
juſt to you. | 

Vain. That's pleaſant, by my troth from thee, who 
haſt had her. 2 

Bell. Never — Her Aﬀettions : Tis true by Heav'n, 
e own'd it to my Face; and bluſhing like the Virgin 
Morn when it diſclos'd the Cheat, which, that truſty Bawd 
of Nature, Night had hid, conſeis d her Soul was true 
do you, tho I by Treachery had ftol'n the Bliſs —— 

Vain. So was true as Turtle——in Imagination, Ned. 
ha? Preach this Doctrine to Huſbands, and the married 
Women will adore thee. 

Bell. Why faith I think it will do well enough — If 
the Huſband be out of the Way, for the Wife to 1 

her 


ing, and talks ſen ling for Mr. Spintext to keep me Com- 


as I do Wine 
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her Fondneſs and Impatience of his Abſence, by chuſing 
a Lover as like him as ſhe can, and what is unlike, ſhe 


may help out with her own Fancy, 
F ain. is it not an Abuſe to the Lover to be made 
a Blind of? | 


Bell. As you ſay the Abuſe is to the Lover, not the 
Huſband : For tis an Argument of her Zeal towards 
him, that ſhe will enjoy him in Eſſigy | 

Vain. It muſt be a very ſuperttitious Country, where 
ſuch Zeal paſſes for true Devotion. I doubt it will be 
damn'd by all our Proteſtant Huſbands for flat Icolatry 
hat if you can make Alderman Fondlewife of 
your Perſuaſion, this Letter will be needleſs. 

Bell. What, the old Banker with the handſome 
Wife? 

Vain. Ay. | 

Bell. Let me ſee, Letitia! Oh tis a delicious Morſel. 
Dear Frank, thou art the trueſt Friend in the World. 

Fain. Ay, am | uct? To be continually ſtarting of 
Hares for you to courſe. We were certainly cut out for 
one another ; for my Temper quits an Amour, juſt where 
thine takes it up— But read that, it is an Appointment 


for me, this Evening; when Fondlewife will be gone out 


of Town, to meet the Maſter of a _ about the Return 
of a Venture which he's indanger of lofing. Read, read. 
Bell. reads. Hum, Hum—— Out of Town this Even- 


pany; but Til take care he ſhall nat be at home. Good! 
Spintext Ay the Fanatick one ey d Parſon ! 

Vain. Ay. | 

Bell. reads. Hum, Hum—That yeur Converſation will 


be much more agreeable, if you can counterſeit his Halit to 


blind the Servants. Very good ! Then I muſt be diſgui- 
ſed With all my Heart It adds a Guſto to an 
Amour ; gives it the greater Reſemblance of Theft ; and 
among us lewd Mortals, the deeper the Sin the ſweeter. 

Frank, I'm amaz'd at thy Good nature 
Fain. Faith I hate Love when 'tis forc'd upon a Man, 
And this Bufineſs is none of my 
ſeeking ; I only hapned to b. once or twice, where Le- 
titia was the handſomeſt Woman in Company, ſo conſe- 
94 3 quently 
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quently apply'd my ſelf to her—— And it ſeems ſhe has 
taken me at my Mord Had you been there, or any 
Body, 't had been the ſame. 

Bell. I wiſh I may ſucceed as the ſame. 

Vain. Never doubt it; for if the Spirit of Cuckoldom 
be once raiſed up in a Woman, the Devil can't lay it, 
'uill ſhe has don't. 

Bell. Pr'ythee what ſort of Fellow is Fondlewwife ? 

Vain. A kind of Mongrel Zealot, ſometimes very pre- 
eiſe and peeviſh: But I have ſeen him pleaſant enough in 
his way; much addicted to Jealcuſy, but more to Fond- 


neſs : So that as he's often Jealous without a Cauſe, he's | 


as often ſatisfied without Reaſon. | 
Bell. A very even Temper, and fit for my Purpoſe. 
J muſt get your Man Setter to provide my Diſguiſe. 
Vain. Ay, you may take him for good and all if you 
ey for you have made him fit for no body elſe 


Bell. You're going to viſit in return of Silvias Letter 
—Poor Rogue. Any Hour of the Day or Night will 
ſerve her——But do you know nothing of a new Rival 
Vain. Yes, Heartavell, that ſurly old pretended Wo- 
man- hater thinks her Virtuous ; that's one Reaſon why 
J fail her: I would have her fret herſelf out of Conceit 
with me, that ſhe may entertain ſome Thoughts of him. 
Iko he viſits her ev'ry Day. 

Beil. Yet rails on ftill, and thinks his Love unknown 
to us; a little Time will ſwell him ſo, he mult be forc'd 
to give it Birth ; and the Diſcovery muſt needs be very 


pleaſant from himſelf; to ſee what Pains he will take, 


and how he will ftrain to bedelivered of a Secret, when 
he has miſcarried of it already. 
Vain. Well, good Morrow, let's dine together; III 
meet at the old Place. 
Bell, With all my Heart; it lies convenient for us to 
pay cur Afternoon Services to our Miſtreſſes; I find I 


am damnably in Love, I'm ſo uneaſy for not having 


on BO I. EPs 
Vai w my 4raminta, yet am as impatient. 
"" “o 
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S CE NE I 
| ZBellmour alone. 
Bell. TK 7 HV what a Cormorant in Love am II W 
not contented with the Slavery of honourable 
Love in one Place, and the Pleature of enjoying ſome 
half a Score Miſtreſſes of my own 8 muſt yet 
take Yainlove's Buſineſs upon my Hands, becauſe it lay 
too heavy upon his; So am not only forc'd to lie with 
other Men's Wives for 'em, but muſt alſo undertake the 
harder Taſk of obliging their Miſtreſſes I muſt take 
up, or I ſhall never hold out; Fleſh and Blood cannot 
bear it always. 
. 
[To him] Sharper. 5 
Sbarp. 1* ſorry to ſee this, Ned: Once a Man comes 
| to his Soliloquies I give him for gone. 
Bell. Sharper, I'm glad to lee thee. 
S What, is Belinda cruel, that you are ſothought- 
; 

Bell. No faith, not for that But there's a Buſi 
neſs of Conſequence fall'n out To-day, that requires 
ſome . RENE | 
Sharp. Prithee what mighty Buſineſs of Conſequence 
canſt 2 have? 10 ; | 

Bell. Why you muſt know tis a piece of Work to- 
ward the finiſhing of an Alderman ; it ſeems I muſt put 
the laſt hand to it, and dub him Cuckold, that he may 
be of equal Dignity with the reſt of his Brethren : So 
I muſt beg Belinda s Pardon. 
Sharp. Faith e en give her over for good-and-all : You 
can have no hopes of getting her for a Miſtreſs ; and 
ara pony too inconſtant, too affected and toe 
witty, too handſom for a Wife. 

Bell. But ſhe can't have too much Mony—— There's 
twelve thouſand Pounds, Tom. "Tis true ſhe is exceſ- 
fively foppith and affected; but in my Conſcience I be- 
lieve the Baggage loves me: For ſhe never ſpeaks well of 
me herſelf, nor ſuffers any Body elſe to rail at me. Then, 
as I told you, there's twelve thouſand Pound Hum 
- | | Why 


" 
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Why faith upon ſecond Thoughts, ſhe does not appear to 
be ſo very affected neither Give her her due, I think 
the Woman's a Woman, and that's All. As ſuch I 
am ſ:.re I ſhall like her; for the Devil take me if I 
don't love all the Sex. 


Sharp. And here comes one who ſwears as heartily 
be hates all the Sex. 


S C E N E lv. 5 
[To them] Heartwell. 
Bell. Who? Hartwell! Ay, but he hes better 
How now, George, Where haſt thou been 
— odious Truths, and entertaining Company, 


Like a bh yfician, with Diſcourſe of their Diſeaſes and In- 


firmities ? What fine Lady haſt thou been putting out of 
Conceit with herſelf, and perſuading that the Face ſhe had 


been making all the Morning, was none of her own? for 


I know thou art as unmannerly and as unwelcome to a 
Woman, as a Looking glaſs after the Small-pox. 
Heart. J confeſs I have not been ſneering fulſom 


Lies and nauſeous Flattery, fawning upon a little tawdry 


Whore that will fawn upon me _ ain, and entertain 
any Puppy that comes, hke a Tumbler, 


your late Employment. 

Bell. Wou'd thou hadft come a little ſooner, 7 Ladies 
would have wrought thy Converſion, and been a Cham- 
pion for the Cauſe. 

Heart. What, has he been here? That sone of Love's 
April. Fools, is always upon ſome Errand that's to no 
purpoſe, ever embarking in Adventures, yet never 
comes to Harbour. 


Sharp. That's becauſe he always ſets out in foul Wea- 


ther, loves to buffet with the Winds, meet the Tide and 
ſail in the Teeth of Oppoſition. 
Heart. What, has he not dropt Anchor at Araminta ? 
Bel! Truth on't is, ſhe fits his Temper beſt, is a kind 


of floating Iſland ; ſometimes ſeems in reach, then va- 


nifhes and keeps him bufied in the Search. 


Sharp. She had need have a good ſhave of Senſe to 
Bell. 


manage ſo capricious a i. over. 


with the ſame 
Tricks over and over. For ſuch I gueſs may have been 


. 


Fre. rr 
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Bell. Faith I don't know: He's of a Temper the molt 


eaſy to himſelf in the World ; he takes as much always 
of an Amour as he cares for, and quits it when it grows 
Kale or unpleaſant. 
Sharp. An Argument of very little Paſſion, very good 
Underitanding, and very Ill nature. | 
Heart. And proves that Yainlove plays the Fool with 
Diſcretion. 


Sharp. You, Bellmour, are bound in Gratitude to 


flickle for him; you with Pleature reap that Fruit, 


which he takes pains to ſow : He does the Drudgery in 


the Mine, and you ſtamp your Image on the Gold. 
Bell. He's of another Opinion, and ſays I do the 
Drudgery in the Mine. Well, we have each our ſhare 
of Sport, and each that which he likes beſt; tis his Di- 
verſion to Set, tis mine to Cover the Partridge. 
Heart. And it ſhould be mine to let 'em go again. 


Sharp. Not till you had moutn'd a little, George, I 


think that's all thou art fit for now. | 
Heart. Good Mr. Young Fellow, you're miſtaken ; 
as able as yourſelf, and as nimble too, tho* I mayn't 


have ſo much Mercury in my Limbs ; tis true indeed I 


don't force Appetite, but wait the natural Call of my 
Luſt, and think it time enough to be I:w'd, after I 
have had the Temptation. 


| Bell. Time enough, ay too ſoon. I ſhould rather have 


expected from a Perſon of your Gravity—— 
Heart. Vet it is oftentimes too late with ſome of you 
young, termagant flaſhy Sinners — you have all the 
Guilt of the Intention, and none of the Pleaſure of the 
Practice tis true you are ſo eager in Purſuit of the 
Temptation, that you ſave the Devil the trouble of 
leading you into it : Nor is it out of Diſcretion, that you 
don't ſwallow that very Hook yourſelves have baited, but 
youare cloy'd with the Preparative. and what you mean 
for a Whet, turns the Edge of your puny Stomach Your 
Love is like your Courage, which you ſhew for the firſt 
Year or two upon all Occafions; till in a little time, 
being diſabled or diſarmed, you abate of your Vigour ; 
and that daring Blade, wiich was ſo often drawn, is 
bound to the Peace for ever after, 


” ä — — — 
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| Fell. Thou art an old Fornicator of a ſingular good 
Principle indeed! and art for encouraging Youth, that 
they may be as wicked as thou art at thy Years. 

Heart. I am for having every body be what they 
pretend to be; a Whoremaſter be a Whoremaſler ; and 
not like Yainlove. kiſs a Lap-Dog with Paſſion, when 
it would diſguſt him from the Lady's own Lips. 

Bell. That only happens ſometimes, where the Dog 
has the ſweeter Breath, for the more cleanly convey- 
ance. But George, you muſt not quarrel with little 
Gallantries of this nature: Women are often won by 
'em. Who would refuſe to kiſs a Lap-Dog if it were 
preliminary to the Lips of his Lady? | 
Sharp. Or omit playing with her Fan, and cooling 

her if ſhe were hot, when it might intitle him to the 
Office of warming her when ihe thould be cold! 

Bell. What is it to read a Play in a ramy Day? 
Though you ſhould be now and then interrupted in a 
| witty Scene, and ſhe perhaps preſerve her Laughter till 
the Jeſt were over; even that may be borne with, con- 
ſidering the Reward in Proſpect. 

Heart. I confeſs you that are Womens Aſſes bear 
: Burdens : Are forced to undergo Dreſſing, Danc- 

ing, Singing, Sighing, Whining, Rhyming, Flattering, 
1 Cringing, and the drudgery of Lov- 


to boot. | 

Bell. O Brute, the drudgery of Loving ! 0 ; 

Heart. Ay, why to come to Love through all theſe = a 
Incumbrances, is like coming to an Eſtate overcharg'd 


with Debts ; which by the time you have paid, yields 
no further profit than what the bare tillage and manur- 
ing of the Land will produce at the expence of your 
own Sweat. 

Bell. Prithee how doſt thou love ? 

Sharp. He! he hates the Sex. | 

Heart. So I hate Phyfic too yet I may love to 
take it for my Health. 

Bell. Well come off, George, if at any time you ſhould 
„ Excuſe, confidering 

Sharp. He an ing 
the preſent ſtate of his Body. 
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Heart. How d'ye mean ? . 
Sbarp. Why if whoring be purging (as you call it) 


then, I may ſay, Marriage is entering into a Courſe of 


Phy fic. 
Bell How, George, does the Wind blow there? 
Heart. It will as ſoon blow North and by South — 
marry, quotha ! I hope in Heaven Ihave a greater Por- 
tion of Grace, and I think I have baited too many of 


| thoſe Traps, to be caught in one myſelf. | | 
Bell. Who the Devil would have thee ? unleſs twere 
an Oiſter-Woman, to propagate young Fry for Billingf- 


gate——thy Talent will never recommend thee to any 


thing of better Quality. 
Heart. My Talent is chiefly that of ſpeaking Truth, 


which. I don't expect ſhould ever recommend me to 
People of Quality — I thank Heav'n, I have very 


honeftly purchas'd the Hatred of all the great Families 


in Town. 


Sharp. And you in return of Spleen hate them: But 


could you hope to be receiv d into the Alliance of a noble 


Family 


_ * Heart. No, I hope I ſhall never merit that Affliction— 


to be puniſh'd with a Wife of Birth - be a Stag of the 


firſt Head and bear my Horns aloft, like one of the 


Supporters of my Wife's Coat. S'death I would not be 


a Cuckold to e'er an illuſtrious Whore in England. 
Bell. What not to make your Family, Man! and pro- 


vide for your Children ? 

Sharp. For her Children you mean. 

Heart. Av there you've nick'd it==——there's the 
Devil upon Devil O the Pride and Joy of Heart 
"would be to me, to have my Son and Heir reſemble 
ſuch a Duke to have a fleering Coxcomb ſcoff and 
cry, Mr. your Son's mighty like his Grace, has juſt his 
Smile and Air of's Face. Then replies another 
me thinks he has more of the Marquiſs of ſuch a Place, 


about his Noſe and Eyes; though he has my Lord 
what-d'ye-calls Mouth to a tittle —— Then, I, to put 


it off as unconcern'd, come chuck the Infant under the 
Chin, force a Smile and cry, ay, the Boy takes after his 


Mother's 


Log 
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Mother's Relations when the Devil and ſhe knows, 
*tis a little Compound of the whole Body of Nobility. 

Saws, J Ha, ba, ha. 

arp. 
Bell. Well but, George, I have one one queſtion to aſk 
ou 

N Heart. Pchaw, I have prattled away my Time — 1 
hope you are in no haſte for an anſwer — for I ſhan't 
ftay now. [ Looking on his Watch, 

Bell. Nay prithee, Gorge. ———— 

Heart. No, befides my Buſineſs, I ſee a fool coming 
this Way, Adieu. 


EST 2 I 
Sharper, Bellmour, 


Bell. 

Viitoll with his Friend; but | ſee he has 
turn'd the Corner, and goes another Way. 

Sharp. What in the Name of Wonder i is it? 

Bell. Why a Fool. 

Sharp. *Tis a tawdry Outfide. 

Bell. And a very beggarly Lining — yet he may be 
worth your Acquaintance——a little of thy Chymiſtry, 
Tom, may extract Gold from that Dirt. 

Sharp. Say you ſo? faith I am as poor as a Chymiſt, 


and would be as induſtrious. But what was he that fol- 


low'd him ? Is not he a Dragon that watches theſe 
Golden Pippins? 

Bell. Hang him, no, 100 Dragon if he be tis a very 
peaceful one; | can inſure his Anger dormant; or ſhouid 
he ſeem to rouſe, * tis but well laſhing him, and h. will 
| fleep like a Top. 

Sbarp. Ay, is he of that Kidney ? 

Bell. Yet is ador'd by that Biggot Sir F-/eph Wittoll, 
as the Image of Valour : He calls him his Back, and 
indeed they are never aſunder — yet laſt Night, I know 


not by what Miſchance, the Knight was alone, and had. 


fallen into the Hands of ſome Night Walkers, wio, I 
ſuppoſe, would have pillaged him: But | (band to 
come by, and reſcued him: though I believe he wzs 


heartily 


HAT does he mean? Oh, 'tis Sir 2% 
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heartily frightned, for as ſoon as ever he was looſe, he 
ran away, without ſtaying to ſee who had help'd him. 

Sharp. Is that Bully of his in the Army ? 

Bell. No, but is a er, and wears the Habit of 
a Soldier; which now-a-days as often clokes Cowardiſe, 
as a black Gown does Atheiſm You muſt know 
he has been abroad —— went | 
a Campaign ; enrich'd himſelf with the Plunder of a 
few Oaths and here vents em againſt the General, 
who ſlighting Men of Merit, and preferring only thoſe 
of Intereſt, has made him quit the Service. | 

Sharp. Wherein no doubt he magnifies his own Per- 
formar ce, | 

Bell. Speaks Miracles, is the Drum to his own Praiſe 
the only Impiement of a Soldier he reſembles, like 
that, being full of bluſtring Noiſe and Emptineſs — 

Sha: p. Aud like that, of no vie but to be beaten. ' 

Bell. Right ; but, then, the Compariſon breaks, for 


he will take a drubbing with as little Noiſe as a Pulpit 


Cuſtion, | 
Sharp. His Name, and I have done ? 
Bell. Why that, to paſs it current too, he has gilded 
with a Title; he is ca!Pd Captain Bluff. le 
Sharp. Well, I'll endeavour his Acquaintance—— 
you ſteer another Courſe, are bound, 
For Lowe's Mand: I for the gr den Craft. 
May each ſucceed in what he wi Bes moſt. 


ACT U. SCENE I. 


Sir Joſeph Wittoll, Sbarder following. 


Hap QUER that's he, and 1 “e. 
Sir Fo. Um Ay this, this is the very 


 damn'd Place; the inhumane anibals, the bloody- 


minded Villains would have butcher'd me laſt Night : 
No doubt, they would have flea d me alive, have fold 
my Skin, and devoured, c. 

Sharp. 


rely to run away from 
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Sharp. How's this ! 

Sir. Je. An it hadn't been for a civil Gentleman as 
came by and frighted 'em away - but agad | durſt 
not ſtay to give him Thanks. ET 

Sharp. This muſt be Bel/meur he means — ha! I 
have a Thought 

Sir Fo. Zook, would the Captain would come ; the 
very Remembrance makes me quake; agad I ſhall never 
be reconciled to this Place heartily. | 
_ Sharp. "Tis but trying, and being where I am at 
worſt, now luck !——curs'd Fortune! this muſt be the 
Place, this damn'd unlucky Place 

Sir 70. Agad and ſo tis why here has been more 
Miſchief done I perceive. 2 

Shas p. No, 'tis gone, tis loſt ten thouſand Devils 
on that Chance which drew me hither; ay here, juſt 
here, this Spot to me is Hell; nothing to be found, but 
the Deſpair of what I've loſt. { Looking «bout as in ſearch. 

Sir Fo. Poor Gentleman —— by the Lord Harry I'll 
ſtay no longer, for I have found too — 

Sharp. Ha! who's that has found? What have you 
found ? reſtore it quickly, or by 

Sir Jo. Not I, Sir, not I, as I've a Soul to be ſav'd, I 
have found nothing but what has been to my Loſs, as I 
may ſay, and as you were ſaying, Sir. 

Sharp. O your Servant, Sir, you are ſafe then it 
ſeems ; tis an ill Wind that blows no body good: Well, 
— may rejoice over my ill Fortune, ſince it paid the 
rice of your Ranſom. 

Sir Fo. I rejoice! agad not I, Sir: I'm very ſorry 
for your Loſs, with all my Heart, Blood and Guts, Sir; 
and if you did but know me, you'd ne'er ſay I were ſo 
ill-natur'd. | 

| Sharp. Know you ; why can you be ſo ungrateful, to 
forget me! | - 

Sir Fo. O 1 him! No, no, Sir, I don't 
forget you iſe I never ſaw your face before, 
ep. How! Aae. 

harp. How! 22 

Sir Fo. Stay, ſtay, Sir, let me recollect — he's a 

damn'd angry Fellow — I believe I had better re- 
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member him, till I can get out of his Sight; but out 
0 Sight out o'Mind agad. [ Hides 
Sharp. Methought the Service I did you laſt Night, 
Sir, in preſerving you from thoſe Rufhans, might have 
taken better Root in your ſhallow Memory. 
Sir Fo. Gads-Daggers-Belts-Blades and Scabbards, 
this is the very Gentleman! How ſhall I make him a 
Return ſuitable to the Greatneſs of his Merit——T had 
à pretty Thing to that Purpoſe, if he han't frighted it 
out of my Memory. Hem! hem! Sir, I moſt ſubmiſ- 
ſively implore your Pardon for my Tranſgre ſſion of In- 
gra:itude and Omiſſion; having my intire Dependence, 
Sie, upon the Superfluity of your Goodneſs, which like 


an Inundation will, I hope, totally immerge the Recol- 


lection of my Error, and leave me floating in your 
Sight, upon the full blown Bladders of Repentance — 
by the Help of which, I ſhall once more hope to ſwim 
into your Favour. | [ Bows, 
G6harp. So-h. O Sir J am eaſily pacify'd, the acknow- 
ledgment of a Gentleman 8 
Sir Fo. Acknowledgment! Sir, I am all over Ac- 
knowledgment, and will not ſtick to. ſhew it in the 
greateſt Extremity, by Night or by Day, in Sickneſs 
or in Health, Winter or Summer; all Seaſons and 
Occaſions ſhall teſtify the Reality and Gratitude of your 
ſaperabundant humble Servant Sir Jeſepb Wittall Knight. 
Hem! hem. | | 

Sharp. Sir Jaſepb Wittoll. 

Sir Fo. The ſame Sir, of Witte Halli in Camitatu 
Bucks. 

Sharp. Ts it poſſible ! Then I am happy, to have obli- 
ged the Mirrour of Knight-hood and Pink of Courteſy 

in the Age: let me embrace you; 
Sir . O Lord, Sir. | 
Sharp. My Loſs, I efteem as a Trifle repaid with In- 
terett, ſince it has purchas d me the Friendſhip and Ac- 
aquaintance of the Perſon in the World, whoſe Charac- 
ter I admire. | | 

Sir Fo. You are only plea-'d to ſay fo, Sir 
But pray if I may be ſo bold, what is that Lols 
you mention ? 

Sharp. 
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Sharp. O term it no longer ſo, Sir. In the Scuffle, 

Taft Night, I only dropt a Bill of a hundred Po ind. 

which, ( confeſs, I came half deſpairing to recover; but 

thanks to my better Fortune——— 

Sir 7. You have found it, Sir, then it ſeems ; I pro- 
feſs I'm heartily glad 

Sharp. Sir, your humble Servant— I don't queſtion 
but you are; that you have ſo cheap an Opportunity 
of expreſſing your Gratitude and Generofity. Since the 
paying ſo trivial a Sum, will wholly acquit you and 
_ doubly engage me. | 

Sir 7. What a dickens does he mean by a trivial 
Sum? [Ai le.] But han't you found it, Sir! 
Sharp. No otherwiſe I vow to Gad but in my Hopes 

in you. Sir. 
Sir Fo. Hum. 
Sharp. But that's ſufficient 'T were Injuſtice to 
douht the Honour of Sir Fo/eph MWittoll. 

Sir 79. O Lord, Sir. : EE | 
Sharp. You are above (I'm ſure) a Thought ſo low, 
to ſuffer me to loſe what was ventur'd in Your Service: 
Nay 'twas in a manner — paid down for your Delive- 
rance ; 'twas ſo much lent you And you ſcorn, I'll 
ſay that for you —— 

Sir Fo. Nay Lil ſay that for myſelf (with your Leave, 
Sir,) I do ſcorn a dirty Thing. But agad I'm a little 
out of Pocket at preſent. 

Sharp, P'ſhaw you can't want a hundred Pound. Your 
Word is ſufficient any where: Tis but borrowing fo 
much Dirt, you have large Acres and can ſoon repay 
it— Money is but Dirt, Sir 7% — meer Dirt. 

Sir Fo. But I profeſs, tis a Dirt I have waſhed my 
_ of at — vong I have laid it all cut upon my 
ack. | | 
Sharp. Are you ſo extravagant in C'othes, Sir Joſeph ? 
Sir Fo. Ha, ha. ha, a very good Jett I profeſs, ha, 
ha, ha, a very good cit, and I did not know that I had 
ſaid it, and that's a better Jeſt than other. 'Tis a Sign 
you and I ha'n't been long acquainted ; you have loſt 
a good Jeſt for want of knowing me- only _ 
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Friend of mine whom I call my Back; he flicks as 
cloſe to me, and follows me through all Dangers —— 
he is indeed Back Breaſt and Headpiece as it were to 
me—agad he's a brave Fellow —— Pauh, I am quite 
another Thing, when I am with him: I don't fear the 


Devil (bleſs us) almoſt if he be by. Ah —had be 


been with me laſt Night 


Sharp. If he had, Sir, what then? he could have 


done no more, nor 128 have ſuffer'd ſo much - had 
he a hundred Pound to loſe ? [ Angrilp. 

Sir Fo. O Lord Sir, by no Means (but I might have 
ſav'd a hundred Pound) I meant innocently, as I hope to 
be ſaved, Sir, (a damn'd hot Fellow) only as I was ſay- 
ing, I let him have all my ready Money to redeem his 
great ſword from Limbo ——But. Sir, I have a Letter 
of Credit to Alderman Fordlewife, as far as two hun- 
dred Pound, and this Afternoon you ſhall ſee J am a 
Perſon, ſuch a one as you would wiſh to have met 


great and like yourſelf. 
SCENE IL 
| [To them] Captain Bluffe. 
==> 2'comes —— Ay my Hector of Troy, 


Heart has gone a pit pat for thee. 

Bluff. How now, my young Knight? Not for Fear [ 
hope; he that knows me muſt be a Stranger to Fear. 

Sir Je. Nay agad I hate Fear ever ſince I had like 
to have dy'd of a Fright Bui — 

Bluff. But? Look you here, Boy, here's your Anti- 
dote, here's your Jeſuit's Powder for a ſhaking Fit — 
But who haſt thou got with thee, is he of Mettle ? 


Sir Fo. Ay, Bully, a devitith 
kght like a Cock. 
Bluff. Say you ſo? then I honour him 


But 


has he been abroad? for every Cock will fight upon his 


own Dung hill. 


_ Sharp. That you are [I'll be ſworn [ di.] Why that's 


welcome my Bully, my Back; agad my 


{mart Fellow ; a will 
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Sir Jo. I don't know, but I'll preſent you——— 
Bluff. I'll recommend myſelf — Sir, 1 honour you 


J underſtand you love fighting, I reverence a Man tha 


loves fighting, Sir, I kils your Hilts. | 

Sharp. Sir your Servant, but you are miſinform'd, 
for unleſs it be to ſerve my particular Friend, as Sir Jo- 
ſeph here, my Country, or my Religion, or in ſome 
very juſtifiable Cauſe, I'm not for it. 

Bluff. O Lord, I beg your Pardon, Sir, I find you are 
not of my Palate, you can't reliſh a Diſh of fighting 


without ſweet Sauce. Now I think—— fighting, for 


fighting ſake's ſufficient Cauſe ; fighting, to me's Reli- 
gion and the Laws. | 
Sir Fo. Ah, well ſaid my Hero; was not that great, 
Sir? by the Lord Harry, he ſays true; fighting is Meat, 
Drink and Cloth to him. But Back, this Gentleman 
is one of the beſt Friends I have in the World, and 
ſaved my Life laſt Night — Yeu know I told you. 

Bluff. Ay! Then | honour him again—— Sir, may 
I crave your Name? 5 

Sharp. Ah, Sir, my Name's Sharper. 

Sir 2 Pray, Mr. Sharper embrace my Back — very 


well——by the Lord Harry, Mr. Sharper, he's as brave 


à Fellow as Cannibal, are not you Bully-Back ? 

Sharp. Hannibal | believe you mean, Sir Fo/ep4. 

ne. Undoubtedly he did Sir; faith, Harribal was 
a very pretty Fellow— but Sir Fo/eph, Compariſons are 

odious Hannibal was a very pretty Fellow in thoſe 


Days, it muſt be granted but alas, Sir ! were he alive 


now, he weuld be nothing, nothing in the Earth. 

Sharp. How Sir! I make a doubt, if there be at this 
Day a greater General breathing. 

B!uf.Oh excuſe me, Sir; have you ſerv'd abroad, Sir? 

Sharp. Not I reaily, Sir. 5 

Bluff. Oh I thought ſo Why then you can know 
nothing, Sir; I am afraid you ſcarce know the Hiſtory 
of the late War in Flanders, with all its Particulars. 

Sharp, Not I, Sir, no more than publick Letters, or 
Garettes tell us. 

Bluff. Gazette ! Why there again now —— Why, Sir, 
there are not three Words of Truth, the Year na 

| | put 


Vit 
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into the Gaxette Lil tell you a ſtrange Thing 


now as to that You muſt know, Sir, I was Reſident 


in Flanders the laſt Campaign; had a ſmall Poſt there; 
but no Matter for that Perhaps, Sir, there wag 
ſcarce any Thing cf Moment done but an humble Ser- 
vant of yours, that ſhall be nameleſs, was an Eye Wit- 
neſs of — I won't ſay had the greateſt Share in't. Tho 
] might ſay that too, fince I name no body you know 
Well Mr. Sh:rper, would you think it? In all this 


time —— as I hope for a Truncheon —— this raſcally 


Caxette-Mriter never ſo much as once mention d me 
Not once by the Wars Took no more Notice, 
than as if Nel. Blue had rot been in the Land of the 
Living. 

Sharp. Strange ! | | 

Sir. Fo. Yet by the Lord Harry tis trae Mr. Sharper, 


for | went every Day to Coffee-Houſes to read the 


Gazette myſelf. | 
Bluff. Ay, ay, no Matter — You ſee Mr. Sharper 
after all I am content to retire—Live a private Perſon— 
Scipio and ochers have done it. 
Sharp. Impudent Rogue. [ 4hde. 
Sir Fo. Ay, this damn'd Modeſty of yours — Agad 
E Þ would put in for't he might be made General him- 
elf yet. 
* Oh fy, no, Sir 7% Voi know I hate 
is. 


Sir 7o. Let me bat tell Mr. SHarper a little, how you 
eat Fire once out of the Mouth of a Cannon agad 
ke did; thoſe impenetrable Whiſkers of his have con- 
fronted Flames — | | 

Bluff. Death, what do you mean, Sir 7/5? 

Sir Fo. Look you now, I tcil you he's ſo madeſt 
he'll own nothing. 

Bluff. Piſh you have put me out, I have ſorgot what 
I was about. Pray hold your tongue, and give me 

Leave. | | [ 4rgrily. 
Sir Fo. I am dumb. 
Bluff. This Sword, I think, I was telling you-of, Mr. 
Sharper —— This Sword I'll maintain to be the beſt Di- 
vine, Anatomiſt, Lawyer or Caſuiſt in Ezrope ; it ſhall 
decide a Controverſy or ſplit a Cauſe Sir 
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Sir Fo. Nay, now I muſt ſpeak; it will ſplit a Hair, 
by the Lord Harry, I have ſeen it. 

Bluff Zouns Sir, it's a Lye, you have not ſeen it, 
nor ſhan't ſee it; Sir I ſay you can't ſee ; what d'ye ſay 
to that now ? 

Sir Jo. I am blind. 


Bluf. Death, had any other Man interrupted me 


Sir Fo. Good Mr. Sharper, . to him; I dare not 
look 2 Way. | 

Sharp. Captain, Sir Jeſepb's penitent. 

Bluff. O | am calm, Sir, calm as a diſcharged Cul- 
verin But twas indiſcreet, when you know what 
will provoke me—— Nay come, Sir 7o/eph, you know 
may Heat's ſoon over. 

Sir Fo. Well, I am a Fool ſometimes ——— But 

I'm ſorry. | | 

Bluff. Enough. 

| Sir Jo. Come we'll go take a Glaſs to drown Animo- 
ſities; * Sharper, will you partake ? 8 | 

Sharp. I wait on you, Sir, nay pray, Captain — You 

c 


SCENE 1. 


Araminta, Belinda, Betty avaiting in Araminta's 
Belin. H! Nay, Dear — pr'ythee good, dear 
| ſweet Couſin, no more; oh Gad, I ſwear 
| you'd make one fick to hear you. 
Aram. Bleſs me! what have I {aid to move you thus! 
Belin. O you have raved, talked idly, and all in 
Commendation of that filthy awkwazd, two-leg'd Crea- 
ture, Man — you don't know what you've ſaid, your 
Fever has tranſported you. 
| Aram. i Lov: be the Fever which you mean, kind 
Heav'n avert the Cure: Let me have Oil to feed 
that Flame and never let it be extin&, till 1 myſelf am 
Aſhes. | On, | 
3-/im. There was a Whine! — © Gad. I hate your 
horrid Fancy— This Love is the Devil, and ſure to be in 


Lore is io be poiieſ d "Tis in the Head, * 
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the Blood, the — All over O Gad you are quite 
ſpoil'l —1 ſhall lothe the Sight of Mankind for your 


e | 
Aram. Fs this is groſs Affectation A little of 
Bellnaur s Company would change the Scene. 
Belin. Filthy Fellow ! I wonder, Coufin —— ' 
Aram. I wonder, Coufin, you ſhould imagine I don't 


perceive you love him. 


Bein. Oh I love your hideous Fancy! Ha, ha, ha, 
love a Man! | 

- Aram. Love a Man! yes, you would not love a Beaſt. 
Belin. Of all Beaſts not an Aſs—Which is ſo like your 


| Yainlove—Lard I have ſeen an Aſs look ſo Chagrin, Ha, 


ha, ha, (you muſt pardon me, I can't help laughing) that 
an abſolute Lover would have concluded the Crea- 
ture to have had Darts, and Flames, and Altars, and all 
that in his Breaſt. Araminta, come I'll talk ſeriouſly to 
you now; could you but ſee with my Eyes, the Buffoonry 
of one Scene of Addreſs, a Lover, ſet out with all his 


you and Belk 
dreamt of Bellnaur laſt Night, and call'd 


as 4 pA , 
Belin. rn of the Devil ſome- 
times ; would you from infer I love him ? 
Fram. Bat that's not all; you caught me in your Arms 
Rur 
Sure if I had not pinch d you ti wak'd, you had 
ſtifled me with Kiſſes. . FI N 
Belin. O barbarous Aſperſion ! 
Aram. No Aſperſion, Couſin, we are alone Na 


I can tell more. 

Dalia. I deny it all. 

Aram. What before you hear it? 

Belin. My Denial we rg like your Malice 


Land, Couſin, you talk odly What ever the Matter 


is, O my Soul, I'm afraid you'll follow evil Courſes. 
Aram. Ha, ha, ha, this is pleaſant. 
Belin. You may laugh, 11 5 


Aan. 
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Aram. Ha, ha, ha. 
Belir. You think the malicious Grin becomes you 
The Devil take Be//m.ur— Why do you tell me of him? 
8 Arem. Oh is it come out now you are angry, I am 
ſure you love him. I tell no body elſe, Couſin 
have not betray'd you yet. 

Belin. Pr'ythee tell it all the World, it's falſe. 

Aram. Come then, kiſs and Friends. 

Belin. Piſh. 

Aram. Pr'ythee don't be ſo Peeviſh. 

Belin. Pr'ythee don't be ſo impertinent, Betty. 

Aram. Ha, ha, ha. | 

Betty. Did your Ladyſhip call, Madam? | 

Belin. Get my Hoods and Tippet, and bid the Foot- 
man call a Chair. : | 
Aram. I hope you are not going out in dudgeon, 
Couſin. | 


I 


SCENE N. 
| [To them] Footman. 
Fat. N ff Adam, there are— 
| Belin. Is there a Chair? 
Fat. No, Madam, there are Mr. Bellmaur and Mr. 
VF ainlove to wait upon your Ladyſhip. 
Aram. Are they below? 3 
Feet. No, Madam, they ſent before, to know if you 
were at home. 5 3 
Belin. The Viſit's to you, Couſin, I ſuppoſe I am 
at my Liberty. : 8 
Aram. Be ready to ſhew em up. 


. 
[To them] Betty with Hoods and Locking Glaſs. 

J Can't tell, Couſin, I believe we are equally concern'd ; 
+ But if you continue your Humour, it won't be very 
entertaining—(I know ſhe'd fain be perſuaded TEL 
Belin. I ſhall oblige you, in leaving you to the full 
and free Enjoyment of that Converſation you admure. 
Let me ſee ; hold the Glaſw=—Lard I look wretchedly 
to Day ! 


Aran. 
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Aram. Betty, why don't you help my Couſin ? 
. (Parting on her Hoods. 

Belin. Hold off your Fiſts, and fee that he gets a 
Chair with a high Roof, or a very low Seat Stay, 
come back here you Mrs. Fidget — you are ſo ready 


to go to the Footman — Here, take em all a my 
Mind's chang'd, I won't go. "= | 


S C E NE VI. 
Araminta, Belinda. 1 
Aram. Od, this I expected You won't oblige me 
then, Couſin, and let me have all the Com- 
pany to myſelf. | 
Belin. No; upon Deliberation, T have too much 
Charity to truſt you to yourſelf, The Devil watches 
all Opportunities; and in this favourable Diſpoſition of 
your Mind, Heav'n knows how far you may be 
tempted: I am tender of your Reputation. 3 
Aram. I am oblig'd to you—— But who's malicious 
now, Belinda ? | 
Belin. Not I; witneſs my Heart, I ſtay out of pure 
Affection. . 
Aram. In my Conſcience I believe you. 
| en n In 
Te them] Vainlove, Bellmour, Footman. 
| Bell. So, Fortune be praisd! To find you both 
within, Ladies, is 
Aram. No Miracle, I hope. 
Bell. Not o'your fide, Madam, I confeſs But 


my Tyrant there and I, are two Buckets that can never 
come together. 


Belin. Nor are ever like Vet we often meet and 


: claſh. | 

5 Bell. How never like! marry Hymen forbid. But 

4 this is to run fo extravagantly in Debt; I have laid out 
11 ſuch a World of Love in your Service, that you think 

x you can never be able to pay me all: So ſhun me for 
ly the ſame Reaſon that you would a Dun. 


Belin, Ah, on my Conſcience, and the moſt imper- . | 
15 B 2 tinent 
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tinent and troubleſome of Duns a Dun for Money 
will be quiet, when he ſees his Debtor has not where- 
withal But a Dun for Love is an eternal Tor- 

a ment that never reſts —— | 

Bell. Till he has created Love where there was none, 
and then gets it for his Pains. For Importunity in Love, 
like Importunity at Court, firſt creates its own Intereſt, 
and then purſues it for the Favour. | 

ll Aram. Favours that are got by Impudence and Im- 
portunity, are like Diſcoveries from the Rack, when 
the afflicted Perſon, for his Eaſe, ſometimes confeſſes 
Secrets his Heart knows nothing of, 

. Vain. I ſhould rather think Favours, fo gain' d, to be 
due Rewards to indefatigable Devotion————PFor as 
Love is a Deity, he muſt be ſerv'd by Prayer. 

Belin. O Gad, would you would all pray to Love 
then, and let us alone. 

Vain. You are the Temples of Love, and 'tis through 
you, our Devotion muſt be convey'd. | 

Aram. Rather poor filly Idols of your own making, 

I which, upon the leaſt Diſpleaſure you forſake, and ſet 

/ up new Every Man, now, changes his Miſtreſs and 

| his Religion, as his Humour varies or his Intereſt. 


Vain. O Madam | | 
growing ſerious, and 


Aram. Nay come, . — are 
| then we are in great Danger of being dull — If my Mu- 
xz fick-Maſter be not gone, I'll entertain you with a new 
# Song, which comes pretty near my own Opinion of Love 
= and your Sex— Who's there? Is Mr. Gawet gone? [ Calli. 
$ Foot. Only to the next Door, Madam; [I'll call him. 
na SCENE VIL 
Araminta, Belinda, Vainlove, and Bellmour. 
B:l/.XKZ7 HY, you won't hear me with Patience. 
Aram. What's the matter, Coufin ? 
Bell. Nothing, Madam, only 
Belin Pr'ythee hold thy Tongue———Lard, he has 
ſo peſter d me with Flames and Stuff I think I 
ſhan't endure the fight of a Fire this Twelvemonth. 
Bell. Yet all can't melt that cruel frozen Heart. 
B:lin. O Gad, I hate your hideous Fancy -— you — 
| | at 
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that once before if you muſt talk impertinently, for 
Heaven's ſake let it be with Variety; don't come al- 
ways, like the Devil, wrapt in Flames —I'Il not hear a 
Sentence more, that begins with an 7 burz— Or an, 7 
2 Madam. 
Bell. But tell me how you would be adord I am 
very tractable. | 
Belin. Then know, I would be ador'd in Silence. 
Bell. Humph, I thought ſo, that you might have all 
the talk to yourſelf - you had better let me ſpeak ; for if 
=y Thoughts fly to any Pitch, I ſhall make villanous 
igns. | | 
Belin. What will you get by that? to make ſuch 
Signs as I won't underſtand. 
Bell. Ay, But if I'm Tongue-ty'd, I muſt have all my 
Ow free to —— Quicken your Apprehenſion— and 
gad let me tell you, my moſt prevailing Argument is 
expreſs'd in dumb ſhew. ON 


$ C2 01 
[To them] Mufick-Maſter. 


- I am glad we ſhall have a Song to divert 
X O the Diſcourſe——Pray oblige us with the 


Bo oy 98 © 
L | 
Thus to a ripe conſenting Maid, 
Poor, old, repenting Delia ſaid, 
Would you long preſerve your Lower ? 
Would you fill his Goddeſs reign ? 
Newer let him all diſcover, 
Never let him much obtain. 
II. 
Men will admire, adore and die, 
While wiſhing at your Feet they lie: 
But admitting their Embraces, 
Wakes 'em from the Golden Dream ; 
Nothing new beſid's our Faces, 
Every Woman i: toe ſame, 
Aram. So, how do's like the Song, Gentlemen? 
| B z Bell. 
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Bell. O very well perform'd — but I don't much 

admire the Words. 

Aram. | expected i. there's too much Truth in 
'em: If Mr. Gawot will walk with us in the Garden, 
we'll have it once again — you may like it better at 
ſecond hearing, You'll bring my Coufin. 

Bell. Faith, Madam, I dare not ſpeak to her, but I'll 
make Signs [ {dur:fſes Belinda in dumb Shew. 

Belin. O foh, your dumb Rhetorick is more ridicu- 
tour, than your talking Impertinence; as an Ape is a 
much more troubleſome Animal than a Parrot. 

Aram. Ay, Couſin, and (is a fign the Creatures mi- 
mick Nature well; for there are few Men, but do more 

| filly things than they ſay. 

Bell. Wel!, I find my Apiſhneſs has paid the Ranſom 
for my Speech, and ſet it at Liberty tho' I confeſs, 
could be well enough pleas d to drive on a Love Bar- 

gain, in that ſilent manner--'twould ſave a Man a world 
of Lying and Swearing at the Year's end. Beſides I 
kave had a little Experience, that brings to mind 

WE le Wit and Reafen, bith hum fuil'd, ts move; ) 

Lind Looks aud Actions (from Sac ceſi) ds prove, 

Ew'n Silence may be Eligucut in Log e. 


ACT IL Ne L 

| SCENE, The Street. 
Silvia and Lucy. 
Sv. FE7 ILL he not come then? 
Lacy. Yes, yes, come, I warrant him, if 

you will go in and be ready to receive him. 

Sify. Why did you not tell me? — Whom mean you? 

Lucy, Whom you ſhould mean, Heartawell. 

Siluv. Senſeleſs Creature, I meant my Yainlove. 

Lucy. You may as ſoon hope, to recover your own 
Maidenhead, as his Love. Therefore e'en fet your 
Heart at Reſt; and in the Name of Opportunity mind 
your own Buſineſs. Strike Heartævell home, before the 
Bait's worn of the Hook. Age will come. He - 
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bled fairly 8 and no doubt will be eager 
enough to Day, to ſwallow the Temptation. 

Siu. Well, ſince there's no Remedy Vet tell me 

for I wou'd know, tho to the Anguiſh of my Soul; 
how did he refuſe? Tell n he receive my 

Letter, in Anger or in Scorn ? 

Lucy. Neither; but what was ten times worſe, with 
damn'd, ſenſeleſs Indifference. By this Light I could 
have ſpit in his Face—Receive it! Why he receiy'd it, 
as I would one of your Lovers that ſhould come empty- 
handed; as a Court Lord does his Mercer's Bill, or a 

Dexging Dedication——he receiv'd it, as if 't had been 
a Letter from his Wife. 

Sily, What, did he not read it? 

Lucy. Hum'd it over, gave you his Reſpects, and ſaid, 
he would take time to peruſe it— but then he was in haſte. 
Silv. Reſpects, and peruſe it! He's gone, and 4ra- 
minta has bewitch'd him from me—— Oh how the Name 
of Rival fires my Blood could curſe em both; eter- 
nal Jealouſy attend her Love, and Diſappointment meet 
his. Oh that I could revenge the Torment he has caus'd 
—methinks I feel the Woman ſtrong within me, and 
Vengeance kindles in the room of Love. 

Lucy. J have that in my Head may make Miſchief. 

Silv. How, dear Lacy. | 

Lucy. You know Araminta's diſſembled Coy neſs lias 
won, and keeps him hers —— 

Silv. Cou'd we perſuade him, that ſhe loves another -- 

Lucy. No, you're out ; could we perſuade him, that 
ſhe dotes on him, himſelf ——Contrive a kind Letter as 
from her, twould diſguſt his Nicety, and take away his 
Stomach. 

Silv. Impoſlible, twill never take. 

Lucy. Trouble not your Head. Let me alone—— 1 
will inform myſelf of what paſt between 'em to Day, 
and about it ſlraight Hold, I'm miſtaken, or that's 
Hrartævell, who ftands talking at the Corner—'tis he— 
go get you in, Madam, receive him pleaſantly, dreſs up 
your Face in Innocence and Smiles, and diſſe mble the 
very want of Diflimulation———You know what will 
take him. 5 

Silo, Tis as hard to counterfeit Love, as it is to con- 

p B 4 ceal 
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ceal it: but I'll do my weak endeavour, though I fear! 
have not Art. | | 
Lacy. Hang Art, Madam, and truſt to Nature for 
diſſembling. 
Man, was by Nature Woman's Cully made: 
We never are but by ourſebves betray'd. 


SS CENS IL 
HFleartwell, Vainlove and Bellmour falling. 
Bell. H' ST, hiſt, is not that Heartawell going to Silvia? 

Vain. He's talking to himſelf, I think, prithee 
let's try if we can hear him. | 
Heart. Why whither in the Devil's Name am I a 
ing now? Hum— let me think— Is not this Silvias 
ouſe, the Cave of that Enchantreſs, and which conſe - 
quently I ought to ſhun as I would Infection? To enter 
here, is to put on the envenom'd Shirt, to run into the 
Embraces of a Fever, and in ſome raving Fit, be led 
to plunge myſelf into that more —_— ire, a Wo- 
man's Arms. Ha! well recollected, I will recover my 
Reaſon, and be gone. | 
Bell. Now Venus forbid ! 
Vain. Huſh 3 3 
Heart. Well, why do you not more? Feet, do your 
Office — not one Inch; no, foregad I'm caught. 
There ſtands my North, and thither my Needle points 
Now could I curſe myſelf, yet cannot repent. O thou 
delicious, damn'd, dear, deſtructive Woman ! *Sdeath 
how the young Fellows will hoot me ! I ſhall be the Jeſt 
of the Town. Nay in two Days, I expect to be chronicled 
in Ditty, and ſung in woeful Ballad, to the Tune of the 
ſuperannuated Maidens Comfort, or the Batchelors Fall ; 
and upon the third, I ſhall be hang'd in Effigy, paſted 
up for the exemplary Ornament of neceſſary Houſes, 
and Coblers Stalls — Death, I can't think on't=— Pl 
run into the Danger to loſe the Apprehenſfion, 


: C0 E N E III. 
Bellmear, Fainlove. 


Bell. Very certain Remedy, probatum eft—Ha, ha, 
ha, poor George, tho art i'th' right, 8 


— „. I 9 „ . | 18 


to cover carnal 
Patch, which Tribulation Spintext wears, as Im in- 
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haſt ſold thyſelf to Laughter ; the ill-natur'd Town will 
find the Jeſt juſt where thou haſt loſt it. Ha, ha, how a 
ſtruggled, like an old Lawyer between two Fees. 

Vain. Or a young Wench, between Pleaſure and Re- 
putation. 

Bell. Or as you did to Day, when half afraid you 
ſnatch'd a Kiſs from Araminta. 

Vain. She has made a Quarrel on't. 

Bell. Pauh, Women are only angry at ſuch Offences, 
to have the Pleaſure of forgiving 'em. 

Vain. And I love to have the Pleaſure of making my 
peace II ſhould not eſteem a Pardon if too eaſily 
won. 

Bell. Thou doſt not know what thou would'ft be at: 
whether thou would'it have her angry or pleas'd, | 
Could ſt thou be content to marry Araminta? 

| Fain. Could you be content to go to Hearn? 

Bell. Hum, not immediately, in my Conſcience not 
heartily ? I'd do a little more good in my Generation 


firſt, in order to deſerve it. 


Vain. Nor I to marry 4 'till I merit her. 

Bell. Zut how the Devil doſt thou expect to get 
her if ſhe never yield ? 

Fain. That's true; but I would 

Bell. Marry her without her Conſent ; chou rt a Rid- 


dle beyond Woman 
„ nn. 
[To them] Setter. 
Ruſty Setter, what Tidings ? How goes thg 
Project. 


Setter. As all lew'd Projects do, Sir, where the Des 
vil prevents our Endearments with Succeſs. 
cl]. A good hearing, Setter. 
Vain. Well, I'll leave you with your Engineer. 
Bell. And haſt thou provided Neceflaries ? 
Setter. All, all, Sir; the large ſanftified Hat, and the 


little preciſe Band, with a ſwinging long ſpiritual Cloke, 
— — the black 


form d, 9 as a penal Mourning for the 
Bs _= 
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ogling Offences of his Youth ; and ſome ſay, with that 

Eye. he firſt diſcover'd the Frailty of his Wife. | 
Bell. Well, in this fanatick Father's Habit, will I 

confeſs Letitia. | | 

| Setter. Rather prepare her for Confeſſion, Sir, by 


eee 
— 3 —— 


helping her to Sin. 
Bell. Be at your Maſter's Lodging, in the Evening, 
I ſhall uſe the Robes, PT TOY 
WEL EL 0 


Setter alone. 

Setter. T Shall. $Sir——1 wonder to which of theſe two 

Gentlemen I do moſt properly appertain— 
the one uſes me as his Attendant; the other (being the 
better acquainted with my Parts) employs me as a Pimp; 
why that's much the more honourable Employment 
by all Means ] follow one as my Maſter, t'other fol- 
lows me as his Conductor. N 


e n n 
[To him] Lucy. 


wy Here's the Hang-Dog his Man — I had a 
5 Power over him in the Reign of my Mi- 
ſtreſs; but he is too true a Valet de Chamber not to af- 
fect his NMiaſter's Faults; and conſequently is revolted 
from his Atlegiance. 3 
S. bier. Undoubtedly 'tis impoſſible to be a Pimp and 
not a Man of Parts. That is without being politic, 
dilicent, ſecret, wary, and ſo forth And to all 
this valiant as Hercules — U hat is, paſſively valiant and 
actively obedient. Ah! Setter, what a Treaſure is 
here loſt for want of being known? 

Lucy. Here's ſome Villany a foot he's ſo thoughtful ; 
may be J may diſcover ſomething in my Maſk——— 
Worthy Sir, a Word with you. Puts on her Maſe, 

Setter. Why if I were known, I might come to be a 
great Man — 
Lary. Not to interrupt your Meditation | 
Setter. And I ſhould not be the firſt chat has procur'd 
bie Greaunls by Pimping, 
h Lucy. 
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Lacy. Now Poverty and the Pox light upon thee, for 


a contemplative Pimp. | — 
Setter. Ha! what art, who thus raliciouſly haſt 
awaken'd me from my Dream of Glory ? Speak, thou 
vile Diſturber — 
Lacy. Of thy moſt vile Cogitations — thou poor, 
conceited Wretch, how wert thou valuing thy ſelf, upon 


thy Maſter's Employment? For he's the head Pimp to 
Mr. Bellmour. 


Setter. Good Words, Damſel, or I ſhall Zu 

how doſt thou know my Maſter or me? | 
Lacy. Yes I know both Maſter and Man to be | 
Setter. To be Men perhaps ; nay 'faith like enough ; 


T often march in the Rear of my Maſter, and enter the 


Breaches which he has made. - 
Lacy. Ay, the Breach of Faith, which he has be- 


gun: Thou Traitor to thy laveful Princeſs. - | 


Setter. Why how now! prithee who art? Lay by 
that worldly Face and produce your natural Vizor. 
Lucy. No Sirrah, I'll keep it on to abuſe thee, and 


leave thee without Hopes of Revenge. 


Setter. Oh! I begin to ſmoke ye: thou art ſome for- 
ſaken Abigail, we have dallied v iti heretofore =— and 
art come to tickle thy Imagination with Remembrance 
of Iniquity paſt. 
Licy. No, thou pitiful Flatterer of thy Maſter's Im- 
rfections; thou Maukin made up of tae Shreds and 
arings of his ſuperfluous Fopperies. 
Setter. Thou art thy Miſtreſs's foul ſelf, compoſed of 
her ſullied Iniquities and Clothing. 
Lucy. Hang thee——Beggar's Curr—— Thy Maſter 
is but a Mumper in Love, lies canting at the Gate ; but 


never dares preſume to enter the Houſe. 


Setter. Thou art the Wicket to thy Miftreſs's Gate, 
to be opened for all Comers. In fine thou art the high 
Road to thy Miſtreſs. | 

Lacy. Beaſt, filthy Toad, I can hold no longer, look 
and tremble. [Unmaſks. 

Setter. How, Mrs. Lucy ! 

Lacy. I wonder thou halt the Impudence t) look me 
in the Face. | 

Setter. Alſbud who is in fault, Miſtreſs of mine who 
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= the firſt Stone? Who undervalued my Function? 
And who the Devil could know you by Inſtin& ? 

' Lacy. You could know my Office by Inſtinct, and be 
hang d, which you have flander'd moſt abominably. 
It vexes me not what you ſaid of my Perſon ; but that 
my innocent Calling fhould be expos d and ſcandaliz'd 
I cannot bear it, 

Setter. Nay, faith, Lacy, I'm ſorry, I'll own my- 
ſelf to blame, though we were both in fault as to our 
Offices Come I'll make you any Reparation. 

Lucy. Swear. ; 

Setter. I do ſwear to the utmoſt of my Power. 

Lucy. To be brief then ; what is the Reaſon your 
Maſter did not appear to Day according to the Sum- 
mons I brought him? 

" Setter, To anſwer you as briefly—He has a Cauſe to 
be tried in another Court. 


Lacy. Come tell me in plain Terms, how forward he 


is with Araminta. 

Setter. Too forward to be turn'd back —— Though 
he's a little in Diſgrace at preſent about a Kiſs which he 
forced. You and I can kiſs, Lacy, without all that. 

Lucy. Stand off, He's a precious Jewel 


Setter. And therefore you'd have him to ſet in your 


Lady's Locket. 
Lucy. Where is he now ? 
Jester. He'll be in the Piazza preſently. 
Lucy. Remember to Day's Behaviour Let me 
ſee you with a penitent Face. 


Fetter. What no Token of Amity, Lacy ? You and 


I don't uſe to with dry Lips. 
| Lacy. No, = —_ not be flabber'd and 
kiſs d now I'm not i'th' Humour. 
Setter. I'll not quit you ſo Hul follow and put 
you into the Humour. 


S CE N E VI. 
Sir Joſeph Wittoll, Bluff. 


" Bluf. ND ſo out of your unwonted Generoß ty— 
Sir Fo. And Good- nature, Back; I am 
 good-natur'd and J can't kelp x, | 227 
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Bluff. You have given him a Note Fonllewife 
for a Landes ond oy | 

Sir Fo. Ay, ay, Fellow, he ventur'd fair for't. 

Bluff. You have diſoblig'd me in it— for I have oc- 
cafion for the Money, and if you would look me in the 
Face again and live, go, and force him to re-deliver 
you the Note——go——and bring it me hither. III 
eds fay un the Day of dom 

Sir Fo. You may ſtay ti ay of [udgment then. 
by 3 Harry. I know better Things than whe 
run thro' the Guts for a hundred Pound Why J 
gave that hundred Pound for being ſaved, an d'ye think, 
an there were no Danger, T'll be ſo ungrateful to take 
it from the Gentleman again ? 

Bluff. Well, go to him from me——Tell him, I ay, 
he muſt refund——or Bilbo's the Word, and Slaughter 
will enſue if he refuſe, tell him —— but whiſper 
that——tell him Il pink his Soul but whiſper 
that ſoftly to him. | 

Sir Fo. So ſoftly, that he ſhall never hear on't I war- 


rant you >—— why, what a Devil's the Matter, Bully, 
are you mad? Ord'ye think I'm mad? Agad for my 


Part, I don't love to be the Meſſenger of ill News; "ts 
an ungrateful Office So tell him yourſelf. 

Bluff. By theſe Hilts I believe he frightned you into 
this Compoſition : I believe you gave it him out of 
Fear, 2 ear eſs. Gs 

Sir Jo. No, no, hang't I was not afraid neither 
tho' I confeſs he did in a Manner ſnap me up——yet [ 


can't ſay that it was alt out of Fear, but 
to Nr 


F : And if my Choler had been up too, agad 
there would have been Miſchief done, that's flat. And 
yet J believe if you had been by, I would as ſoon have 
let him a had a hundred of my Teeth. Adſheart if 


he ſhould come juſt now when I'm angry, I'd tell 


SCENE 
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SCENE VIIL 
S [To them] Bellmour, Sharper. 
Bell. Hou'rt a lucky Rogue ; there's your Bene- 
factor, you ought to return him Thanks 
now you have receiv'd the Favour. 

Sharp. Sir Foſeph—Your Note was accepted, and the 
Money paid at Sight: I'm come to return my 'Thanks-- 

Sir Fo. They won't be accepted ſo readily as the 
Bill, Sir. 3 | 
Bell. I doubt the Knight repents, Tom — He looks 
like the Knight of the ſorrowful Face. 

Sharp. This is a double Generofity —— Do me a 
Kindneſs and refuſe my Ihanks — But I hope you 
are not offended that I offer'd em. 

Sir Fo. May be I am, Sir, may be I am not, Sir, 
may be I am both. Sir; what then? I hope I may be 
offended, without any Offence to you, Sir. 

Sharp. Hey day! Captain, what's the Matter? You 

can tell. DE. ED 

Bluff. Mr. Sharper, the Matter is plain — Sir Jo- 
pb has found out your Trick, and does not care to be 
put upon; being a Man of Honour. | 

Sharp. Trick, Sir? | 

Sir Fo. Ay Trick, Sir, and won't be put upon, Sir, 
being a Man of Honour, Sir, and ſo, Sir 4 

Sharp. Harkee, Sir Jeſepb. a Word with ye——in 
Conſideration of ſome Favours lately received; I would 
not have you draw yourſelf into a Premunire, by truſt- 
ing to that Sign of a Man there ——That Pot-Gun 
charged with Wind. 

' Sir Fo. O Lord, O Lord, * come juſtify your- 
ſelf I'll give him the Lye if you'll ſtand to it. 
Sharp. Nay then Ill be beforehand with you, take 

that —Oafe. | IC him. 

Sir Fo. Captain, will you ſee this? Won't you pink 

his Soul? | 
Bluff. Huſht, tis not ſo convenient now —— I ſhall 
find a time. 
Sharp. What do you mutter about a Time, Raſcal— 
You were the Incendiary—— There's to put you in 
mind of your Time A Memorandum. [ Kicks him. 
9 Bluff. 
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Bluff. Oh this is your Time, Sir, you had beſt make 
uſe on't. 

Sharp. I Gad and fo I will: There's again for you. 

[ Kicks him. 

Bluff. You are obliging, Sir, but this is too public a 
Place to thank you in : But in your Ear, you are to be 
ſeen again. 

Sharp. Ay thou inimitable Coward, and to be felt— 
as for example. : [ Kicks him. 

Bell. Ha, ha, ha, prithee come away, tis ſcandalous 
to kick this Puppy unleſs a Man were cold, and had 
no other way to get himſelf a heat, 


SCENE IX. 
Sir Joſeph, Bluff. 


Na. XY Ery well very fine —— But tis no mat- 
- A... Is not this fine, Sir Fo/eph ? 

Sir Fo. Indifferent, agad in my Opinion very indif- 
ferent I'd rather go plain all my Life, than wear 
fuch Finery. | 

Bluff. Death and Hell to be affronted thus! I'll die 
before Ill ſuffer it. [ Draaus. 

Sir Fo. O Lord, his Anger was not raiſed before —- 
nay, dear Captain, don't be in Paſſion now he's gone 
Put up, put up, dear Back, tis your Sir Jeſepb begs, 
come let me kiſs thee ; ſo, ſo, put up, put up. 
Bluff. By Heav'n tis not to be put up. 

Sir Fo, What, Bully? 

Bluff. The Affront. - | 

Sir Fo. No agad no more tis, for that's put up al- 
ready, thy Sword | mean. E 

Bluff. Well, Sir Jeſcph, at your Intreaty— But were 
not you, my Friend, abus d, and cufft, and kickt? 

| [ Putting up his Sauord. 

Sir Jo. Ay, ay, ſo were you too; no Matter, 'tis paſt. 

Bluff. By the immortal Thunder of great Guns, 'tis 
falſe he ſucks not vital Air who dares affirm it to 
this Face. | | [Looks Big. 
Sir 7. To that Face I grant you, Captain No, 
no, I grant you —— Not to that Face, by the Lord 
Harry=——, If you had put on your fighting * be- 

ore, 
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fore, you had done his Buſineſs he durſt as ſoon 
have kiſt you, as kickt you to your Face — But a Man 
can no more help what's done behind his Back, than 
what's ſaid—Come we'll think no more of what's 

Bluff. I'll call a Council of War within to conſider of 
my Revenge to come. 


"SS CC =& OE © 
_ Heartwell, Silvia, Silvia“? Apartment. 


| SON G. 
J Amoret and Thyrſis /ay 
Melting the Hours in gentle Play ; 
Toning Faces, mingling Kiſſes, 
And exchanging harmleſs Bliffes : 


O let me fred as well as taſte, 
Idle, if I'm not wholly bleſt. 


After the Song, a Dance of Auticls. 


Silu. Indeed it is very ine could look upon 
'em all Day. 

Heart. Well has this prevail'd for me, and will you 
look upon me ? | 

Siko. If you could fing and dance fo, I ſhould love to 
look upon you too. 
Heart. Why twas I ſung and danc'd; I gave Muſic 
to the Voice, and Life to their Meaſures—Look you 
here, Silvia [Pulling out a Purſe and chinking it.] here 
are Songs and Dances, Poetry and Muſick—— hark 
how ſweetly one Guinea rhymes to another — and how 
they dance to the Muſic of their own Chink. This 
buys all the t'other—and this thou ſhalt have; this, and 
all that I am worth for the Purchaſe of thy Love— Say, 
is it mine then, ha? Speak Syren—— Oons why do I 
look on her! Yet I muſt —— Speak, dear Angel, Devil, 
Saint, Witch ; do not rack me with Suſpenſe. 

Silu. Nay don't ſtare at me fo——You make me 
bluſn I cannot look. 

Heart. Oh Manhood, where art thou! What am I 


come to? A Woman's Toy; at theſe Years! Death, 2 


He trembling cry'd, with eager haſte, c 


may, 2? by wy od To 


— 
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bearded Baby for a Girl to dandle. O Dotage, Dotage ! 
| That ever that noble Paſhon, Laff, ſhould MY 
No reflux of vigorous Blood: But milky 
Love ſupplies the empty Channels ; and prompts me 
to the Soſtneſs of a Child — a meer Infant and would 
ſuck. Can you love me, Silvia? ſpeak. 
Silo. I dare not ſpeak till I believe you, and indeed 
I'm afraid to believe you yet. were 
Heart. Death, how her Innocence torments and 
pleaſes me! Lying, Child, is indeed the Art of Love; 
and Men are generally Maſters in it: But I'm fo newly 
entred, you cannot diſtruſt me of any Skill in the 
treacherous Myſtery—— Now by my Soul I cannot lye, 
though it were to ſerve a Friend or gain a Miſtreſs. 
Sify. Muſt you lye then, if you * love me ? 
Heart. No, no, dear Ignorance, thou beauteous 
Changeling — I tell thee I do love thee, and tell it for a 
Trath, a naked Truth, which I'm aſhamed to diſcover. 
| Sifv. But Love, they ſay, is a tender Thing, that 
will ſmooth Frowns, and make calm an angry Face; 
will ſoften a rugged Temper, and make ill-humoured 
People good: You look ready to fright one, and tall 
as if your Paſſion were not Love, but Anger. 
Heart. "Tis both; for 1 am angry with myſelf when 
I am pleaſed with you——And a Pox upon me for lov- 
ing thee ſo well yet I muſt on Tis a bearded 
Arrow, and will more eaſily be thruſt forward than 
draw back. 
Silv. Indeed If I were well aſſur d you loy'd; but 
how can I be well afſur'd? | 8 
Heart. Take the Symptoms and aſk all the Ty- 
rants of thy Sex, if their Fools are not known by this 
Party-coloured Livery —— I am Melancholic, when 
thou art abſent ; look like an Aſs, when thou art pre- 
ſent; wake for thee, when I ſhould ſleep; and even 
dream of thee, when I am awake; ſigh much, drink 
little, eat leſs, court Solitude, am grown very enter- 
taining to myſelf, and (as I am informed) very trou- 
bleſome to every Body elſe. If this be not Love, it is 
Madneſs, and then it is pardonable Nay yet 2 
more certain Sign than all this; I give thee my Money. 
Silv. Ay, but that is no Sign; for they ſay, Gentle- 
5 men 
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men will give Money to any naughty Woman to come 
to Bed to them O Gemini, I hope you don't mean 
ſo for I won't be a Whore. 

Heart. The more is the Pity. | Afide. 

Silv. Nay, if you would marry me, you not 
come to Bed to me— you have ſuch a Beard and would 
ſo prickle one. But do you intend to marry me ? 

Heart. That a Fool ſhould aſk ſuch a malicious Queſ- 
tion ! Death, I ſhall bedrawn in, before I know where 
1am However, I find I am pretty ſure of her 
Conſent, if I am put to it. [ Ade.) Marry you? no, 
no, PII love you. | WW 

Siky. Nay, but if you love me, you muſt marry me; 
what, don't I know my Father lov'd my Mother, and 
was marry'dto her? 

Heart. Ay, ay, in old Days People married where 
they lov'd ; but that Faſhion is chang'd, Child. 

Silv. Never tell me that, I know tis not chang'd by 
myſelf; for I love you, and would marry you. 
Hlart. Tl have my Beard ſhav'd, it ſhan't hurt thee, 
and we'll go to Bed 

Sikv. No, no, I'm not ſuch a Fool neither but I can 
keep myſelf honeſt; — Here, I won't keep any * 
that's yours, I hate you now, [Throws the Purſe.) an 
Tl never ſee you again, cauſe you'd have me naught. 


[ Going. 
Heart. Damn her let her go, and a good riddance— 
Yet ſo much Tenderneſs and Beauty —= and Honeſty 


together is a Jewel— Stay, Si{via——But then to mar- 
ry, Why every Man plays the Fool once in his Life: 
But to marry is playing the Fool all ones Life long. 

Sil. What did you call me for? 

Heart. T'll give thee all I have: And thou ſhalt live 
with me in every Thing ſo like my Wife, the World 
ſhall believe it : Nay, thou ſhalt think ſo thyſelf — 
Oaly let me not think ſo. | 

Silv. No, I'll die before I'll be your Whore 
as well as I love you. 

Heart. [ Afide.] A Woman, and ignorant, may be 
honeſt, when tis out of Obſtinacy and Contradiction 
But S'death it is but a may be, and upon ae 
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Well, farewell then if I can get out of Sight I 
may get the better of myſelf. | 

Silv. Well——good bye. [Tarns and wweeps. 

Heart. Ha! Nay come, we ll kiſs at parting [ Lies her. 
By Heav'n her Kiſs is ſweeter than Liberty I wi 
marry thee—— There thou haſt don't. All my Re- 
ſolves melted in that Kiſs—— one more. 

Siky. But when? 

Heart. I'm impatient till it be done; I will not give 
myſelf Liberty to think, leſt I ſhould cool——1 will 
about a Licence ſtraight in the Evening expect 
ne One Kiſs more to confirm me mad; ſo. 

Siko, Ha, ha, ha, an old Fox trap 


$8 CN = 


[To her] Lucy. | 

LESS me! you frighted me, I thought he had 

been come again, had heard me. 
Lacy. Lord, Madam, I met your Lover in as much 
haſte, as if he had been going for a Midwife. 

Silu. He's going for a Parſon, Girl, the Forerunner 
of a Midwife, ſome nine Months hence Well, I 
ind difſembling to our Sex is as natural as ſwimming to 
2 Negro; We may depend upon our Skill to ſave us at a 
Plunge, tho' till then we never make the Experiment 
But how haſt thou ſucceeded ? 

Lacy. As you would wiſh —— Since there is no re- 
claiming Yainiove. I have found out a Pique ſhe has 
taken at him; and have fram'd a Letter that makes her 
ſue for Reconciliation firſt. I know that will do 
walk in and I'll ſhew it you. Come, Madam, you're 
like to have a happy time on't, both your Love and 
Anger ſatisfied ! All that can charm our Sex conſpire 
to pleaſe you. 


That Woman ſure enjoys a bleſſed Night. 
Whom Love and Vengeance both, at once delight. 


ACT 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 
SCENE, The Street, 
Bellmour in Fanatich Habit, Setter. 
Bell. ? I'S pretty near the Hour. 
| [ Looking en his Watch. 
Well and how Setter hæ, does my Hypocriſy fit me, 
hz? Does it fit eaſy on me? 
Setter. O moſt religiouſly well, Si. 
Bell. ] wonder why all our young Fellows ſhould glory 
in an Opinion of Atheiſm ; when they may beſo much 
more conveniently lewd under the Coverlet of Religion. 
Setter. S'bud Sir, away quickly, there's Fondlexwife 
juſt turn'd the Corner, and's coming this way. 
Bell, Gads fo, there he is, he muſt not ſee me. 


ST CER HW Aa IL 


Varlet. 
Har. I have done, Sir, then farewell yu Pound. 
Fond. Ha, how's that? Stay, ſtay, did you leave 

Word ſay you with his Wife? With Comfort herſelf. 
Bar. I did ; and Comfort will ſend Tribulation hither 

as ſoon as ever he comes home— I could have brought 

young Mr. Prig, to have kept my Miſtreſs Company in 
the mean time : But you ſay | 

Fond. How, how, ſay Yarlet ! I ſay let him not 
come near my Doors, I ſay he is a wanton young Le- 
vite, and pampereth himſelf up with Dainties, that he 
may look lovely in the Eyes of Women—— Sincerely 

I am afraid he hath already defiled the Tabernacle of 

our Siſter Comfort ; while her good Huſband is deluded 

by his Godly Appearance] ſay, that even — 


Fondlewife. Barnaby. A 

1 ſay, I will tarry at Home. Why 
Bar. But, Sir. beca 

Find. Good lack ! I profeſs the Spirit of Contradic- po 
tion hath poſſeſt the Lad I ſay L will tarry at home— r 

N ( 

and 

hat 

emp 
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_ 


_— 


4-051; 


— , 


N 


The O1 D Barcutror. | 45 
2. in Ma glow upon Cheeks, 


Bar. run the Hazard to loſe your Affair, Sir! 
Fand. Good lack, good lack J profeſs it is a very 


Huſband. Tis then indeed, like the Vanity of taking 


na Houſe, and yet be forced io let Lodgings, to help 


Rent. 
Fond. I profeſs a Compariſon, Yarkt. Go 
CC give her 
ome Inſtructions, I will reaſon with her before I go. 
SS UE WM LE S. 
Fondlewife aloe. 


truſt my Wife with a Lord's 


{ufhcient Vexation, for a Man to have a handſomWife. 
Bar. Never, Sir, but when the Man is an inſufficient 


ND in the mean time, I will reaſon with my- 
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Fond. Wife Have you throughly conſider d how 
deteſtable, how heinous, and how crying a Sin, the 
Sin of Adultery is? have you weigh'd it I ſay? For it 
is a very weighty Sin; and although it may he heavy 
upon thee, yet thy Huſband muſt alſo bear his Part: 

For thy Iniquity will fall upon his Head. | 
Lt. Bleſs me, what means my Dear! 

Fond. Afide.] | profeſs ſhe has an alluring Eye; I am 
doubtful, whether I ſhall truſt her, even with Tyibula- 
tion himſelf ——Speak, I ſay, have you conſidered what 
it is to cuckold your Haſband ? | | 
| Let. Afide.) Im amazed: Sure he has diſcov 
nothing—— Who has wrong'd me to my Deareſt ? I 
hope my Jewel does not think, that ever I had any 
ſuch thing in my Head, or ever will have. 

| Fond. No, no, I tell you I ſhall have it in my Head 

Let. Afide.] I know not what to think. But I'm re- 
ſolv'd to find the meaning of it— Unkind Dear ! Was 
it for this you ſent to call me? is it not Afition enough 
that you are to leave me, but you muſt ſtudy to in- 
| — it by unjuſt Suſpicions ? ¶ Crying. ] Well Well 
you know my F ondneſs, and you love to Tyrannize 
Go on, cruel Man, do, Triumph over my poor Heart, 
while it holds; which cannot be long, with this Uſage 
of yours —— But that's what you want Well you 
will have your Ends ſoon You will — You will 
yes it will break to oblige you. [ Sighs. 

Fond. Verily I fear I have carried the Jeft too far 
Nay, look you now if ſhe does not weep——'tis the 
fondeſt Fool— Nay, Cocky, Cocky, nay, dear Cocky, 
don't cry, I was but in jeſt, I was not ifeck. 

Let. Afide.) O then all's ſafe. I was terribly fright- 
ed My Affliction is always your Jeſt, barbarous 
Man |! Oh that I ſhould love to this degree! yet 

Fond. Nay, Cocky. 

Let. No, no, you are weary of me, that's it—that's 
all, you would get another Wife—another fond Fool, 
to break her Heart—well, be as cruel as you can to me, 
I'll pray for you; and when I am dead with Grief, may 
you have one that will love you as well as I have done: 
I ſhall be contented to lie at Peace in my cold Grave 


fnce it will pleaſe you. W 


Dee 


'F 


wit] 
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Fond. Good lack, good lack, ſhe would melt a Heart 
of Oak 1 profeſs I can hold no longer Nay dear 
Cocky——lfeck you'll break my Heart——Ifeck you 
_—>» you _-_ made pd poor 

in Weep———— Nay come kiſs, buſs Nyhin— 

— I won't leave — loſe all feſt. 

Let. Afide.)] How! Heaven forbid ! that will be car- 
rying the Jeſt too far indeed. ; 

Fond. Won't you kiſs Min? 
Let. Go naughty Nykiz, you don't love me. 

Fond. Kiſs, kits, ifeck I do. 


Let. No, you don't. | [ She kiſſes him. 
Fond. What, not love, Cocky ? 
Let. No h ILS. 


Fend. I profeſs, I do love thee better than 500 
Found and fo thou ſhalt ſay, for I'll leave it to ſtay 
ich thee. 
. Let. No you ſhan't negle& your Buſineſs for me 
No indeed you fant, Nykin———lf you don't go, I'll 
L- 


think you been dealous of me ſtill. 
Fond. He, he, he, wilt thou poor Fool ? Then I will 
go, I won't be dealous Poor Cocky, kiſs Nykis, 
t,. kiſs Ny4in, ee, ee, ee Here will be the good Man 
anon, to talk to Cocky, and teach her how a Wife 
ought to behave herſelf. 
Let. Afide.)] I hope to have one that will ſhew me 
how a Huſband ought to behave himſelf —o—I ſhall 
be glad to learn, to pleaſe my Jewel. Ls. 
Fond. That's my good Dear Come kiſs Nykin 
once more, and then get you My ——9 9 j— 06e 
you in, get you in. By, by. 
Let. By Nykin. 


Fond. By Cocky. 

Let. By Nykin. 

Fond. By Cocky, by, by. 
1 'F- 2 = 
= Vaoainlove, Sharper, 


| OW! Anita loſt! 
1H To cin what 1 bave faid, read 
this - 9 | — 5 —_— 
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Sharp. Reads] Hum, hum— Aud what then appear 
Fault, upon RefleFion, ſeems only an ofes of a too — 
 Paſfiom. Tu afraid I give too great a Proof of my own at 
this time — I am in Diſorder for what I have written, 
But ſomething, I know <vhat, forced me. hs beg a fa- 
<ourable Cenſure o | fon and your Araminta. 

Sharp Loſt! Pray Heav'n > Gon haſt not loſt thy Wits, 
Here, here, ſhe's thy own, Man, fign'd and ſeal'd too 
To her Man— a delicious Melon, pure and conſenting 

ripe, and only waits thy cutting up She has been 
breeding Live to thee all this while, and juſt now ſhe's 
deliver'd of it. 

Vain. "Tis an untimely Fruit, and ſhe has miſcarried 
of her Love. 

Sharp. Never leave this damn'd, ill-natur'd whimſy, 
| Frank? Thou haſt a fickly peeviſh Appetite; only chew 

Love and cannot digeſt it. 
Vain. Yes, when I feed myſelf ——But I hate to be 
cramm' d By Heav'n, there's not a Woman, will 

give a Man the Pleaſure of a Chace: My Sport is al- 
ways balkt, or cut ſhort—1I ſtumble over the Game I 
would purſue—— Tis dull and unnatural to have a 
Hare run full in the Hounds Mouth; and would diſtaſte 
the keeneſt Hunter I would have overtaken, 
not have met my Game. 

Sharp. However J hope you don't to forſake it ; 
that will be but a kind of a Mungrel Cur's Trick. Well, 
are you for the Mall ? 

Fain. No, ſhe will be there this Evening——Yes, I 
will go too —and ſhe ſhall ſee her Error ij 

Sharp. In her choice I gad But thou can'ſ not 
be fo great a Brute as to ſlight her? 

Fain. I ſhould diſappoint ber if I did not By 
her Management I ſhould think ſhe expects it. | 


All naturally fly what does Purſue: 
* coy, when Women wes. 


SCENE 
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BS © © A 77 
A Room in Fondlewife's H: uſe. 

A Servant introducing Bellmour in Fanatick Habit, «with 

a Patch upon one Eye, and a Bock in his Hand. | 
Serw. ERE's a Chair, Sir, if you pleaſe to repoſe 

1 yourſelf My Miſtreſs is coming, Sir. 

Bell. Secure in my Diſguiſe, I have out-tac'd Suſpi - 
cion, and even dar'd Diſcovery—This Cloke my Sanc- 
uty, and truſty Scarron's Novels my Prayer- Book 
Methinks I am the very Picture of Montuſar in the H- 
focrites—— Oh ſhe comes. 


$C EN FT VIE 
| Bellmour, Lætitia. 


O breaks Aurora through the Veil of Night, 
Thus fly the Clouds, divided by her Light, 
And ev*ry Eye receives a new-born Sight. 43 
[Throwing off his Clole. Patch, &c. 


. 


Let. Thus firewd with Bluſhes, lie — Ah! Heav'n 
defend me! Who's this? [Diſcovering him, flarts. 

Bell. Your Lover. | * 

Let. Yainlove's Friend! I know his Face, and he has 
betray'd me to him. [4s 

Bell. You are 4 Did you not expect a Lo- 
ver, Madam ? Thoſe Eyes ſhone kindly on my firſt 

Appearance, tho' now they are o'er-caſt. 

. I may well be ſurpriz'd at your Perſon and Im- 

pudence ; they are both new to me— You are not what 

our firſt Appearance promiſed : The Piety of your Ha- 
bit was welcome, but not the Hypocriſy. 

— Rather the Hypocriſy was welcome, but not the 
ypocrite. 
Let. Who are you, Sir? You have miſtaken the 

Houſe ſure. 

Bell. I have Directions in my Pocket,which agree with 
every thing but your Unkindneſs. [Pulli out the Letter. 

Let. My Letter! Baſe Fainlove! Then tis too late 
to Genie. LAAd. ] Tis plain then you have miſtaken 

the perſon, | A | | * 

4% 
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Bell. If we part ſo I'm miſtaken Hold, bold, 
Madam |} confeſs I have run into an Error 


head am I! Can you forgive me the Diſorder I 
But it is a Miſtake which any 


have put you into 
Body might have made. 
Let. What can this mean? Tis impoſſible he ſhould 
be miſtaken after all chis A handiom Fellow if he 
had not ſurpris'd me : Methinks, now I look on him 
in, I would not have him miſtaken. [de.] We are 


all liable to Miſtakes, Sir, if you own it to be ſo, there 
needs no farther Apology. 


Bell. Nay, Faith, Madam, tis a pleaſant one; and 


worth your hearing. Expecting a Friend, laſt Night, at 


his Lodgings, till twas late; my Intimacy with him 
ve me the freedom of his Bed: He not coming home 
all Night, a Letter was deliver'd to me by a Servant, 
in the * the Peruſal I found the Contents 
ſo charming, I could think of nothing all Day, but 

tting em in practice till juſt now, (the firſt time 
Fe ever look'd * the Superſcription) I am the moſt 
furpriz'd in the World to find it direfted to Mr. Vaial've. 
Gad, Madam, I aſk you a Million of Pardons, and will 


make you any Satisfaction. 


Let. I am 2 either Yainlove is not 

ilty, or he y excus'd him. \ 
— You appear concern d. Madam. | * 
Let. I hope you are a Gentleman; — and ſince you 
are privy to a weak Woman's Failing, won't turn it to 
the Prejudice of her Reputation. You look as if you 
had more Honour — 

Bell. And more Love ; or my Face is a falſe Witneſs, 
and deſerves to be pillory'd—No, by Heaven, I ſwear— 

Let. Nay, don't (wear if you'd have me believe you; 
bu: x romiſe 


| Bell. Well, I promiſe—— A Promiſe is ſo cold 


ve me leave to ſwear ——— by thoſe Eyes, thoſe kill- 
g Eyes; by thoſe healing Lips ——— Oh ! preſs the 
foft Charm cloſe to mine, and ſeal 'em up for ever. 

Let. Upon that Condition. [ He kiffes ber. 
upon any Condition. | 


Let - 


1 — Pardon a thouſand times What an eternal 
Blo 


Let. Nay, now——1 never ſaw any thing ſo agreea- 


bly impudent. [ Ffde.] Wont you cenſure me for this, 
«Ap = 1 buy your Silence [V.] Oh, 
but what am I doing ! 

Bell. No Tongue can expreſs i i. not thy own; 
nor any thing, but thy Lips. I am faint with the Ex- 
ceſs of Oh, for Love-ſake, lead me any 
whither, where I may lie down; ; quickly, for 
I'm afraid I ſhall have a Fit. 

Let. Bleſs me! What Fit? 

Bell. On a Convulſion I feel the Sagas, 

Let. Does it hold you long? I'm afraid to carry yo 
nto my Chamber. 

Bell. Oh, no: let me lie down upon the Bed. 
the Fit will be toon over. 


Ss CE N E VII. 
S C E N E St. James's Park. 


Araminta and Belinda meeting. 


Belin. T ARD, my Dear: I am glad I have met you 
I have been at the Exchange fince, and am 


ſo tir 

4 Why, what's the Matter? 

Belin. Oh the moſt inhuman barbarous Hackney- 
Coach! | am jolted to a Jelly — Am I not horridly 
wuz'd ? [Pulls out a Les 
Aram. Your Head's a little out of order 

Belin. A little! O frightful ! What a furious Phyz I 
| have! O moſt rueful Ha, ha, ha: O Gad, I hope no 
body will come this way, till I have put myſelf in re- 
par — Ah! my Dear I have ſeen ſuch unhewn 
reatures fince Ha, ha, ha, I can't for my Soul 
kelp thinking that I look juſt like one of em Good 
Dear, pin this, and I'll tell you———Very well — So, 
hank you, my Dear Bur as I was telling you 

ih, this is the untoward'ſt Lock So, as | was 


in 
| Fright rightful fill? Or how? 
Fw, No, no; you're very well as can be. 


Belin. And fo But where did I leave off, my 
Dear? I was telling r ar 


2 43 
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— OS ** — 
. tins on hs 


How dy'e like me now? 2 | 


to Mrs. Snipwel's Shop while I was there 


F 
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Aram. You were about to tell me ſomething, Child. 


but you left off before you began. 


Belin. Oh; a moſt comical Sight : A Country Squire, 
with the Equipage of a Wife and two Daughters, came 
But, oh 


Gad ! Two ſuch unlick'd Cubs! 
A I warrant, plump, Cherry-cheek'd Country 
irls. 

Belin. Ay. O my Conſcience, fat as Barn Door 
Fowl : But fo bedeck'd, you would have taken em for 
Friigland Hens, with their Feathers growing the wron 
ay O, ſuch Out-landiſh Creatures! Such Tramon- 
tan, and Foreigners to the Faſhion, or any thing in 
Practice! I had no Patience to behold I undertook 
the modeliing of one of their Fronts, the more modern 
Structure | | 

Aram. Bleſs me, Couſin ; why would you affront any 
Body ſo? They might be Gentlewomen of a very good 
Famil | 

Belen, Of a very ancient one, I dare ſwear, by their 
Dreſs —— Affront! Pſhaw, how you're miſtaken ! The 

r Creature, I warrant was as full of Courteſies, as if 


1 had been her Godmother: The Truth on't is, I did 


endeavour to make her look like a Chriſtian — and ſhe 
was ſenſible of it; for ſhe thank'd me, and gave me two 
Apples, piping hot, out of her Under-Petticoat Pocket--- 
Ha, ha, ha, And tother did ſo ſtare and gape 1 
fancied her like the Front of Her Father's Hall ; her 
eyes were the two Jut-Windows, and her Mouth the 
great Door, moſt hoſpitably kept open for the Enter- 
tainment of travelling Flies. 3 

Aram. So then; you have been diverted. What did 
they buy ? | 

B-lin. Why, the Father bought a Powder-Horn, and 
an Almanack, and a Comb-Cale : The Mother, a great 


Fruz-Jower, and a fat Amber Necklace; the Daugh- 


ters only tore two Pair of Kid-Leather Gloves, with 
trying em on — Oh Gad. here comes the Fool that 
diu d at my Lady Freelove s t'other Day. 


SCENE 


C 
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SCENE IC 
DIe them] Sir Joſeph and Muffe. 


Aram. AY be he may not know us again. 
Belin. We || put on our Maſks to ſecure 
his Ignorance. [ They put on their Maſks. 


Sir 7o. Nay, Gad, [ll pick up; I'mreſolv'd to make 
a Night on't—— ['Il go to Alderman Fondlewife by 
and by, and get 50 pieces more from him. Adſlidi- 
kins, Bally, we'll wallow in Wine and Women. Why, 
this ſame Madera- Wine has made me as light as a Graſ- 
hopper Hiſt, hiſt, Bully, doſt thou ſee thoſe Tear- 
ers? [ Sings.) Look you what here is Look you what 
here is ——To loll dera 
hill=———< A Gad, Yother Glaſs of Madera, and I durſt 
have attack d em in my own proper Perſon, without 
your help Os 
Bluff. Come on then, Knight ——— But d'ye kno 
what to ſay to 'em ? 5 
Sir Fo. Say: Pooh, Pox, I've enough to ſay — never 
fear it that is, if I can but think on't ; Truth is, 
I have but a treacherous Memory. | 
Belin. O frightful ! Couſin, What ſhall we do? Theie 
Things come towards us. 
Aram. No Matter I ſee Vainlove coming this 
Way — and, to confeſs my Failing, I am willing to 
give him an Opportunity of making his peace with me 
and to rid me of theſe Coxcombs, when I icem oppreit 
with 'em, will be a fair one. 
Bluff. Ladies, by theſe Hilts you are well met. 
Aram. We are afraid not. 
Bluff. What ſays my pretty little Knapſack Carrier ? 
| [ To Belinda, 
Belin O monſtrous filthy Fellow! Good flovenly 
Captain Hage, Bluffe (what is your hideous Name ?) be 
gene: You ſtink of Brandy and Tobacco, moſt Soldier- 
like. Foh. [ Spits. 
Sir Jo. Now am I ſlap daſh down in the Mouth, and 


have not one Word to ſay! [ A/ide. 


Aram. | hope my Fool has not Confidence enough to 
be troubleſome. LA lat. 
C 3 dir 
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Sir Fo. Hem ! Pray, Madam, which Way's the Wind! 
Aram. A pithy Queſtion 
Wits for a Venture, Sir, that you enquire ? 
Sir 79. Nay, now I'm in | 1 can prattle like a 
Magpye. | [ 4fide 
S CC EE o 23 © 
[To them] Sharper and Vainlove at ſome Diffanct. 
Belin. Dear Araminta, I'm tir'd. 
Law. "Tis but pulling off our Maſks, and obliging 
Vainkwve to know us. III be rid of my Fool by fair 
Means — Well, Sir Jeſepb, you ſhall ſee my Face 
But, be gone immediately — [I ſee one that will be jea- 
lous, to find me in Diſcourſe with you ge diſcreet— 
No Reply; but away. 2 [Unmash;, 
Sir Fo. The great Fortune, that dined at my Lady 
Freel:wve's! Sir Foſeph, thou art a made Man. Agad, 
I'm in Love up to the Ears. But I'll be diſcreet, and 


hufhe. | Lat. 
Bluff. Nay, by the World, I'll fee your Face. 
Bin. You ſhall. [Unmasks. 


Warp. Ladies your humble Servant. We were 
afraid, you would not have given us Leave to know you. 
Aram. We thought to have been private——But we 
fnd Fools have the ſame advantage over a Face in a 
Maſk, that a Coward has, while the ſword is in the 
Scabbard—So were forced to draw in our own Defence. 
Bluff. My Blood riſes at that Fellow: I can't ſtay 
where he is; and I muſt not draw in the Park. 
| | [To Sir 1 
Sir Fo. Iwiſh I durſt ſtay to let her know my Lodg- 


$S CE N E XI. 
Araminta, Belinda, Vainlove, Sharper. 
Sharp. Here is in true Beauty, as in Courage, ſome- 
what, which narrow Souls cannot dare to 
admire — And ſee, the owls are fled, as at the Break 
of Day. 1 
Belin. Very courtly—— I believe Mr. Vainleuve has 
not rubb'd his Eyes, fince Break of Day neither, he 
looks as if he durit not approach—Nay, come Couſin, 
be Friends with him Il ſwear he looks ſo very bs 
f P'Y 


Have you ſent your 


ur 


T be Ord BATrchELOR. 55 


ply, ha, ha, ha, — Well, a Lover in the ſtate of Sepa- 
ration from his Miſtreſs, is like a Body without a Soul. 
Mr. Yainleve, ſhall I be bound for your good Behaviour 
for the future? 1 1 | 

Vain Now muſt I pretend Ignorance | to hers, 
of what ſhe knows as well as I Br fate.) — are apt to 
offend (tis true) where they find moſt Goodneſs to for- 
give — But, Madam, I hope I ſhall prove of a Temper, 
not to abuſe Mercy, by committing new Offences. 

Aram. So cold! 5 IAlde. 

Belin. I have broke the Ice for you, Mr. Vainlove, 
and ſo I leave you. Come, Mr. Sharper, you and Iwill 
take a Turn, and laugh at the Vulgar —— Both the great 
Vulgar and the ſmall — Oh Gad! I have a great Paſ- 
ſion for Conley ——— Don't you admire him? 

Sharp. Oh Madam! He was our Engh/o Horace. 

Belin. Oh fo fine | So extremely fine! So every Thing 
in the World that Liike--— Oh Lord, walk this Way— 
I ſee a Couple, I'll give you their Hiſtory, | 


"PCT WW RK IM 
Araminta, Vainlove. 


Jain. T Find. Madam, the Formality of the Law muſt 
be obſerv'd, tho' the Penalty of it be diſpens d 
with; and an Offender muſt p'ead to his Arraignment, 
though he has his Pardon in his Pocket. 

Aram. I'm amaz'd! Tunis Inſolence exceeds t' other; 
whoever has encourag'd you to this Aſſurance — pre- 
ſuming upon the Eaſineſs of my Temper, has much de- 
ceiv'd you, and fo you ſhall find. 

Vain. Hey day! Which Way now ! Here's fine dou- 

ing. | [ Afade. 

Aram. Baſe Man ! Was it not enough to affront me 
with your ſaucy Paſſion? 

Vain. You have given that Paſſion a much kinder Epi- 
then than ſaucy, in another Place. 

4ram. Another Place! Some villanous Deſign to blaſt 
my Honour But the thou hadſt all the Treachery and 
Malice of thy Sex, thou canſt not lay a Blemiih on my 
Fame No, I have not err'd in one favourable 
Thought of Mankind How Time might have de- 

C 4 | ceiv'd 
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ceiv'd me in you, I know not; my Opinion was but 
young, and your early Baſeneſs has prevented its grow. 
ing to a wrong Belief. Unworthy and ungratefu] ! 
Be gone and never ſee me more. 

Vain. Did I dream? Or do I dream? Shall I believe 
my Eyes or Ears? The Viſion is here fill —Yaur 
Paſſion, Madam, will admit of no farther reaſoning 
But here's a fiient Witneſs of your Acquaintance. 

[Takes out the Letter, and offers it : She fnatches it, 
and throws it av. 


Aram. There's Poy ſon in every Thing you touch 
Bliſters wil! follow 


Fain. That Tongue which denies what the Hands 
have done. 


Aram. Still myſtically ſenſeloſs and impudent 
I End I muſt leave the Place. 
Vain. No, Madam, I'm gone She knows her 


Neme's to it, which ſhe will be unwilling to expoſe ie 
the Cenime of the firſt Finder. 


Aram. Woman's Obſtinacy made me blind, to what 
Woman's Curicſity now tempts me to ſee, 


[ Takes up the Letter, 
s C E N E XII. 
Belinda, Sharper. 


Belir. Ay, we have ſpared no Body, I ſwear. Mr. 
a N <harper you're a pure Man; where did you 
et this excellent Talent of Railing ? 

Sharp. Faith, Madam, the Talent was born with me: 
1 cenfefe, J have taken Care to improve it; to 
qualify me for the Society of Ladies. 


B-lin. Nay, ſure Railing is the beſt Qualification in 
a Woman's Man. 


U XIV. 
[Te them] Footman. 
wa I HE ſecond beft, indeed I think. 
Belin. How now, "Pom ? Where's my 
Couſin ? 


Feat. She's not very well, Madam, and has ſent to 
know 


ny 


OW 
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know, if your Ladyſh p would have the Coach come 


again for you ? 


B.lia. O Lord, no, I'll go along with her. Come, 
dr. Sharper, N 


ST TE MK Me. 

SCEN E, a Chamber in Fondlewife's Houſe. 
Lætitia a Bellmour, V: C Habe. Hat, &c. lying 22 
. | about tt: Cramber. | | 
Beil. 1 WF Erc's no Body, nor no Noiſe——'twas no- 
thing beit 50 r Fears. : 
Let. 1 durit nave iworn, I had heard my Monſter'; 
Voice I ſwear, I was heartily frightned ——_—_ 


Feel how my Heart beats. 


Bell. is an Alarm to Love — Come in again, and 
let us | | 
Fond. [Without ] Cocky, Cocky, where are you, 
Cocky ? I'm come home. 

Let. Ah! There he is, Make haſte, gather up your 


Things ! 


Fond. Cocky, Cocky, open the Door. 

Bell. Pox choke him, would his Horns were in his 
Throat. My Patch, my Patch. 5 

9 Loading about, and gathering ut his Things. 
Let. My Jewel, art thou there ? No matter for your 
Patch Yon $'an't tum in, Ain Run into 
my Chamber, quickly, quickly. You $'an't tum in. 

Fond. Nay, prithee, Dear, ifeck I'm in haſte. 

Let. Then I'll let you in. [ Opens the Door. 


SCE WK IV 
Lztitia, Fondlewiſe, Sir Joſeph. 
Fend. FF Ifs, Dear — I met the Maſter of the Ship 
by the Way And I muſt have my Pa- 
pers of Accounts out of your Cabinet, . 
Let. Oh, I'm undone ! | | [ Alide. 
Sir Fo. Pray, firit let me have 50 J. good Alderman, 
for I'm in haſte. 
Fond. A hundred has already been paid by your Order. 
Fifty? I have the Sum ready in Gold, in my Cloſer. 
C5 SCENE 
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SC E N E XVII. 
| Lztitia, Sir Joſeph. 
Sir Jo. Gad, it's a curious, fine, pretty Rogue ; I 
ſpeak to her R — 2 
News d'ye hear? 
Let. Sir, I ſeldom ſtir abroad. 
| | [Walks about in Diſerder, 
Sir Zo. I wonder at that, Madam, for tis molt curi- 
ous fine Weather, 5 
Let. Methinks 't has been very ill Weather. 
Sir Fo. As you ſay, Madam, tis pretty bad Weather, 
and has been io a great while. 18 
4. 


N 
[To them] Fondlewife. 
end BER are fifty Pieces in this Purſe, Sir Foſeph— 
If you will tarry a Moment, till I fetch my 
Papers, I'll wait upon you down Stairs. OY 
Lt. Ruin'd, paſt Redemption! What ſhall I do 
Ha!] this Fool may be of uſe. (de.) [ As Fondlewife ;; 
going into the Chamber, ſhe runs tovir Joleph. almoſt puſtes 
bim dewwn, and cries aut.] Stand off, rude Ruffan, Help 
me, my Dear O bleſs me! Why will you leave me 
alone with ſuch a Satyr. 
Fond. Bleſs us! What's the Matter? What's the Mat- 
ter? | | 
Let. Your Back was no ſooner turn'd ; but like a 
Lion, he came open-mouth'd upon me, and would have 
raviſhed a Kiſs from me by main Force. 
Sir Jo. O Lord! Oh terrible ! Ha, ha, ha, is your 
Wife mad, Alderman ? _— 
Let. Oh! I'm fick with the Flight: won't you take 
him out of my Sight? : 
Find. Oh Traitor! I'm aſtoniſhed. Oh bloody-minded 
Traitor! 3 | 
Sir Jo. Hey-day ! Traitor yourſelf By the 
Lord Harry, I was in moſt Danger of being raviſh'd, if 
you go to that. | 
Fund. Oh, how the blaſphemous Wretch ſwears! Out 
ef my Houſe, thou Son of the Whore of —— Off- 
Pring 


5 = 


. 
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ſp'ing of Bell and the Dragon ——Bleſs us! Raviſh my 

Wife ! my Dinah! Oh Shechemite ! Be gone I ſay. 
Sir Fo. Why, the Devil's in the People, I think. 


$S CEN EF. xIx. 
L xtitia, Fondlewife. 


Let. F JH! won't you follow and ſee him out of Doors, 
my Dear? 

Fond. Fl ſhut this Door to ſecure him from coming 
back —— Give me the Key of your Cabinet, Cocky — 
Raviſh my Wife before my Face ! I warrant he's a Pa- 
piſt in his Heart, at leaſt, if not a Frenchman. 

Let. What can I do now ! [ Afide.] Oh! my Dear, I 
have been in ſuch a Fright, that I forgot to tell you, poor 
Mr. Spintext has a ſad Fit of the Cholick, and is forced 
to lie down upon our Bed ——— You'll diſturb him; I 
can tread ſoftlier. 

Fond Alack poor Man— no. no— you don't know 
the Papers won't diſturb him; Give me the Key. 

[She gives him the Key, goes to the Chamber Door, and 
aks aloud. 


Let. 'Tis no Body but Mr. Fordlewife ; Mr. Spintext, 
lie ſtill on your Stomach; lying on your Stomach will 
eaſe you of the Cholick. 

Fond. Ay, ay, lie ſtill, lie ſtill ; don't let me diſturb 


you. | | 
Let. OUre, when he does not ſee his Face, he won't 
diſcover him. Dear Fortune, help me but this 
ence, and I'll never run in thy Debt again But this 
Opportunity is the Devil. MET 
S CE N E XXI. 
Fondlewife returns with Papers, 


Find. F Ood lack! good lack! profeſs, the poor 

Man is in great Torment, he lies as flat 
Dear, you ſhould heat a Trencher, or a Napkin 
Where s Deberab? Let ber clap ſome warm ag, 
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his Stomach, or chafe it with a warm Hand, rather 
than fail. What Book's this ? 
| [Sees the Beoł that Bellmour forget, 
Let. Mr. Spintext's Prayer-Bouk, Dear Pray 
Heav'n it be a Prayer-Book. [ Hfde. 
Fend. Good Man! I warrant he dropped it on Purpoſe, 
_ that you might take it up, and read ſome of the pious 
Fjaculations [Taiing up the Baok] O bleis me! O mon- 
firous! A Prayer-Book ? Ay, this is the Devil's Pater- 
Nofter. Hold, let me fee, Tie Innocent Adultery. | 
Let. M isfortune! now all's ruin'd again. [ 4/ide, 
Bell. | Peeping.) Damn'd Chance! If I had gone a 
whoring with the Practice of Piety in my Pocket, I had 
never been diſcover'd. | 
Fond. Adultery and innocent! O Lord! Here's Doc- 
trine! Ay, here's Diſcipline! | | 
Let. Dear Huſband, I'm amaz'd———Sure it is a 
good Book, and only tends to the Speculation of Sin. 
Ford. Speculation ! No, no; ſomething went farther 
than Speculation when I was not to be let i Where 
is this Apocryphal Elder? I'll ferret him. 
Let. I'm ſa diſtracted, I can't think of a Lye. Aar. 


e N 
Latitia, ard Fondlewife halirg out Bellmour. 


Feud, g NOM E out here, thou Ananias incarnate ——e 
Who, how now ! who have we here ? 
Let. Ia! ” [ Shrieks, as ſurprix d. 
Fend. Oh, thou ſalacious Woman! Am I then bruti- 
fied? Ay, I feel it here? I ſprout, I bud, I bloſſom, 1 
am ripchorn-mad. Reit who in the Devil's Name are 
vou? Mercy on me for iwearing. But 
Lot. Oh, Goodneſs keep us! Who's this? Who are 
you? What are you? 
Bel. Sohb., . 
Loet. In the Name of the 0! Good, my Dear, 
don't come near it, I'm afraid tis the Devil; indeed it 


has IIoofs, Dear. 


Feæud. Ir deed, and I hav: Horns, Dear. The Devil, 
ro, I am afraid, tis che r leſh, thou Harlot. Dear, with 
ite Po. Come, Siren, ſpeak, confeſs, who is this reve- 
cr, t:av ny Pailor ? Let. 
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Let. Indeed, and indeed now, my dear Nykin— I 
never ſaw this wicked Man before. 


Fond. Oh, it is a Man then, it ſeems. 


j Let. Rather, ſure tis a Wolf in the Cloathing of a 
heep. | | 
Fond. Thou art a Devil in his proper Cloathing, Wo- 
man's Fleſh. What, you know nothing of him, but his 
Fleece here——You don't love Mutton : you Mag- 
dalen unconverted. | 

Bell. Well, now, I know my Cue——That is, very 
honourably to excuſe her, and very impudently accuſe 


Let. Why then, I wiſh I may never enter Ro 


Heav'n of your Embraces again, my Dear, if ever I 


ſaw his Face before. 

Fond. O Lord; O ſtrange! I am in Admiration of 
your Impudence. Look at him a little better; he is 
more modeſt, I warrant you, than to deny it. Come, 
were you two never Face to Face before ? Speak, 

Bell. Since all Artifice is vain— And I think myſelf 
oblig'd to ſpeak the Truth in Juſtice to your Wife — No. 

Fond. Humph. | 

Let. No, indeed, Dear. 

Fond. Nay I find you are both in a Story ; that I 
mult confeſs. But, what not to be cured of the 
Cholick ? Don't you know your Patient, Mrs. Puack p 
Oh, lie upon your Stomach ; lying upon your Stomach 
will cure you of the Cholick. Ah! Anſwer me, Jeæabel ? 

Let. Let the wicked lan anſwer for himſelf; does 
he think that I have nothing to do but excuſe him; tis 
enough, if I can clear my own [nnocence to my own 


Bell. By my troth, and 'v us have been a 
little too backward, thai ine Truth on't. 

Fond. Come, Sir, who are you, in the firſt place? 
And what are you? | 

Bell. A Whore- maſter. 

Fend. Very conciſe. 

Let. O bealtly, impudent Creature. 

Fond. Well Sir, and what came you hither for ? 

Bell. To he wich your wife. | 

Fond. Good again A very civil Perſon this, and 
I believe ſpeaks Truth, Fond. 
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Let. Oh, inſupportable Impudence ! 

Fond. Well, Six. Pray be cover d and you 
have ——Heh ! You have finiſh'd the Matter, heh ? And 
I am, as I ſhould be, a Sort of a civil Perquiſite to a 
Whore-maſter, call'd a Czc4o/d, heh. Is it not ſo? Come, 
I'm inclining to believe every Word you ſay. 

Bell. Why, Faith I muſt confeſs, ſo I defign'd you 
| But you were a little unlucky in coming ſo ſoon, and hin- 
dred the making of your own Fortune 

Fond. Humph. Nay, if you mince the Matter once, 
ard go back of your Word; you are not the Perſon 1 
took you for. Come, come, go on boldly—— What, 
don't be aſham'd of your Profeflion——Confeſs, con- 
feſs, I ſhall love thee the better fort I ſhall, I feck 
— What, doſt think I don't know how to behave my- 
ſelf in the Employment of a Cuckold, and have been 
three Years Apprentice to Matrimony ! Come, come, 
Plain-dealing is a Jewel. | | 
Bell. Well, fince I ſee thou art a good honeſt Fel- 
low, I'll confeſs the whole Matter to thee. | 
Fond. Oh, I am a very honeſt Fellow—— You never 

lay with an honeſter Man's Wife in your Life. 
Lt. How my Heart akes! All my Comfort lies in 
his Impudence, and Heaven be prais'd, he has a con- 
ſiderable Portion. [ Hfede. 

Beil. In ſhort then, I was inform'd of the Opportunity 
of you Abſence, by my Spy, (for faith, honeſt aac. I 
have a lang Time deſign'd thee this Favour) I knew Spin- 
text was to come by your Direction. But I laid a 
Trap for him, and procured his Habit; in which I paſs d 

upon your Servants, and was conducted hither. I pre- 
tended a Fit of the Cholick, to excuſe my lying down 
upon your Bed ; hoping that when ſhe heard of it, her 
Good-nature would bring her to adminiſter Remedies 
for my Diſtew You know what might have fol- 
low'd——But ke an uncivil Perſon, you knock'd at 
the Door, before our Wife was come to me. 

Fond. Ha! This ß Apocryphal ; I may chooſe whe- 
ther I will believe it or no. : 
| Bell. That you may, faith, and I hope you wont 
believe a Word on't——But I can't help telling the 


n 5 Fond. 
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Fond. How ! would not you have me believe you, 
fay you? _. . 

Bell. No; for then you muſt of conſequence 
with your Wife, and there will be ſome —— 
ing her upon the Publick; then the Encouragement of 
a ſeparate Maintenance | 

Fond. No, no; for that matter—when ſhe and [ part, 
ſhe'll carry her ſeparate Maintenance about her. 

Let. Ah, cruel Dear, how can you be fo barbarous ? 
You'll break my Heart, if you talk of parting. [ Cxies. 

Fond. Ah, diſſemblug Vermin ! | 

Bell. How canſt thou be ſo cruel, aac ? Thou haſt 
the Heart of a Mountain-Tiger. By the Faith of a ſin- 
cere Sinner, ſhe's innocent for me. Go to him, Madam, 
* fling your ſnowy Arms about his ſtubborn Neck : bathe 
4 his relentleſs Face in your ſalt trickling Tears 
$ [She goes and hangs upon his Neck, and kiſſes him. 


| Bellmour 4:/es her Hand behind Fondlewite's Back, 
. So, a few ſoft Words, and a Kiſs, and the Man 
melts. See how kind Nature Works, and boils over 
Ty in him. | = : | | 
Let. Indeed, my Dear, I was but juſt come down 
in Stairs, when you knock'd at the Door; and the Maid 
a- told me Mr. Spintext was ill of the Cholick, upon our 
ie, Bed. And won't you ſpeak to me, cruel Mis? In- 
tv deed, I'Il die. if you don't. ; | 
& Fond. Ah! No, no, I cannot ſpeak, my Heart's ſo 
full I have been a tender Huſband, a tender Yoke. 
Fellow; you know I have But thou haſt been a 
faith!eſs Dalilab, and the Philifines —— Heh ! Art thou 
not vile and unclean, Heh ? Speak. [Weeping, 
Let. No h. f [g bing. 
Fond. Oh, that I could believe thee? 
Let. Oh, my Heart will break. [Szemirg to faint. 
Fond. Heh, how! No, ſtay, ftay, I will believe thee, 
Iwill. Pray bend her forward, Sir. 
Let. Oh! Oh! Where is my Dear ? 
Fond. Here, here; 1 do believe thee——l won't be- 
lieve my own Eyes. | 
on t Bell. For my part, I am ſo charm'd with the Love 
- the ef yr Turtle to you, that Fl! go and ſolicit Matri- 
mony with all my might and main, 1 * 
| Tena. 
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Fond. Well, well, Sir; as long as I believe it, tis 
well enough. No Thanks to you, Sir, for her Ver- 
tue.—— But, J'll ſhew you the way out of my Houſe, 
if you pleaſe. Come, my Dear. Nay, I will believe 
thee, I do, I'feck. 

Bell. See the great Bleſſing of an eaſy Faith; Opi- 
nion cannot err. 


No Huſband, by his Wife, can be deceiv'd, 
She flill is wirtuous, if ſhe's fo believ d. 


ACT YV. SCENE IL 

SCENE, The Street. 
Bellmour in Fanatick Habit, Setter, Heartwel, Lucy, 
Bell. O Eiter! Well encounter'd. 

8 Setter. Joy of your Return, Sir. Have you 
made a good Voyage; or have you brought your own 
Lading back ? : 

Bell. No, I have brought nothing but Ballaſt back 
made a delicious Voyage, Setter : and might have 
rode at Anchor in the Port till this time, but the Ene- 
my ſurpriz d us — I would unrig. 

Setter. I attend you, Sir. „ 

Bell. Ha! Is not that fleartauell at Silvia's Door ? 
Be gone quickly, I'll follow you: I would not be 
known. Pox take em, they ſtand juſt in my Way, 


$ CE NE I 
 Bellmuur, Heartwell, Lucy, 
Heart. 'M impatient till it be done. 

Lucy. Lhat may be, without troubling your- 
ſelf to go again for your Brother's Chaplain, Don't 
you ſee that 2 ng Form of Godlineſs ? 

Heart. © 2y, he's a Fanatick. I 
Lacy. An executioner qualified to do your Buſineſs. 
He has been lawfully ordain'd, 


Hart, 
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Heart. 1'll pay him well, if you'll break the Matter 


to him. 
1 I warrant you—Do you go and prepare your 
e. | 


ST TT HH WS 
Bell. UMPH, fits the Wind there ?——What a 
lucky Rogue am I! Oh, what Sport will be 


here, if I can perſuade this Wench to Secrecy ? 
Lacy. Sir: Reverend Sir. 


Bell. Madam. [ Diſcovers himſelf. 
Lucy. Now, Goodneſs have Mercy upon me ! Mr. 
Bellmeur ! is it you? 


Bell. Even I, What doſt think? 

Lacy. Think! That I ſhou'd not believe my Eyes, 
and that you are not what you ſeem to be. 

Bell. True. But to convince thee who I am, thou 
know'ſt my old Token. [ Kiſſes her. 

Lacy. Nay, Mr. Bellmour: O Lard! I believe you are 
a Parſon in good earneſt, you kiſs ſo devoutly. 

Bell. Well, your Buſineſs with me, Lucy? | 

Lucy. J had none, but through Miſtake. 

Bell. Which Miſtake you mutt go through with, Lucy 
—— Come, I know the Intrigue between Hear twe!l and 
your Miſtreſs; and you miſtook me for Tribulation 
Spintext, to marry 'em—— Ha? Are not Matters in 
this Poſture ?—Confeſs : Come, I'll be faithful; I will 
faith. What Diffide in me, Lacy? 

Lacy. Alaſs-a-day ! You and Mr. Vainlowe, between 
you, have ruin'd my poor Miſtreſs: You have made a 
Gap in her Reputation ! and can you blame her if ſhe 
make it up with a Huſband ? 1 

Bell. Well, is it as I ſay? 

Lacy, Well, it is then : But you'll be ſecret ? 

Bell. Phuh, Secret, ay ! — And to be out of thy 
Debt, I'll truſt thee with another Secret. Your Miſtreſs 
muſt not marry Heartwell, Lucy. 

Lacy. How! O Lord! 

Bell. Nay, don't be in Paſſion, Lacy: Tl pro- 
vide a fitter Huſband for her Come, here's * 
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of my Intentions for thee too; let this molify. 
ee, Ber Mony] Look you, Hear tewell 1s my 


Friend; and tho” he be blind, I muft not ſee him fall 


into the Snare, and wittingly marry a Where. 

Lacy. Whore ! I'd have you to know my Miſtreſs 

ONS mwnmmppemmG 

Bell. Nay, nay : Lock you, Lucy; there are 
Whores of as good Quality——But to the purpoſe, if 
you will give me leave to acquaint you with it Do 
you carry on the Miſtake of me: I'll marry em 
Nay, don't pauſe; If you do, I {poil ail. — 


I have ſome private Reaſons for what I do, which I'll 


tell you within. In the mean iime, I promiſe, — 
and rely upon me. to help your Miſtreſs to a Huſ- 


band: Nay, and thee too, LA Here's my Hand, 


I will ; with a freſh Aſſurance. (Ge her more Mony. 
Lacy. Ah. the Devil is not ſo cunning You 
know my eaſy Nature Well, for cnce I'll venture 


to ſerve you; but it you do deceive me, the Curſe of all 


kind, tender-hearted Women light upon you. 
Bell. That's as much as to ſay, The Pox tale 16. 
SCE N E IV. l 
 __ Vainlove, Sharper, and Setter. 

SBarp. YUST now, ſay you, gone in with Lacy ? 
Ser. I ſaw him, ſtood at the Corner 
where you found me, and over-heard all they ſaid : Mr. 
Belimour ir to marry 'em. 

Sharp. Ha, Ha; 'twill be a pleaſant Cheat. 
I'll plague Heartwe!! when I ſee him. Pr'ythee Frank, 
let's teaze him; make him fret till he foam at the 
Mouth, and diſgorge his Matrimonial Oath with Inte- 

* Come, thou' rt 2 4 

et. [To Sharper.] Sir, a Word with you. 

Vain. ſwears ſhe has forſworn the Letter 
I'm ſure he tells me Truth; but I am not ſure ſhe 
told him Truth— Yet ſhe was unaffectedly con- 
cern'd, he ſays; and often bluſh'd with Anger and Sur- 

ze; And ſo I remember in the Park She 

E Renton, if I wrong her I begin to doubt. 


21 
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Sharp. Say'ft thou fo! | 

Setter. This Afternoon, Sir, about an Hour before 
my Maſter receiv'd the Letter. 

Sharp. In my Conſcience, like enough. 

Setter. Ay, I know her, Sir: at leaſt, Pm ſure I can 
fiſh it out of her: She's the very Sluice to her Lady's 
Secrets: Tis but ſetting her Mill a going, and I can 
drain her of 'em all. | 

' Sharp. Here, Frank, your Blood-Hound has made 
out the Fault: This Letter, that ſo ſticks in thy Maw 
is counterfeit ; only a Trick of Silvia in revenge, con- 
tri ved by Lucy. 5 5 

Vain. Ha! It has a Colour——But how do you 
know it, Sirrah ? 

Setter. I do ſuſpect as much; — becauſe why, Sir, 
—sðbe was pumping me about how your Worſhip's 
Affairs ſtood toward Madam Artaminta; as when you 
had ſeen her laſt? when you were to fee her next? and, 
where you were to be found at that time? and ſuch like. 

Vain, And where did you tell her? | 

Setter. In the Piazza. a 5 

Vain. There I receiv'd the Letter It muſt be ſo 
And why did you not find me out, to tell me this 

before, Sort? | | 

Setter. Sir, I was pimping for Mr. Bellmour. . 

Sharp. You were well employ'd : —l think there is 
no Odjection to the Excuſe. | 

Vain. Pox o'my ſaucy Credulity If I have loft 
her, I deſerve it. But if Confeſſion and Repentance 
vor" of force, I'll win her, or weary her into a Forgive- 
Sharp. Methinks I long to ſee Bellmoxr come forth. 


=» + © 6 4 
Sharper, Bellmour, Setter. 


Setter. AL K of the Devil —See where he comes. 
Sharp. Hugging himſelf in his proſperous 
Miſchief No real Fanacick can look better pleas'd 
after a ſucceſsful Sermon of Sedition. | 
Bell. Sharper ! Fortify thy Spleen: Such a Jeſt! 
Speak when thou art ready. aa 
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Sharp. Now, were I ill-natnr'd, would I utterly diſ- 
- appoint thy Mirth ; Hear thee tell thy mighty Jeſt, 
with as much Gravity as a Biſhop hears Venereal Cauſes 
in the Spiritual Court: Not ſo much as wrinkle my 
Face with one Smile, but let thee look fimply, and 
laugh by thyſelf. | 
Bell. Paw, no; I have a better Opinion of thy 
Wit——Gad, I defy thee. | 
Sharp. Were it not loſs of Time, you ſhould make 
the Experiment. But honeſt Setter, here over-heard you 
with Lucy, and has told me all. 
Bell. Nay then, I thank thee for not putting me out 
of Countenance. But, to tell you ſom: thing you don't 
know —- I got an Opportunity (after I had marry d em) 
of diſcovering the Cheat to Silvia. She took it at firit, 
as another Woman would like the Diſappointment ; but 
my Promiſe to make her amends quickly with another 
Huſband, ſomewhat pacify'd her. 


| Sharp. But how the Devil do you think to acquit 


1 of your Promiſe? Will you marry her your- 
=_7 - 


Bell. T have no ſuch Intentions at preſent—Pr'ythee, 


wilt thou think a little for me ? I am ſure the ingenious 
Mr. Setter will aſſiſt. 
Setter. O Lord, Sir! | 
Bell. I'll leave him with you, and go ſhift my Habit. 


Sharper, Setter, Sir Joſeph and Bluffe. 


Sharp En Sure, Fortune has ſent this Fool hither 
on Purpoſe. Setter, ſtand cloſe ; ſeem not to 
obſerve em; and, hark-ye [A biſpers. 
Bluff. Fear him not. I am pre par d for him now; 
and he ſhall find he might have fer rouz'd a ſiceping 
Lion, | 
Sir Fo. Huſh, huſh : Don't you ſee him? 
Bluff. Shew him to me. — Where is he ? 
Sir 7o. Nay, don't ſpeak ſo loud don't jeſt, as 
I did a little while ago Look yonder A- 
he ſhould hear the Lion roar, he'd cudgel him ___ 
| » 


A-gad, if 
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Aſs, and his primitive Braying. Don't you remember 
the Story in AZ/op's Fables, Bully? A-gad, there are 
good Morals to be pick'd out of ſep's Fables, let me 
tell you that; and Renard the Fox too. | 

Bluff. Damn your Morals. 

Sir Fo. Pr'ythee don't ſpeak ſo loud. 

Bluff. Damn your Morals, I muſt revenge th* Aﬀront 
done to my Honour. | [a @ low Voice. 

Sir Fo. Ay ; do, do, Captain, if you think fitting. — 
You may diſpoſe of your own Fleſh as you think fitting, 
d'ye ſee:— But by the Lord Harry, I'll leave you. 

[ Stealing axvay upon his Tip. toes. 

Bluff. Prodigious What, will you forſake your 
Friend in Extremity! You can't in Honour refuſe to 
carry him a Challenge. 

[ Almoſt whiſpering, and treading ſefily after him. 

Sir Fo. Pr'ythee, what do you ſee in my Face, that 
looks as if I would carry a Challenge? Honour is your 
Province, Captain; take it all the World kno' 
me to be a Knight, and a Man of Worſhip. | 

Setter. I warrant you, Sir, I'm inſtructed. 

Sharp. Impoflible ! Araminta take a liking to a Fool! 

g Aloud. 

Setter. Her Head runs on nothing elſe, nor — can 
talk of nothing e:ſe. 

Sharp. I know ſhe commended him all the while we 
were in the Park ; but thought it had been only to 
make Vainlaue jealous. 

Sir Fo. How's this! Good Bully, hold your Breath 
and let's hearken. A gad, this muſt be . 

Sharp. Death, it can't be. —An Oaf, an Idiot, a 
Wittal. 

op Fo. Ay, now it's out; 'tis I, my own individual 
on. 

Sharp. A Wretch, that has flown for Shelter to the 
loweſt Shrub of Mankind, and ſeeks Protection from a 
blaſted Coward. 

Sir Jo. That's you, Hu. Back. 

Bluffe frowns upon Sir Joſeph. 

Sharp. She has given Yain/oave her Promiſe to marry 
him before to-morrow Morning. [las ſhe not? 

W | [Ta Setter. 
Setter. 
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Setter. She has Sir; And I have it in Charge to 
attend her all this Evening, in order to conduct her to 


the Place appointed. i 
Sharp. Well, I'll go and ir. form your Maſter; and 


do you preſs her to make all the Haſte imaginable. 
TT HW a WW 
Setter, Sir Joſeph, Bluffe. 
Setter. XIX Ere I a Rogu 


e now, what a noble Prize 
| could I diſpoſe of! A good Pinnace, rich- 
ly laden, and to lanch forth under my auſpicious Con- 
voy. Twelve thouſand Pounds and all her Rigging ; 
beſides what lies conceal'd under Batches—— Ha! All 
this committed to my Care !— Avaunt Temptation — 
Setter, ſhew thyſelf a Perſon of Worth ; be true to thy 
Truſt, and be reputed honeſt. Reputed honeſt! Hum: 
Is that all? Ay: For to be honeſt is nothing; the Re- 
pautation of it is all. Reputation ! what have ſuch poor 
| os as | todo with Reputation? tis above us; and 
for Men of Quality, they are above it; ſo that Reputa- 
tion is e'en as fooliſh a Thing as Honeſty. And for 
my Part, if I meet Sir Jeſepb with a Purſe of Gold in 
his Hand, I'Il diſpoſe of mine to the beſt Advantage. 
Sir Jo. Heh, heh. heh : Here tis for you, Faith, 
Mr. Setter. Nay, I'll take you at your Word. 
[Chink:ng a Purſe. 


Setter. Sir Joſeph and the Captain too! undone, un- 


done! I'm undone, my Maſter's undone, my Lady's 
_ undone, and all the Buſineſs is undone. Ret 
Sir Fo. No, no, never fear, Man, the Lady's Buſi- 

ne's ſhall be done. What-— Come, Mr. S. zter, I have 
 over-heard all, and to ſpeak, is but Loſs of Time; 
but if there be cccaſion, let theſe worthy Gentlemen 
intercede for me. [Gives him Gold. 

Setter. O Lord, Sir, what d'ye mean ? Corrupt my 
Honeſty. They have indeed very perſuading Faces. 


Sir Fo. 'Tis too little, there's more, Man. There 
take all —— No W- | | 


Setter. 
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Setter, Well. Sir Feſepb, you have ſuch a winning 
Way with 70 | | : 

Sir Fo. And how, and how, Setter, dil the 
little Rogue look, when the talk d of Sir Jojzph? Did 
not her Eyes twinkle, and her Mouth water? Did not 
ſhe pull up her little Bubbies ? And-——A-gad, I'm fo 
ma, ogy _ _ down her Belly? and then 
ſte e to tie er Garter, when the was thinking ting of 
94 Love? Heh, Serter / 

Setter. Oh, yes, Sir. - = 

Sir Jo. How now, Bully? What, melancholy, be- 
cauſe I'm in the Lady's Favour ?——{\o Matter, I'll 
make your Peace— i know they were a little ſmart 
upon you———But I warrant, I'll bring you into the 
Lady's good Graces. 

Blaff. Pihaw, I have Petitions to ſhew, from other- 
gueſs Toys than ſhe Look here; theſe were ſent me 
this Morning— There, read, [Sheaws Letters.] That 
That's a Scrawl of Quality, Here, here's from a 
Counteſs too. Hum No, hold that's from 
a Knight's Wife, ſhe ſent it me by her Huſband —— 
But here, both theſe are from Perſons of great Quality. 

Sir Jo. They are either from Perſons of great Qua- 
ty, or no Quality at all, tis ſuch a damn'd ugly 
Hand 


[While Sir Joſeph reads, Bluffe whiſpers Setter. 
Setter. Captain, I would do any Thing to ſerve you; 
but this is ſo difficult 
Bluff. Not at all. Don't I know him ? 
Setter. You'll remember the Conditions 
Bluff. Vl give't you under my Hand 


In 


the mean Time, here's Earneft. [Gives him Maney.] 
Come, Knight, I'm capitula: ing with Mr. Setter for 


you. 3 
Sir Fo. Ah, honeſt Setter ;—Sirrab, Pll give thee 
my thang but a Night's Lodging. 


SCENE 
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SCENE VIII. 
Sharper tugging in Heartwell. 
Sharp. AY, pr'ythee leave Railing, and come 
along with me; May be ſhe mayn't be 
within. Tis but to yond* Corner-Houſe. 
Heart. Whither ? "Vhither ? Which Corner-Houſe ? 
_ Sharp. Why, there. The two white Poſts. 

Heart. And who would you viſit there, ſay you? 
(Oons, how any ifcart akes.) . 

Sharp. P'ſhaw, thou'rt fo troubleſome and inquiſitive.- 
Why, I'll tell you; Tis a young Creature that Vainlovt 
debauch'd, and has forſaken. Did you never hear 
Bellmour chide him about Silvia? 

Heart. Death, and Hell, and Marriage ! 79 

8 Aſide. 

Sharp. Why thou art as muſty as a new-marry'd Man, 
that had found his Wife knowing the firſt Night. 

Heart. Hell, and the Devil ! Does he know it ? But, 
hold If he ſhould not, I were a Fool to diſcover 
it- I'll diſſemble and try him. [ Aſide.] Ha, ha, ha. 
Why, Tom, is that ſuch an Occafion of Melancholy ? 
Is it ſuch an uncommon Miſchief ? 

Sharp. No, faith; I believe not.—Few Women, 
but have their Year of Probation, before they are 
_cloiſter'd in the narrow Joys of Wedlock. But, pr'ythee 
come along with me, or [I'll go and have the Lady to 
myſelf. B*w'y George. [ Going. 

Heart. O Torture! How he racks and tears me 
Death ! Shall I own my Shame, or wittingly let him go 
and whore my Wife? No, that's inſupportable — Oh, 
Sharper! 

Sharp. How now ? | 
Heart. Oh, I am marry d. 
Sharp. (Now hold Spleen.) Marry'd! 
Heart. Certainly, irrecoverably marry'd. 
Sharp. Heav'n forbid, Man! How long? 
Heart. Oh, an Age, an Age! I have b 


marry'c 


Sher 
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SY old Batchelor marry'd ! That were a Jeſt, 
a ha, ha. 

Heart. Death ! D'ye mock me? Heark ye, if either 
you eſteem my Friendſhip, or your own Safety. 
Come not near that Houſe that Corner-Houſe —— 
that hot Brothel. Aſk no Queſtions. 

Sharp. Mad by this Light, 

Thus Grief ſtill treads upon the Heels of Pleaſure : 
Marry'd in haſte, we may repent at Leiſure. 


| Sharper, Setter. 
Setter. ONE by Experience find thoſe words miſ- 
. 5 | 

At Leif 12 they repent in haſte. 
As I ſuppoſe my Maſter Heartauell. 

Sharp. Here again, my Mercury / | 

Setter. Sublimate, if you pleaſe, Sir: I think my At- 
ehievements do deſerve the Epithet Mercury was 
a Pimp too, but though I bluſh to own it at this Time, 
I muit confeſs I am ſomewhat fall'n from the Dignity 
of my Function, and do condeſcend to be ſcandalouſſy 
employ'd in the Promotion of yulgar Matrimony. 

Sharp. As how, dear dexterous Pimp? 

Setter. Why, to be brief, for I have weighty Affairs 
depending Our Stratagem ſucceeded as you in- 
tended Buß turns arrant Traitor; bribes me to 
make a private Conveyance of the Lady to him, and 
put a Sham-Settlement upon Sir Jeſepb. | 

Sharp. O Rogue! Well, but I hope 

Setter. No, no; never fear me, Sir I privately 
inform'd the Knight of the Treachery ; who has — 
qu _< to be cheated, that the Captain may be ſo 
m realty, —_ 

Sharp. Where's the Bride ? 

Setter. Shifting Clothes for the Purpoſe, at a Friend's 
Houſe of mine. Here's Company coming; if you'll 
walk this Way, Sir, I'll tell you. | 


D SCENE 
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SCENE TX. 
Bellmour, Belinda, Araminta, ad Vainlove. 
* O0 'twas Frenzy all: Cannot you forgive it ?-. 
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Men in Madneſs have a Title to your Pity. 

[To Araminta, 
Aram. Which they Forfeit, when they are re- 
ſtor'd to their Senſes. | 
Vain. I am not preſuming beyond a Pardon. 
Aram. You who cou'd reproach me with one Coun. 
terfeit, how infolent would a real Pardon make you! 
But there's no need to forgive what is not worth my 


er. | 
elin. O my Conſcience, I cou'd find in my Heart to 
marry thee, y to be rid of thee——At leaft, thou 
art ſo troubleſome a Lover, there's Hopes thou'lt make 
a more than ordinary quiet Huſband. [To Bellmour. 

Bell. Say you fo———TIs that a Maxim among ye? 

Belin. Yes: You fluttering Men of the Mode have 


made Marriage a mere French Diſh. - 
Bell. IJ hope there's no French Sauce. 7/2 
Belin. You are fo curious in the P ation, that is, 


your Courtſhip, one wou'd think you meant a noble 
ntertainment—— But when we come to feed, tis all 
Froth and poor, but in ſhow. Nay, often, only Re- 
mains, which have been I know not how many Times 
warm' d for other Company, and at laſt ſerv'd up cold 
to the Wife. | © 

Bell. That were a miſerable Wretch indeed, who 
| eould not afford one warm Diſh for the Wife of his 
Boſom —— But you timorous Virgins form a dreadful 
Chimzra of a Huſband, as of a Creature contrary to that 
ſoft, humble, pliant, eaſy Thing, a Lover ; ſo gueſs at 
Plagues in Matrimony, in Oppoſition to the Pleaſures 
of Courtſhip, Alas! Courtſhip to iage, is but as 
the Mufick in the Play-Houſe, till the Curtain's drawn; 
bat that once up, then opens the Scene of Pleaſure. 

Belkin. Oh, — Rather, Courtſhip to Mar- 


nage, as a very witty Prologue to a very dull Play. 
SCENE 
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[To them] Sharper. 
Sharp LIIS T.— Bellmoay : If you'll bring the 
Ladies, make haſte to S:/via's Lodgings, 

before Heartavell has fretted himſelf out of Breath. 


Bell. You have an Opportunity now, Madam, to 


revenge yourſelf upon Heartauell, for affronting your 
Squirrel. 85 [To Belinda. 

Helin. O the filthy rude Beaſt. 

Aram. "Tis a lafling Quarrel : I think he has never 
been at our Houſe ſince. 

Bell. But give yourſelves the Trouble to walk to that 
Corner-Houie, and 1'il tell you by the Way what may 
divert and ſurprize you. 


EN E II. 
S CE N E, Silvia's Ladgings. 
Heartwell nd Hey. | 


Heart. One forth, ſay you, with her Maid ! 
Boy. There was a Man too that fetch'd 
Setter, | think they cail'd him. 


'em out 


camn'd Strumpet! Cou'd ſhe not contain herſelf on her 
Wedding Day ! Not hold out 'till Night! O curſed 
State! How wice we err, when apprehenſive of the 
Load of Life! | 


6 * 


| We hope to find | 
That Help which Nature meant in Womankind, 5 
To Man that ſupplemental Self defign'd; 

And Adam, ſure, con d wi'h more Eaſe abide 

The Bone when broken, than when made a Bride. 
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Heart. Soh —— That precious Pimp too — Damn'd, 
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SCENE XxI 


[To FEM J Bellmour, Belinda, Vainlove, Araminta, F. 


Bell. OW George, what Khyming ! I thought the hy 
| Chimes of Verſe were pait, when once the hz 
doleful Marriage Knell was rung 

Heart. Shame and Conſuſion. I am expoſed. 

| ; [ Vainlove and Araminta zalk apart, 
Belin. Joy, Joy, Mr. Bridegrcom ; I give you Joy, Sir, 
Heart. I is not in thy Nature to give me Joy A 
Woman can as ſoon give Immortality. 
Belin. Ha, ha, ha, O Gad, Men grow ſuch Clowns 
when they are marry'd. | 

ell. That they are fit for no Company but their 711 
Wives. | 

Helin. Nor for them neither, in a little time - I ſwear 
at the Month's end, you ſhall hardiy find a marry'd Man, 
that will do a civil thing to his Wife, or ſay a civil thing 
to any body elſe. How he looks already! Ha, ha, ha, 

Bill. Ha, ha, Wd. -- 

Heart. Death, Am I made your laughing Stock ? For 
you, Sir, I ſhall find a time; but take off your Waſp here, 
or the Clown may grow boiſterous, I have a Fly-Flap, 
Belin. You have occaſion for't, your Wife has been 

blown upon. | 

Bell. That's home. ; 

Heart. Not Friends or Furies could have added to my 
Vexation, or any thing, but another Woman— You've 
rack'd my Patience; be gore, or by 

Bell. Hold, hold, Wnat the Devil, thou wilt not 
draw upon a Woman | | 

Vain. What's the Matter? | L 

Aram. Bleſs me! What have you done to him? 

Belin. Only touch'd a gall'd Beaſt till he winch'd. 

Vain. Belimour, give it over; you vex him too much: 


76 


er 
"tis all ſerious to him. | * } 
B. lin. Nay, I ſwear, I begin to pity him myſelf. C 
Heart. Damn your Pity— But let me be calm a lit and 
ile How have I deſerv'd this of you? Any of ye 4. 
Sir, have I umpair'd the Honour of your Houſe, pro 1... 


mos 
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mis'd your Siſter Marriage, and whor'd her! Wherein 
have I injur'd you? Did 1 _ a Phyfician to your 
Father when he lay expiring, and endeavour to prolong 
his Life, and you one and twenty ? Madam, 4 
had an Opportunity with you and balk'd it? Did you 
ever offer me the Favour that I refus'd it? Or 

Belin. Oh foh | What does the filthy Fellow mean ? 
Lard, let me be gone. 


ſerv'd. | 

Bell. This is a little ſcurrilous tho”. 

Fain. Nay, tis a Sore of your own ſeratehing 
Well, G-orge, | 5 

Heart. Vou are the principle Cauſe of all my preſent 
Iils. If Silvia had not been your Miſtreſs, my Wife 
might have been honeſt. 

Vain. And if Silvia had not been your Wife, my 
Miſtreſs might have been juſt — There we are even — 
but have a good Heart, 1 heard of your Misfortune, 
and come to your Relief. 

Heart. When Execution's over, you offer a Reprieve. 

Vain. What would you give? 


Heart. Oh! Any thing, every thing, a Leg, or two, 
or an arm, yay, I would be divorced from my Virility, 


to be divorc from my Wife. 
SCENE XV: 
[Teen] Sharper. 


Fain. WD Aith, that's a ſure way ——But here's one can 


ſell you freedom better cheap. 

Sharp. Vainlove, I have been a kind of a God- father 
to you, yonder. I have promiſed and vow'd ſome 
things in your Name, which I think you are bound to 
perform. 

Vuin. No ſigning to a Blank, Friend. 

Sharp. No, I'll deal fairly with you 


"Tis a full 


and free Diſcharge to Sir Jef Mittal and Captain 


Blujje ; tor all injuries whatſoever, done unto „ou by 


nem, until the preſent Date hereof— How ſay you ? 


D 3 | Farz. 


Aram. Hang me, if I pity you; you are right enough 
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Vain. Agreed. 

Sharp. Then, let me beg theſe Ladies to wear their 

Naſks a Moment. Come in, Gentlemen and Ladies. 

Heart. What the Devil's all this to me ! | 

Fain, Patience. 


SCENE, The lf. 
[To them] Sir Joſeph, Bluffe, Silvia, Lucy, Setter. 
 Blif. A LL Injurics whatſoever, Mr. Sharper. 
Sir Fo. Ay, ay, whatſoever, Captain, flick 
to that ; whatſoever. 
Sharp. Tis done, theſe Gentlemen are Witneſſes to 
the general Releaſe. | 
Vain. Ay, ay, to this Inſtant Moment —— ! have 
paſs d an Act of Oblivion. 
Bluff. "Tis very generous, Sir, fince I needs muſk 
own 5 
Sir Jo. No, no, Captain, you need not own, heh, 
heh, heh, *Tis I muſt own 
Bluff.——That you are over-reach'd too, ha, ha, ha, 


only a little Art military uſed -— only undermined, 


or fo, as ſhall appear by the fair Araminta, my Wite's 
Permiffion. Oh, the Devil, cheated at laſt ! 
[Lucy Unmaſks. 
Sir Jo. Only a little Art- military Trick, Captain, 
only countermin'd, or fo Mr. Vainlowe, J ſup- 
poſe you know whom I have got now, but all's 
forgiven. 
Vain. I know whom you have not got; pray Ladies 
convince hum. [ Aram. and Belin. anmaſt. 
Sir Fo. Ah! O Lord, my Heart akes—— Ah Seiter, 
a Rogue of all _ 1 5 
Sharp. Sir Foſ#ph, you had better have pre enga 
this r Rs: For though Yainlowe be io 
generous to forgive the loſs of his Miſtreſs — I know 
not how Heartawell may take the loſs of his Wife. 
| f Silvia wnmasks. 
Heart. My Wife! By this Light tis ſhe, the very 
Cockatrice — Oh Sharper / Let me embrace thee 
Bat art thou ſure ſhe is really marry'd to him? 


* 
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Setter. Really and lawfully marry'd, I am Witneſs. 

Sharp. Bellmour will unriddle to you. | 
LHeartwell goes to Bellmour. 

Sir Fo. Pray, Madam, who are you ? For I find, you 
and I are like to be better acquainted. 

Silky. The worſt of me, is, that I am your Wife — 

Sharp. Come, Sir Joſeph, your Fortune is not ſo bad 
as your fear A fine Lady, and a Lady of very 
good Quality. Og e 

Sir Fo. Thanks to my Knighthood, ſhe's a Lady 

Vain. That deſerves a Fool with a better Title 
Pray uſe her as my Relation, or you ſhall hear on't. 

Bluff. What, are you a Woman of Quality too, 
Spouſe ? 

Setter. And my Relation; pray let her be reſpected 
accordingly ——Well, honeſt Lucy, fare thee well 
think you and I have been Play-fellows off and on, 
any time this ſeven Years. | | 

Lucy. Hold your prating——Tm thinking what Vo- 
cation I ſhall follow while my Spouſe is planting Laurels 
in the Wars. LOBES | 

Bluff. No more Wars, Spouſe, no more Wars 
While I plant Laurels for my Head abroad, I may find 
the Branches ſprout at home, ER 

Heart. Bellmour, IJ approve thy Mirth, and thank 
thee—And I cannot in Gratitade (for I ſee which way 
thou art going) ſee thee fall into the ſame Snare, out of 
which thou haſt deliver'd me. 5 

Bell. I thank thee, George, for thy good Intention 
But there is a Fatality in Marriage For I find I'm 
reſolute. 

Heart. Then good Counſel will be thrown away upon 
you—— For my part, I have once eſcap'd And 
— I wed again, may ſhe be Ugly, as an old 

awd. 


Vain. IIl-natur'd, as an old Maid 
Bell. Wanton as a young Widow ——— 
Sharp. And jealous as a barren Wife. 
Heart. Agreed. 
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Bell. Well; Midſt of theſe dreadful Denunciation+ 
and notwithſtanding the Warning and Example before 
me, I commit myſelf to laſting Durance. 
Belin. Priſoner, make much of your Fetters. 
Giving her Hand. 
Bell. Frank, Will you keep us in — — * 
Vain. May I preſume to hope fo great a Bletling ? 
| ram. We had better take the Advantage of a little 
of our Friends Experience firſt. | 
Bell. O my Conſcience ſhe dare not Conſent, for fear 
he ſhou'd recant. [4/ide.] Well, we ſhall have your 
Company to Church in the Morning=—— May be it may 
get you an Appetite to ſee us fall before ye, Setter, did 
not you tell me? g 
Setter. They're at the Door: Pl! call em in 


= a -”* © © By I 
Bell. Now ſet me forward on a Journey for Life 
Come take your Fellow Travellers. Old George, I'm 
| ſorry to ſee thee ſtill plod on alone. 
Heart. cmd ane Plumes and gingling Bells made 
proud, | 
Thy — 7 Beaſt ſets forth, and neighs aloud. 
A Morning-Sun his Tinſell'd Harneſs gilds, 
And the firſt Stage a Down-Hill Green-ſword 
yields. 1 
But, O 
What ruggid Ways attend the Noon of Life! 


(Our Sun declines,) and with what anxious Strife, 
What Pain we tug that galling Load, a Wife. 
All Courſers the firſt Heat with Vigour run; 
But 'tis with Whip and Spur the Race is won. 
| | [ Exeunt omn:s, 
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EPILOGUE. 


Spoken by Mrs. Barry. 


S @ raſh Girl, who will all Hazards run, 

End be enjoy'd tho ſure to be undone; 
Soon as her Curioſity is over, 

Would give the World fhe could her Toy recover: 

So fares it with our Poet ; and I'm ſont 
To tell you, he already dees repent. 

Would you were all as forward, to keep Lent. 

Now the Deeds done, the Giach. thing has Leiſure 

To think o'th' Sting, that's in the Tail of Pleaſure. 
Methinks I hear him in Conſideration, | 

What will the World fay? Where's my Reputation 9 
Now that's at flake—— No Foal, tis out o Faſhion. 
IF boſs of that ſhould follow Want of Wit, 

How many undone Men were in the Pit! 

Why that's ſome Comfort, to an Author's Fears, 

If he's an Aſi, he will be try'd by's Peers. 

But bold I am exceeding my Commiſſion ; 

My 2 here, was humbly to Petition: 

But wwe're fo us'd to rail on theſe Occaſions, 

I could not help one Trial of your Patience: 

Far tis our way (you know) for fear 0'th' worſt, 
To be beforehand ſtill, and cry Fool firſt. 

How ſay you, Sparks ? How do you fland affected? 
I ſbear, young Bays within is fo dejected, 


Ta A 


| 
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EPILOGUE. 
Tuon'd grieve your Hearts to ſee him ; Hall 1 call him? 
But thex you cruel Critics would ſo maul hin ! 

Tet, may be, you'll encourage a Beginner ; 

But how? —— Fuft as the Devil does a Sinner. 
Wamen and Wits are us d een much at one, 

You gain your End, and damn em when. eue dine. 
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Till his Preſumption fc am away in R. 
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THE 


PROVOK'D WIFE. 


Abt t d e e nn 
ACT 1. 
SCENE, Sir John Brute's Houſe. 


Enter Sir John, ſolus. 


WXILH HAT cloying Meat is Love——when 
oY 2 Matrunony's the Sauce to it? Two 
&f W Years Marriage has debauch'd my five 
15 * Ro 2 n 3 

hin ear, every Thing I, 

K. K Ie — I ſwell, and every Thing 
I taſte methinks has Wife in't. No Boy was ever 
ſo weary of his Tutor, no Girl of her Bib, no Nun of 
doing Penance, or old Maid of being chaſte, as I am 
of being married. Sure there's a ſecret Curſe entail'd 
upon the very Name of Wife. My Lady is a young 
Lady, a fine Lady, a witty Lady, a virtuous Lady— 
and yet I hate her. There is but one Thing on Earth 
I loath beyond her: That's fighting. Would my Cou- 
rage come up to a fourth Part of my IIl- nature, I'd 
ſtand buff to her Relations, and thruſt her out of Doors. 
But Marriage has ſunk me down to ſuch an Ebb 
. — 
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of Reſolution, I dare not draw my Sword, tho' even 
to get rid of my Wife. But here ſhe comes. 
| Enter Lady Brute, 

I.. B. Do you dine at Home to Day, Sir 2 n? 

vir F. Why, do you expect I ſhould tell you what 
J don't know myſelf ? 

L. B. I thought there was no Harm in aſking you. 

Sir J. If thinking wrong were an Excuſe for Im- 
pertinence, Women might be juſtify'd in moſt Things 
they ſay or do. 

L. B. I'm ſorry I have ſaid any ng to diſpleaſe 


vou. 
Sir F. Sorrow for Things paſt, is of as little Im- 


p<rtance to me, as my dining at Home or Abroad 


Gught to be to you. 


L. B. My Enquiry was only that 1 might have pro- 
vided what you lik'd. 


Sir J. Six to four you had been in the Wrong there 


again; for what I 1:k'd Yeſterday I don't like To- day, 
and what L like To. day, tis Odds I mayn't like To- 
morrow. | 

L. B. But if I had aſh'd you what you lik'd ? 

Sir J. Why then there would be more ang about 
it than the Thing i 15 worth. 

L. B. I wiſh I did but know how I might e plate 

ou, 
, Sir J. Ay, but that Sort of Knowledge is not a 
Wife's Talent. 

L. B. Whate'er my Talent is, I'm ſure my Will hes 
ever been to make yuu eaſy. 

Sir 7. If Women were to have their Wille, the 
World wou'd Le finely govern'd. 

L B. What Reaſon have I given you to uſe me as 
| you do of late? It once was 0: lern ile: You married 
me for Love. 

Sir J. And you me for Money: So you have your 
Reward, and I have mine. 

L. B. What is it that diſturbs you. 

Sir F. A Paricn, 

| | IL. J. 


= ""Y bs oo — — 
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IL. B. Why, what has he done to you ? 
Sir F. He has married me. Exit Sir John. 

Lady Brute, cla. | 

The Devil's in the Fellow, I think. I was told 
before I married him, that thus *rwou'd be: But 1 
thought I had Charms enough to govern him ; and 
that where there was an Eſtate, a Woman muſt neec s 


be happy: So my Vanity has deceiv'd me, and my 


Ambition has made m2 uneaſy. But there's ſome Com- 
fort ſtill ; if one would be reveng'd of him, theſe are 
good Times; a Woman may have a Gallant, and a 
teparate Maintenance too The ſarly Puppy 
yet he's a Fool for't: For hitherto he has been no 
Monſter : But who knows how far he may provoke 
me ? I never lov'd kim, yet I have been ever true to 
bim; and that, in ſpite of all the Attacks of Art and 
Nature upon a poor weak Woman's Heart, in favcrr 
of a tempting Lover. Methinks ſo noble a Defence 
as I have made, ſhou'd be rewarded with a better Uſage 
—— Cr ho can tel! Perhaps a good Part of 
what I fuſer from my Huſband, may be a Judgment 
upon me for my Cruelty to my Lover Lord, with 
what Pleaſure cou'd I indulye that 'Thought, were 
there but a Poſſibility of finding Arguments to make 
it good |. And how co 1 know but there may 
Let me ſce What oppoles !——— My matri- 
monial Vow Why, what did I vow? I think 1 
promis'd to be true to my Huſband. Well; and he 
— to be kind to me: But he han't kept his 
Wor Why then I'm abiolv'd from mine. O, but 
that Condition was not expreſt—— No matter, "was 
underſtood. Well, by all I fee, if I a gue the Matter a 
little longer with mylelf, I ſhan't nnd fo many Big - 
bears in the Way, as I thought I ſhou'd. Lord, wha: 
fine Notions of Virtre do we Women take up upon 
the Credit of old foolith Philolopaers! Virtue's its 
own Reward, Virtue's this, Virtue's that —— Viue's 
an Ass, and a Gallant's worth toity on't. 


A . Eat. 
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L. Z. Good-morrow, dear Couſin. 

Bel. Good-morrow, Madam, you look pleas'd this 
Morning. 

L. B. I am ſo. 

Bel. With what, pray? 

L. B. With my Huſband, 

Bel. Drown Huſbands ; for yours is a provoking 
Fellow: As he went out juſt now, I prayed him to tell 
me what Time of Day 'twas; and he aſk'd me if I 
took him for the Church-Clock, that was oblig'd to 
tell all the Pariſh. 

L. B. He has been ſaying ſome good obliging 
Things to me too. In ſhort, Belinda, he has us'd me 
ſo barbarouſly of late, that I cou'd almoft reſolve 
to play the downright Wife —and cuckold him. 

Bel. That wou'd be downright indeed. 

L. B. Why, after all, there's more to be ſaid for't 
_ you'd imagine, Child. He is the firſt Aggreſſor, 
not 1. | | 
4 _ Ah, but you know, we muſt return Good for 

. 

L. B. That may be a Miſtake in the Tranſlation 
Prithee be of my Opinion, Belinda; for I'm poſitive 
I'm in the right; and if you'll keep up the Preroga- 
tive of a Woman, you'll likewiſe be poſitive you are 
in the right, whenever you do any Thing you have 
a Mind to. But I ſhall play the Fool and jeſt on, till 
I make you begin to think I'm in earneſt. 


Bel. 1 ſhan't take the Liberty, Madam, to think of 


any Thing that you deſire to keep a Secret from me. 
L. B. Alas, my Dear, I have no Secrets. My 
Heart cou'd never yet confine my Tongue. 
Bel. Your Eyes, you mean; for I'm ſure I have 
ſeen them gadding, when your Tonge has been lo-k'd 
up ſafe enough. 


L. B. My Eyes gadding ! Prithee after who, Child? 


Bel. Why, after one that thinks you hate him, as 
much as I know you love him. _ 
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L. B. Conflant you mean. 

Bel. I do ſo. 

L. B. Lord, what ſhou'd put ſuch a Thang into 
our Head: 

Bel. That which puts Things into moſt People's 
Heads, Obſervation. 

L B. Why, what have you obſerv'd, in the Name 
of Wonder ? 

Bel. J have obſerv'd you bluſh when y you met him; 
force yourſelf away from him; and then be out of 
Humour with every Thing about you: In a Word, 
never was a poor Creature ſo ſpurr'd on by Deſire, or 

fo rein'd in with Fear ! 

I.. B. How ſtrong is Fancy! 

Bel. How weak is Woman ! 

L. B. Prithee, Niece, have a better Opinion of- 
your Aunt's Inclination. 

Biel. Dear Aunt, have a better Opinion of your 
Niece's Underſtanding. 

L. B. Vou'll make me angry. 

Bel. You'll make me laugh. 

L. 3. Then you are reſolw'd to perſiſt 1 

Bel. Poſitively. 

L. B. And all I can fey 

Bel. Will fignify nothing. 

L. B. Tho” I ſhould ſwear 'twere ſalſe 

Bel. I ſhould think it true. 7 

L. B. Then let us forgive, [( ng her] for we 
have both offended : I, in making a Secret, you, in 
diſcov'ring it. 

Bel. Good-Nature may do much: But you have 
more Reaſon to forgive one, than I have to proven 

dother. 

L. B. Tis true, Belinda, you have given me ſo 
many Proofs of your Friendſhip, that my Reſerve has 
been indeed a Crime: But that you may more eaſily | 
forgive me, remember, Child, that when our Nature 
prompts us to a Thing our Honour and Religion have 
forbid us; we wou'd (wer't poſſible) conceal, 2 

| rom 
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om the Soul itſelf, the Knowledge of the Body's 
Weakneis. 

Bel. Well, I hope to make your Friend amends, 
vou'll hide nothing from her for the future, tho the 
Body ſhou'd fill grow weaker and weaker. 

I.. B. No, from this Moment I have no more Re- 
erte; and for a Proof cf my Repentence, I own 
Noli nde, I'm in Danger, Merit and Wit aſſault me 
from with out; Nature and Love ſolicit me within; 
wy Flutband's barbarous Uſage piques me to Revenge; 

aud e data eatchiag at the fair Occa hon, throws in my 
May tt! 1 Vengeance, Which of all Vengeance pleaſes 
Women Belt. 

Bel. Tis well Cyan don” t know the Weakneſs of 
the Fortifeation ; for of my Conſcience he'd ſoon come 
cn to the A! Munk. | 

L. B. Ay, and Pm afraid carry the Town too. But 
Whatever you way have obferv'd, I have diſſembled 
lo well as to keep him ignorant. So you fee l'm no 
Coqquet, Belinda: And if you follow my Advice, you'll 
uzver be one neither, Tis true, Coquetry is one of 
tie man Ingredients in the natural Compoſition of a 
Woman, ang I, as well as others, cou'd be well 
enough pleas'd to fre a Crowd of young Fellows 
ogling, and glancing, and watching all Occaſions to 
do 1or ty f00!:th officious Things: Nay, ſhou'd ſome 
of 'em puſn on, even to hanging cr drowning : 
Why — Faith —if I ſhould let pure Woman alone, 
I Gou'd een be but too well pleas'd with't. 

Bel. Tl ſwear twou'd tick le me ſtrangely. 

J. B. But after all, *tis a vicious Practice in us, to 
give the leaſt Encouragement, but where we deſign to 
come to a Concluſion. For 'tis an unreaſonable Thing 
to engage a Man in a Diſeaſe, which we before-hand 
reſolve we never will apply a Cure to. 

Bel. Tis true; Lat then a Woman muſt abandon 
one of the ſupreme Bleſſings of her Life. For I am 
fully convinc'd, no Man has half that Pleaſure in poſ- 
_ a Miltreſs, as a Woman has in jilting a Gallant, 


L. B. 
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L. B. The happieſt Woman then on Earth muſt be 
our Neighbour. 

Bel. O the impertinent Compoſition ! ! She has Va- 
nity and Affectation enough to make her a ridiculous 
Original, in ſpite of all that Art and Nature ever 
furniſh'd to any of her Sex before her. 

L. B. She concludes all Men her Captives; and 
whatever Courſe they take, it ſerves to confirm her 
in that Opinion. 

Bel. If they ſhun her, ſhe thinks 'tis Modeſty, and 
takes it for a Proof of their Paſſion. 95 
L. B. And if they are rude to her, tis Conduct, 

and done to prevent Town-talk. 

Bel. When her Folly makes em laugh, ſhe thinks 
they are pleas'd with her Wit. 

L. B. And when her Impertinence makes 'em dull, 
concludes they are jealous of her Favours. 

Bel. All their Actions and their Words, ſhe takes 
for granted, aim at her. 

I. B. And pities all other Women, becauſe ſhe 
thinks they envy her. 

Bel. Pray, out of Pity to ourſelves, let us find a 
better Subject; for Pm weary of this. Do you think 
your Huſband inclin'd to Jealouſy. | 

L. B. O, no; he does not love me well enough for 
that. Lord, how wrong Men's Maxims are ! They are 
{ſeldom jealous of their Wives, unleſs they are very 
fond of em; whereas they ought to conſider the 
Womens Inclinations, for there depends their Fate, 
Well, Men may talk; but they are not fo wiſe as 
we that's certain. 

Bel. At leaſt in our Affairs. 

L. B. Nay, I believe we thou'd out do 'em in the 
Bufineſs of the State too: For, methinks, they do 

and undo, and make but bad Work on't, 
Bel. Why then don't we get into the Intrigues of 
Government as well as they ? 

L. B. Becauſe we have Intrigues of our own, * 

make 
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make us more Sport, Child. And ſo let's in and 
conſider of em. [Exeunt, 


SCENE, A Dreſing- Room. 
Enter Lady Fancyful, Mademoiſelle, and Cornet. 


L. F. How do I look this Morning? 

Cor. Your Ladyſhip looks very ill truly. 

L. F. Lard, how ill-natur'd thou art, Cornet, to tell 
me fo, tho the Thing ſhould be true. Don't you know 
that I have Humility enough to be but too eafily out 
of Conceit with myſelf? Hold the Glats ; I dare 
ſwear that will have more Manners than you have, 
Mademoijelle, let me have your Opinion too. 

Madem. My Opinion pe, Matam, dat your Lady- 
ſhip never look ſo well in your Life. 


L. F. Well, the French are the prettieſt obliging 


People, they ſay the moſt acceptable, well - manner d 
Things and never flatter. 


Madem. Your Lady ſhip ſay great Juſtice inteed. 
L. F. Nay, every Thing's juſt in my Houſe but 


Cornet. The very Looking-glaſs gives her the Dementi. 


But I'm almoſt afraid it flatters me, it makes me look 


ſo very ergaging. [ Locking aſfectedly in the Glaſs. . 


Madem. Inteed, Matam, your Face pe handſomer 
den all the Looking: glaſs in che World, croyez moy. 

L. F. But is it potkble my Eyes can be to 19. 
ing, and ſo very full of Fire! 

Madem. Matam, if de Glats was Burning-plaſs, 1 
| believe your Eyes ſet de Fire in de Houſe. 
L. F. Yeu may take that Night- gown, Iſademoiſelle; 
t out of the Room, Cornet; I cat endure you. 


his Wench, methinks, does look ſo unſufferably 
ugly. 


Madem. Every Ting look ugly, Matam, dat ſtand 


by your Latiſhip. 
L. F. No really, Mademoiſelle, methinks you look 
- might: pretty. 


Aladem. Ah Matam ; de Moon "NA no Eclat, ven 
de Sun appear. 


1 
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L. F. O pretty Expreſſion ! — you ever been. 


in Love, Mademoiſelle ? 


Madem. Ouy, Matam. WW] hing. 
L. F. And were you belov'd again? 
Madem. No, Matam. [ fghing. 


L. F. O ye Gods! What an unfortunate Creature 


ſhou'd I be in ſuch a Caſe ! But Nature has made me 


nice for my own Defence: I'm nice, ſtrangely nice, 


Mademoiſelle. I believe were the Merit of whole 
Mankind beſtow'd upon one fingle Perſon, I ſhou'd 
ſtill think the Fellow wanted ſomething to make it 
worth my while to take Notice of him: And yet I 
cou'd love; nay, fondly love, were it poſlible to have 


a Thing made on purpoſe for me: For Pm not cruel, 


Mademoiſelle; Im only nice. 

Madem. Ah Matam, I wiſh I was a fine 88 
for your Sake. I do all de Ting in the World to get 
a little Way into your Heart. I make Song, I make 


Verſe, I give you de Serenade, I give great many 


Preſent to Mademaiſelle; I no eat, I no ſleep, I be 
lean, I be mad, I hang myſelf, I drown myſelf. Ah, 
ma chere Dome, que je vous aimerois, [embracing . 


L. F. Well, the French have ſtrange obliging Ways 


with 'em; you may take thoſe two Pair of — 
Mademoiſelle. 


Madem. Me humbly tanke my ſweet Lady. 
Enter Servant with a Leiter. 


Ser. Madam, here's a Letter for your Ladyſhip. 
L. F. Tis thus I am importun'd every Morning, 


Mademoiſelle. Pray, how do the French Ladies * 
they are thus accablees ? 


Maacm. Matam, dey never complain. Au con- 
traire, When one Freuſe Laty have got a hundred Lover 
Den ſhe do all ſhe can — to get a hundred more. 
I. F. Well, let me dic, I think they have le 
Goũt bon, For 'tis an unutterable Plaaſure to be 
ador'd by all the Men, and envy d by all the Women 
— TI ſwear I'm concern'd at the Torture 1 give 

'em: 
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'em. Lard, why was I form'd to make the whole 
Creation uneaſy ? But let me read my Letter. [Reaa:, 


« If you have a Mind to hear of your Faults, in- 
«« ſtead of being prais'd for your Virtues, take the 
«© Pains to walk in the Green-walk in St. James's 
« with your Woman, an Hour hence, You'll there 
« meet one, who hates you for ſome Things, as he 
„could love you for others, and therefore is willing 
to endeavour your Reformation If you come to 
„the Place I mention, you'll know who I am, if 
+« you don't, you never ſuall: So take your Choice.” 


This is ſtrangely familiar, Mademoijelie ; now have 


I a provoking Fancy to know who this impudeat 
Fellow is. | 


Mai/em. Den take your Scarf and your Maſk, and 


go the Rendezvous, De Frenjſe Laty do juſtement 
comme ga. - 


L. F. Rendezvous! What, rendezvous with a Man, 


| Mademoiſelle. | 

Madem. Eh, pourquoy non? 

L. F. What, and a Man perhaps I never ſaw in 
my Life! 


Madem, Tant mieux: C'eſt done quelque choſe de 


nouveau, | 
L. F. Why, how do I know what Deſigns he may 
have? He may intend to raviſh me, for aught J 
know. | 
Madem. Raviſh ? — Bagatelle. I would fain ſee 
one impudent Rogue ravith Mademeiſelle; Oui, je le 
voudrois. 
L. F. O but my Reputation, Mademoiſelle, my Re- 
putation; ah, ma chere Reputation. 
Madem. Mlatam 
On ren eſt plus embarraſle?. 
L. F. Fe, Mauaeinciſelle, Fe; Reputation is a Jewel. 
Madem. Qui coute bien chere, Matam. 


I. F. Why ſure you would not ſacrifice your Honour 
to your Pleaſure? | 


Maden. 


Quiad on Fa une fois perdue 


2 
The Provok'd Wife. 17 

Madem. Je ſuis Philoſophe. 

L.. F. Bleſs me, how you talk ! Why, what if 
Honour be a Burden, Mademoiſelle, muſt it not be 
borne ? 

Madem. Chaqu- un a ſa fagon——Quand quel- 
que choſe m' incommode moy je m'en defais, 
vite. 

L. F. Get you gone, you little naughty French- 
woman you, I vow and ſwear I mutt turn you out of 
Doors, if you talk thus, 

Madem. Turn me out of Doors! turn your- 
ſelf out of Doors, and go ſee what de Gentleman 
have to ſay to you—Tenez. Voila [giving her her - 
Things haſtily] votre Eſharpe, voila votre Coite, 
voila votre Maſque, voila tout. Hey, Mercure, Co- 
quin : Call one Chair for Matam, and one oder [calling 
within] for me: Va ten, vite. 

[Turning to her Lady, and helping her on haſtily 
| _ with her Things.) 
Alons, Matam ; depechez vous donc. Mon Dieu, 
quelles Scrupules. 

L. F. Well, for once, Mademi/e!le, Fil follow your 
Advice, out of the intemperate Defire I have to know 
who this ill-bred Fellow is. But I have too much 
Delicateſſe, to make a Practice on't. 

Mam. Belle choſe vray ment que la Delicateſſe, 
lors qu ll s'agit de ſe divertir a ca—V ous voila 
equipee, pardons. — He bien ?—qu'avez vous donc?! ? 

L. F. Pay Peur. 

Modem. Je n'en ay point . 

L. F. I dare not go. 

Maden. Demeurez donc. 

L. F. Je ſuis Poltronc. 

Madem. Tant pis pour vous. 

I.. F. Curioßty's a wicked Devil. 

Mai C' eſt une charmante Sainte. 

L. F. It ruin'd our firſt Parents. 

Madem. Elle a bien diverti leurs Enfans. 

L. F. L'Honneur eſt contre. 
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Madem. Le Plaiſir eſt pur. 

L. F. Muſt I then go? 

Madem. Muſt you go? muſt you eat, muſt 
you drink, muſt you ſlecep, Py you live? De Nature 
did you do one, de Nature bid you do toder. Vous 
me ferez enrager. 

I. F. But when Reaſon correQs Nature Made: - 
moiſelle ts 

Madem. Elle eſt donc bien inſolente, c 'eſt ſa Scœur 

aince. 

L. F. Do you then _ your Narure to your 
Reaſon, Mair elle? 

Made. Oui da. 

L. F. Pourquoi? 

Mader. Becauſe my Nature make me merry, my 
Reaſon make me mad. 

L. F. Ah, la mechante Francoiſe, 

Madam. Ah, la belle Angloiſe. 

[Forcing her Lach off. 


SSS00000SD0000S000000 


ACT. K 
SCENE, St. James's Park, 
Enter Lady Fanciful and Mademoiſelle. 


Lady F. J ELL, I vow, Mademoiſelle; I'm 
W ſtrangely impatient to know who 
this confident Fellow is. 
Enter Heartfree. 


Look, there's Heartfree. But ſure it can't be him; 
he's a profeſs'd Woman- hater. Yet who knows what 


my wicked Eyes may have done? 
Madem. II nous approche, Matam. 


L. F. Yes, 'tis he: Now will he be moſt intolerably 
cavalier, tho' he ſhould be in Love with me. 


Hearif. Madam, I'm your humble Servant; I per- 
— 3 
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ceive you have more Humility and good Nature than 
I thought you had. 

L. F. What you attribute to Humility and good 
Nature, Sir, may perhaps be only due to Curioſity. 
Thad a Mind to know who vous had ill Manners. 
enough to write that Letter. [Throwing him his Letter. 

Heartf. Well, and now I hope you are ſatisfy'd. 

L. F. I am fo, Sir ; Good-b'w'y t'ye. 

 Heartf. Nay, hold there; tho” * have done your 
Buſineſs, I han't done mine: By your . 
Leave, we muſt have one Moment's Prattle 
Have you a Mind to be the prettieſt Woman about 
Town, or not? How ſhe ftares upon me ! What! 
this paſſes for an impertinent Queſtion with you now, 
becauſe you think you are ſo already. 

L. F. Pray, Sir, let me aſk you a Queſtion in my 
Turn: By what Right do you pretend to examine 
me ? 

Heartif. By the ſame Right that the ſtrong govern . 
the weak, becauſe I have you in my Power ; for you 
cannot get ſo quickly to your Coach, but I ſhall have 
Time enough to make you hear every * I have 
to ſay to you. 

L. F. Theſe are firange Liberties you take, Mr. 
Hearifree. 

Heartf. They are ſo, Madam, but there's no Help 
for it ; for know that I have a Deſign agen you. 

L. F. Upon me, Sir! 

Heartf. Ves; and one that will turn to your Glory, 
and my Comfort, — little wiſer than . 
you uſe to be. 

L. F. Very well, Sir. 

Heartf. Let me ſee———Your Vanity, Madam, 1 
take to be about ſome eight Degrees higher than any 
Woman's in the Town, let t'other be who ſhe will; 
and my Indifference is naturally about the ſame Pitch. 
Now ds. you find the Way to turn this Indifference 
into Fire and Flames, methinks your Vanity ought to 
be ſatisfy d; and this, perhaps, you might bring 
about upon pretty reaſonable Terms. x 7 
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L. F. And pray at what Rate would this Indige- 
rence be bought off, if one ſhould have ſo depraved 
an Appetite to deſire it? 

Heartf. Why, Madam, to drive a Quaker's Bar- 
gain, and make but one Word with you, if I do part 

with it—you muſt lay me down—your Affectation. 
I. F. My Affectation, Sir! 

Heartf. Why I aſk you nothing but what you may 
very well ſpare, 

L. F. You grow rude, Sir. Come, Mademoiſelle, 
'tis high Time to be gone. 

 Madem. Alons, alons, alons. 

Hartf. ¶ Hopping them] Nay, you may as well ſtand 
ſtill; for hear me you ſhall, walk which Way you picaſe. 

L. F. What mean you, Sir? 

Heartf. J mean to tell you, that you are the mol 
ungrateful Woman upon Earth. 

L. F. Ungrateful! To who? 

Heartf. To Nature. 

L. F. Why, what has Nature done for me ? 

Heartf. What you have undone by Art! It mace 
you handſome ; it gave you Beauty to a Miracle, a 
Shape without a Fault, Wit enough to make them 
reliſh, and fo turn d you looſe to your own Diſcre- 
tion; which has made ſuch Work with you, that you 
are become the Pity of our Sex, and the Jeſt of your 
own. There is not a Feature in your Face, but you 
have found the Way to teach it ſome affected Con- 
vulſion; your Feet, your Hands, your very Fingers 
Ends are directed never to move without ſome ridi- 
culous Air or other; and your Language is a ſuitable 
Trumpet, to draw Peoples' E yes upon the Raree. ſhow. 

Madem. [ aſide.] Eſt ce qu'on fait VAmour en An- 
gleterre comme ga. 

L. F. [afide.] Now cou'd I cry for Madneſs, but 
that I know he'd laugh at me for it. 

Heartf. Now do you hate me for telling you the 
Truth, but that's becauſe you don't believe it is fo; 


— 2 


for were you once convinc'd of that, you'd reform 


for your own Sake. 
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L. F. Every Circumſtance of nice Breeding muſt 
needs appear ridiculous to one Who has ſo natural an 

Antipathy to good Manners. 

Heartf. But ſuppoſe I could find the Means to con- 
vince you, that the whole World is of my Opinion. 

L. F. Sir, tho? you and all th: World you talk * 
ſhou'd be ſa impertinently officious, as to think to 
taade me I don't know how to behave myſelf; I hou 4 
ſtill have Charity enough for my own Underſtanding. 
to believe myſelf in the right, and all you in the wrong. 

Madem. Le voila mort. 

[Excunt Lady Fancyful, and Mademoiſelle. 

Heartf. | gazing after ber.] There her fingle Clapper 
has publiſh'd the Senſe of the whole Sex. Well, this 
once I have endeavour'd to waſk the Black- moor white, 
out henceforward I'll ſooner undertake to teach Since- 
rity to a Courtier, Generoſity to an Uſurer, Honeſty 
to a Lawyer, than Diſcretion to a Woman I ſee has 
once ſet her Heart upon playing the Fool, 


Enter Conſtant, 


Morrow, Conſtant. 

Conſt. Good-morrow, Jack: What are you doing 
here this morning? 

Heartf. Doing! gueſs, if you can.—Why I have 
been endeavouring to perſuade my Lady Fancyfu/, that 
ſhe's the fooliſh Woman about Town. | 

Conji. A pretty Endeavour truly. 

Heartf. I have told her in as plain Exglißb as I could 
ſpeak, both what the Town ſays of her, and what I 
think of her. In ſhort, I have us'd her as an abſolute 
King would do Magna Charta. 

Con//. And how does ſhe take it ? 

Heartf. As Children do Pills; bite them, but can't 
ſwallow them. 

Canſt. But, pr'ythee, what has put it into your Head, 
of all Mankind, to turn Reformer? 

Heartf. Why, one thing was, the Morning hung 
upon my Hands, I did not know what to do with my- 
ſelf; and another was, that — little as I care for Wo- 

men, 
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men, I cou'd not fee with Patience one that Heaven 
had taken ſuch wonderous Pains about, be ſo very in- 
duſtrious to make herſelf the Jack-pudding of the 
Creation. 

Conft. Well, now could I almoſt wiſh to ſee my cruel 
Miſtreſs make the ſelf ſame uſe of what Heaven has 
done for her, that ſo I might be cur'd of the ſame Diſ- 


eaſe that makes me fo very uneaſy ; for Love, Love 


is the Devil, Heartfree. 
Heartf. And why do you let the Devil govern you ? 
Conft. Becauſe I — more Fleſh and Blood than 


Grace and Self-denial. My dear, dear Miſtreſs, ſdeath 


that ſo genteel a Woman ſhould be a Saint, when Re- 


ligion's out of Faſhion. 


Heartf. Nay, ſhe's much in the wrong truly ; but 


who knows how far Time and good Example may 


ail? 

Con. O! they have play'd their Parts in vain al- 
ready: Tis now two Years ſince the damn'd Fellow 
her Huſband invited me to his Wedding ; and there 
was the firſt Time I ſaw that charming Woman, whom 


I have lov'd ever fince; but ſhe is cold my Friend, ſtil 
cold as the northern Star. 


Heartf. So are all Women by Nature, which makes 


them ſo willing to be warm'd. 


Confi. O don't prophane the Sex; pr'ythee think 
them all Angels for her ſake ; for X 
to a Fault. 

Heartf. A Lover's Head is a accountable thing 
truly ; he adores his Miſtreſs for being virtuous, and 
” is very angry with her becauſe ſhe won't be lewd. 

Conſt. Well, the only Relief I expect in my Miſery 
15 to ſee thee ſome day or other as deeply engag'd as 
myſelf, which will force me to be merry in the midſt 
of all my Misfortunes. 

Heartf. That Day will never come, be aſſur'd, Ned. 
Not but that I can paſs a Night with a Woman, and for 
the time, perhaps make myſelf as good Sport as you 
can do. Nay, I can court a Woman too, call her 
23 
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Nymph, Angel, Goddeſs, what you pleaſe : But here's 


the Difference between you and I ; I perſuade a Wo- 
man ſhe's an Angel, and ſhe perſuades you ſhe's one. 
Pr'ythee let me tell you how I avoid falling in Love; 


that which ſerves me for Prevention, may chance to 


ſerve you for a Cure. 

Confl. Well, uſe the Ladies moderately then, and 
I'll hear you, 

Heartf. That uſing them moderately undoes us all; 
but I'll uſe them juſtly, and that you ought to be ſa- 
tified with. I always confider a Woman, not as the 


Taylor, the Shoemaker, the Tire-woman, the Sem 


p- 
ſtreſs, and (which is more than all that) the Poet makes 


her; but I conſider her as pure Nature has contrived 
her, and that more ſtrickly than I ſhould have done 
our old Grandmother Eve, had I ſeen her naked in 


the Garden; for I conſider her turn'd inſide out. Her 
Heart well examin'd, I find there Pride, Vanity, Co- 
vetouſneſs, Indiſcretion ; but above all things, Ma- 
lice : Plots eternally forging to deſtroy one another's 


Reputations, and as honeſtly to charge the Levity of 


Mens Tongues with the Scandal ; hourly Debates how 
to make poor Gentlemen in love with them, with no 
other Intent but to uſe them like Dogs when they 
have done; a conſtant Defire of doing more Miſchief, 


and an everlaſting War wag d againſt Truth and Good- 


Nature. 


| Canft. Very well, Sir; an admirable Compoſition 


truly ! | 
Heartf. Then for her Outſide, I conſider it merely as 


an Outſide ; ſhe has a thin Tiffany Covering over juſt 


ſuch ſtuff as you and I are made on. As for her Mo- 
tion, her Mien, her Airs, and all thoſe Tricks, I know 
they affect you mightily. If you ſhould ſee your Mi- 
ſireſs at a Coronation dragging her Peacock's Train, 
vith all her State and Inſolence about her, twould 
firike you with all the awful Thoughts that Heav'n 
itſelf could pretend to from you: whereas I turn the 


vhole matter into a Jeſt, . 
| | | the 
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the ſelf ſame ſtately manner, with nothing on but her 
| Stays, and her under ſcanty quilted Petticoat. 

Conſt, Hold thy profane Tongue; for I'll hear no 
more. 

Heartf. What, you'll love on then? 

Conſt. Ves, to Eternity. 

Heartf. Yet you have no Hopes at all, 

Conſt, None. 

Heartf. Nay, the Reſolution may be Ciſcreet enough; 
perhaps you have found out ſome new Philoſophy, that 
Love like Virtue, is its own Reward : So you and your 
Miſtreſs will be as well content at a Diftance ; as others 
that have leſs Learning are in coming together. 

Conſt. No; but if ſhe ſhould prove kind at laſt, my 
dear Heartfree., [ Embracing Alm 

Heartf. Nay, pr 'ythee don't take me for your Mi- 
fireſs ; ; for Lovers are very troubleſome. 

Conſt. Well who knows what Time may do? 

Hearif. And juſt now he was ſure Ti ime could do 
nothing. 

Cant. Yet not one kind Glance in two Years, is 
ſomewhat ſtrange. 

Heartf. Not ſtrange at all; ſhe don't like you, that's 
all the Buſineſs. 

Conſt. Pr'ythee don't difirat me. 

 Heartf. Nay, you are a good handſome young Fel- 
low, ſhe might ule you better : Come, will you go ſee 
her ; Perhaps ſhe may have chang'd her Mind ; there's 
ſome Hopes as long as ſhe's a Woman. 
Con. O, tis in vain to viſit her: Sometimes to ge” 
a Sight of her, I viſit that Beaſt her Huſband, but ſlic 
certainly finds ſome Pretence to quit the Room as ſoon 
as I enter. 

Heartf. It's much ſhe don't tell him you have made 
Love to her too; for that's another good-natur'd thing 
uſual amongſt Women, in which they have ſeveral 
Ends. Sometimes tis to recommend their Virtue, 
that they may be lewd with the greater Security. Some- 
times tis to make their Huſbands fight, in hopes they 
may be kill'd, when their Affairs require it — 
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ſo; bat moſt commonly 'tis to engage two Men in a 
Quarrel, that they may have the Credit of being fought 
for ; and if the Lover's kill'd in the Buſineſs, they 


cry, Poor Fellow, he had ill Luck and ſo they 
go to Cards. 


Cant. Thy Injuries to Women are not to be forgi- 
ven. Look 4a if ever you fail into their Hands 
_— They can't uſe me worſe than they do 


| you, that ſpeak well of 'em. O ho! here comes the 


Knight. 
Enter Sir John Brute. 


Heartf. Your humble Servant Sir Nabu. 
Sir FJ. Servant, Sir. 
Heartf. How does all your F amily ? 
Sir F. Pox o' my Family. | 
Conſt. How does your Lady? I han't ſeen her abroad 
2 good while. 
Sir J. Do? I don't know how ſhe does, not 1 ; ſhe 


was well enough Veſterday; I han't been at home To- 


night. 

Cant. What, were you out of Town? 

Sir J. Out of Town! No, I was drinking. 

Conft. You are a true Engl; man ; don't know your 
own Happineſs. If I were married to ſuch a Woman, 
I wou'd not be from her a Night for all the Wine in 
France. 

Sir J. Not from her !—'Oons—what a time ſhould 
a Man have of that 

Heartf. Why, there's no Diviſion, I hope. 
Sir 7, No; but there's a Comjunction, and that's 
worſe; a Pox of the Parſon Why the Plague 
don't you two marry ? I fancy I look like the Devil to 
you. 

Heartf. Why, you don't think you have Horns, do 

nw? 

Sir J. No, I believe my Wife's Religion will keep 
her honeſt. 


| Heartf. And what will make her keep her Reli- 
gion ? 


3 Sir 7. 
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Sir J. Perſecution ; and therefore ſhe ſhall have it · 

Heartf. Have a care, Knight, Women are tender 
things. 

Sir F. And yet, methinks, tis a hard Matter to 
break their Hearts. 

Con. Fy, fy ; you have one of the beſt Wives in 


the World, and yet you ſeem the moſt uneaſy Huſ- 


_ 
ir F. Beſt Wives — Woman' s well enough ; 

4 has no Vice that I know of, but ſhe's a Wife, and 
—— damn a Wife; if I were married to a Hogſhead 
of Claret, Matrimony would make me hate it. 

Heartf. Why did you marry then ? You were old 
enough to know your own Mind, 

Sir F. Why did I marry ? I married becauſe I had 
a mind to lie with her, and ſhe would not let me. 

Heartf. Why did you not raviſh her? 


Sir F. Yes, "ad ſo have hedg'd myſelf into hw | 


Quarrels with her Relations, beſides buying my Par- 


don: But more than all that, you muſt know, I was 


afraid of my Soul in thoſe days : For I kept ſneaking, 
cowardly Company, Fcllows that went to Church, 
faid Grace to their Merit, and had not the leaſt Tinc- 
ture of Quality about them. 

Hare. But I think you are got into a better Gang 
now. 

Sir J. Zoons, Sir, my Lord Rake and I are Hand 


and Glove: I believe we may get our Bones broke 


together To-night ; have you a mind to ſhare a Fro- 
lick ? 

Cexſt. Not I, truly; my Talent lies to ſofter Ex- 
erciſes. 

Sir 7. What, a Down- Bed and a Strumpet? A 
pox of Venery, I ſay. Will you come and drink with 
ane this Afternoon ? 

Corſt. I can't drink To- "IR but we'll come, and fit 
an Hour with you if you will. 

Sir F. Phugh, Pox, fit an Hour! Why * 
drink ? 

Cen. Becauſe I'm to ſee my Miſtreſs. Pe 7 

ir F. 
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Sir F. Who's that? 

Conſt. Why, do you uſe to tell? 
Sir F. Yes. 

Conjt. So won't I. 

Sir F. Why? 

Conſt. Becauſe, tis a Secret. 


Sir F. Would my Wife knew it, *twould be no So- 
cret long. 

Conſt. Why, do you think me can't keep a Secret? 

Sir 7. No more than ſhe can keep Lent. 

Heartf. Pr'ythee, tell it her to try, Corſaut. 

Sir J. No, pr'ythee don't, that I may'at be plagu'd 
with it. 


Conf. TIl hold you a Guinea you don't make her 
tell it you. 


Sir 5 PIl hold you a Guinea I do. 

Conſt. Which way? 

Sir 7 Why I'll beg her not to tell ĩt me. 

Hearif. Nay, if any thing does it, that will. 

Cont. But do you think, Sir 

Sir F. 'Oons, Sir, I think a Woman and a Secret 
are the two impertinenteſt Themes in the Univerſe : 
Therefore pray let's hear no more of my Wife, nor 
your Miſtreſs, Damn 'em both with all my Heart, 
and every thing elſe that daggles a Petticoat, except 


four generous Whores, who are drunk with my Lord 


Rate and I ten times in a Fortnight. 
Exit Sir John. 

Conſe. Here's a dainty Fellow for you ! And the 
verieſt Coward too. But his Uſage of his Wife makes 
me ready to ſtab the Villain. 

Heartf. Lovers are ſhort- ſighted: All their Senſes 
run into that of Feeling. This Proceeding of his is 
the only thing on Earth can make your Fortune. If 
any thing can prevail with her to accept of a Gal- 
lant, tis his ill Uſage of her; Pc'ythee, take heart, 
J have great Hopes for you: And fince I can't bring 


vou quite off of her, ll endeavour to bring you 
quite on; for a whining Lover is the damneſt Compa- 


nion upon Earth. 
Conft. My dear Friend, flatter me a little more with 
B z thele 
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theſe Hopes ; for whilſt they prevail, I have Heaven 
within me, and could melt with Joy. 

Heartf. Pray no melting yet; let things go farther 
firſt, This Afternoon perhaps we ſhall make ſome 
Advance. In the mean while, let's go dine at Locket's, 
and let Hope get you a Stomach, [ Exeunt. 


SCENE, Lady Fancyful's Hoaſe. 
Enter Lady * and Mademoiſelle. 


L. F. Did you ever ſee an thing ſo importune Ma- 
demoi ſelle. 


Madem. Inteed, Matam, to tay de trute, he want 
leetel Good- breeding. 
I. F. Good-breeding! He wants to be caned, Ma- 
demoiſelle : an inſolent Fellow ! And yet let me expoſe 
my Weakneſs, 'tis the only Man on Earth I cou'd re- 
ſolve to diſpenſe my Favours on, were he but a fine 
Gentleman. Well! did Men but know how deep an 
Impreſſion a fine Gentleman makes in a Lady's Heart, 
they would reduce all their Studies to that of Good- 
breeding alone. 


E ter Servant. 


Serv. Will your Lady ſhip pleaſe to * yet! > 

I. F. Yes, let 'em ſerve. [Exit Servant.] Sure 

| this Heartfree has bewitched me, Mademoiſelle, You 
can't imagine how odly ie mixt himſelf in my Thoughts 

during my Rapture &'en now. I vow tis a thouſand 
Pities he is not more poliſk'd ; Don't you think ſo? 

Madem. Matam, I tink it fo great Pity, dat if I was 
in your Ladyſhip's place, I take him home in my 
Houte, I lock him up in my Cloſet, and I never let 
him go till I teach him every ting dat fine Laty expect 
from fine Gentlemen. 

L. F Why truly I believe I ſhould ſoon ſubdue his 
Brutality ; for without doubt, he has a ſtrange Pen- 
chant to grow fond of me, in ſpite of his Averfion to 
the Sex, elſe he wou d ne'er have taken ſo much Pains 


about 
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about me. Lord, how proud wou'd ſome poor Crea- 
tures be of ſuch a Conqueſt ! But | alas, I don't know 
how is receive as a Favour, what I take to be ſo infi- 
nitely my Due. But what ſhall I do to new mould him, 
Mademijulle, for till then he's my utter Averſion. 

Madem. Matam, you muſt laugh at him in all de 
place dat you meet him, and turn into de reticule all 
he ſay, and all he do. 

L. F. Why truly, Satire has ever been of wond'rous 
Uſe to reform Ill-manners. Beſides, *tis my particular 
Talent to r:dicule Folks. I can be ſevere, ſtrangely 
fevere, when I will, Mademai/ele. Give me the 
Pen and Ink I find myſelf whimſical Pl write 
to him. Or PI. let it alone, and be ſevere upon 
him that way, [Sitting down to avrite, riſing up again.}] 

Yet Active Severity is better than Paſſive. [Sitting 

"Tis as good to let it alone too; for every 

Laſh I give him, perhaps he'll take for a Favour. 
et tis a thouſand Pities ſo much Satire ſhould 
be loſt. [Sitting.) But if it ſhou'd have a wrong 
Effet upon him, 'twould diſtract me. [Riſing.] 


Well, I muſt write tho' after all. [Sitting, ] Or TII 
let it alone, which is the ſame thing. [Ring.] 
Modems. La voila deterninée. DE: [Excunt. 


ACT . 


SCENE opens. Sir John, Lady Brute, 
and Belinda riſing from the Table. 


Sir Hex, take away the things; I expect 
| 1 Company. But firſt bring me a Pipe; 
PII ſmoak. [Le a Servant. 

L. B. Lord, Sir Fohn, I wonder you won't leave 
that naſty Cuſtom, 


B 3 Sir J. 
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Sir F. Pr'ythee don't te impertinent. 

Bel. (to Lady Brute. ] I wonder who thoſe are he ex- 
pects this Afternoon? 

L. B. I'd give the World o know: Perhaps "us 
C:n/.ant, he comes here ſometimes; if it does prove 
hin:, Pm reſolv'd I'll ſhare the Viſit. 

Bel. We'll ſend for our Work and ſit here. 

L. B. He'll choak us with his Tobacco. 

B. J. Nothing will choak us when we are doing what 
we have a mind to. Lecce / 


Fter Lovewell. 


Lic. Madam. 
L. B. Here; bring my Couſin's Work and mine 
hiüker. [Exit Lov. and re-enters exith their Work. 

Sir FJ. Wy, Pox, can't you work ſomewhere ell: ? 

L. B. We ſtall be careful not to diſturb you, Sir. 

Zel. Your Pipe wculd make you too thoughtful, 
Uncle, if you were left alone; our Prittle-Prattle will 
cure your Spleen. 

Sir F. Will it fo, Mrs. Pert! Now I believe it will 
ſo increaſe it. [Sitting and ſmeaking.] I ſhall take my 
own Houſe for a Paper-mill. 

L. B. [to Bel. aſide.] Don't let's mind him; let him 
ſay what he will. - 

Sir F. A Woman's Tongue a Cure for the Spleen — 
Oons [ aſſde.] If a Man had got the Head - ach, they'd 
be for applying the ſame Remedy. 

L. B. Vou have done a great deal, Belinda, ſince 
Yeſterday. 

Bel. Yes, I have work'd very hard ; how do you 
like it ? 3 | 

L. B. O, 'tis the prettieſt Fringe in the World. 
Well, Couſin, you have the happieſt Fancy: Pr'ythee 
adviſe me about altering my Crimſon Petticoat. 

Sir F. A Pox o' your Petticoat; here's ſuch a Pra- 
ting, a Man can't digeſt his own Thoughts for you. 

L. B. Don't anſwer him. [fide.] Well, what do 

ou adviſe me? 
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Bel. Why, really, I would not alter it at all. Me- 
thinks tis very pretty as it is. 


L. B. Ay, that's true: But you know one grows 


weary of the prettieſt things in the World, when one 
has had em long. 

Sir F. Yes, I have taught her that. 

Bel. Shall we provoke him a little? 

L. B. With all my Heart. Belinda, don't you long 
to be marry'd ? 

Bel. Why, there are ſome things i in it I could like 
well enough. 

L. B. What do you think you ſhou'd diſlike ? 

Bel. My Huſband, a hundred to one elſe. 

L. B. Oye wicked Wretch ! Sure you don't ſpeak 
as you think, 
| Bel. Yes, I do: eſpecially if he ſmoak'd Tobacco. 


[ He looks earneſtly at them: | 


L. B. Why, that many times takes off * 
Smells. 

Bel. Then he muſt ſmell very ill indeed. 

L. B. So ſome Men will, to keep their Wires from 
coming near em. 

Bel. Then thoſe Wives ſhou' d cuckold om at a Di- 
ſtance, 

LE e # in a Fury, throws lit Pipe at 'em, and drives 
em out. As they run off, Conſtant and Heartfree 
enter, Lady Brute runs againſt Conſtant. ] 

Sir J. Oons, get you gone up Stairs, you confede- 
rating Strumpets you, or I'll cuckold you with a Ven- 
geance. 

L B. O Lord, he'll beat us, he'll beat us. Dear, 
dear Mr. Conſtant, ſave us. [ Exeunt, 

Sir. J. Pl cuckold you with a Pox., 

Conſt. Heav*n ! Sir John, what's the matter ? 

Sir F. Why theſe two Gentlewomen did but hear 
me ſay 1 expected you here this Afternoon; upon 
which, they preſently reſolv'd to take up the Room, 0 
purpoſe to plague me and my Friends. 

Conſt. Was that all? Why we ſhou'd have been 
glad of their Company. 


B 4 Sir F. 
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Sir F. Then I ſhould have been weary of yours: 
for I can't reliſh both together. They found fault with 
my ſmoaking Tobacco too; and ſaid Men ſtunk. But 
I have a good mind—to ſay ſomething. 

Conſt. No, nothing againſt the Ladies, pray. 

Sir F. Split the Ladies. Come, will you fit down ? 
Give us ſome Wine, Fellow? You won't ſmoak ? 

Ceonſ?. No, nor drink neither at this time, I muſt 
ak your Pardon. 

Sir J. What, this Miſtreſs of yours runs in your 

Head! I']l warrant its ſome ſuch ſqueamiſh Minx as 
my Wife, that's grown fo dainty of late, ſhe finds fault 
even with a dirty Shart. 

Heartf. That a Woman may do, and not be very 
dainty neither. 

Sir F. Pox of the Women, let's drink. Come, you 
ſhall take one Glaſs, tho' I ſend for a Box of Lozenges 
to ſweeten your Mouth after it. 

Conſt. Nay, if one Glaſs will ſatisfy you, III drink 
it, without putting you to that Expence. 

Sir F. Why that's honeſt. Fill ſome Wine, Sirrah : 
So here's to you, Gentlemen—A Wife's the Devil. 
To your being both married, [They drin. 

le,, O, your moſt humble Servant, Sir. 

Sir F, Well. how do you like my Wine? 

5. Tis very good indeed. 

Eaarf, Tis admirable. 1 

Sir J. Then give us t'other Glaſs. 

Conſt. No, pray excuſe us now : We'll come another 
time, and then we won't ſpare it. 

Sir F. This one Glaſ;, and no more. Come, it 
| ſhall be your Miſtreſs's Health: And that's a great 
Compliment from me, I aſſure you. 


Conſt. And 'tis a very obliging one to me: So give 
us the Glaſſes, 


Sir F. So; let her live. | 
Sir John coughs in the Gloſs. 
Heartf. And be kind. 


Conft. What's the matter ? Does it go the wrong 
way * = 


811 


The Provek'd Wife. 9 
Sir F. If J had Love enough to be jealous, I ſhou'd 


take this for an ill Omen: For I never drank m 
Wife's Health in my Life, but I puk'd in the Glaſs. 
C5n/?. O ſhe's too virtuous to make any reaſonable 
Man jealous, 
Sir J. Pox of her Virtue. If I cou'd but catch her 
Adulterating, I might be devorc'd from her by Law. 
He-artf. And ſo pay her a yearly Penſion, to be a 
diſtinguiſh'd Cuckold. £ 


Enter Servant. 


Ser Sir, there's my Lord Rake, Colonel Bully, and 
ſome other Gentlemen at the Blue-Pefts, defire your 
Company. 

Sir J. Cod's fo, we are to conſult about playing the 
Devil to-night. 8 

Hcartf. Well, we don't hinder Buſineſs, 

Sir J. Methigks I don't know how to leave you 
two: But for once I muſt make bold. Or look you; 
maybe the Conference mayn't laſt long ! So if you'll 
wait here half an Hour, or an Hour; if I don't come 
then—why then—I won't come at all, 

Heartf. [is Conſt.] A good modeſt Propoſition, truly. 

. | [ Aſade. 

Corſt. But let's accept on't however. Who knows 
what may happen ? | : 

Heartf, Well, Sir, to ſhew you how fond we are of 
your Company, we'll expect your Return as long as 
we can. | 

Sir J. Nay, may be I maya't ſtay at all; Bat Bu- 
ſineſs, you know mult be done, So your Servant 
Or hark you, if you have a mind to take a Frifk with 
us, I have an Intereſt wich my Lord; 1 can eafily in- 

troduce you. | 

Can. We are much bcholden to you; but for my 
part, I'm engag'd another way. | 

Sir J. What! to your Miſtreſs, Ill warrant. 
Pr ythce leave your naſty Punk to entertain herſelf 

1 55 with 
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with her own lewd Thoughts, and make one with us 
to night. 

Cenjl, Sir, 'tis Buſineſs that is to employ me. 
. Heartf. And me; and Buſineſs muſt be * you 

now. 

Sir F. Ay, Women's Buſineſs, tho? the World were 
conſum'd for't. [Exit Sir John. 

Conft. Farewel, Beaſt ; and now, my dear Friend, 
would my Miſtreſs be but as complaiſant as ſome 
Men's Wives, who think it a piece of good Breeding 
to receive the Viſits of their Huſoand's Friends in his 
Abſence. 


Heartf., Why for your ſake I coul! forgive her, 


tho' ſhe ſhould be ſo complaiſant to receive ſomething 
elſe in his Abſence. But what way ſha!l we invent 
to ſee her ? 

Confl. O ne'er hope it: Invention will prove as 
vain as Wiſhes, 


Enter Lady Brute and Belinda. 


Heartf. What do you think now, Friend ? 

Conj?. I think I ſha!l ſwoon. 

Heartf. I'll ſpeak firſt then, whilſt you fetch breath. 

L B. We fink ourſelves oblig'd, Gentlemen, to 
come and return you Thanks for your K night-Errantry. 
We were juſt upon being devour'd by the fiery 
Dragon. 
Bel. Did not his Fumes almoſt knock you down, 
Gentlemen? 


Hear tf. Truly, Ladies, we did undergo ſome 


Hardſhips; and ſhould have done more, if fome 


greater Heroes than ourſelves hard by had not diserted 


him. 

Conſt. Tho! I'm glad of the Service you are pleas'd 
to ſay we have done you; yet I'm forry we could do 
it ia no other way, than by making ourſclves privy 
to what you would perhaps have kept a Secret. 

L. B. For Sir John's part, I ſuppoſe he deſign'd 

it no Secret, fince he made ſo much Noiſe. And for 


myſelf, 
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myſelf, truly I'm not much concern'd, ſince *tis fallen 
only into this Gentleman's Hands and yours ; who, I 
have many Reaſons to believe, will neither interpret 
nor report any thing to my Diſadvantage. 

Conſt, Your good Opinion, Madam, was what I 
fear'd I never could have merited. | 
L. B. Your Fears were vain then, Sir; for I'm 
juſt to every body. 
Heartf. Prythee, Conſiant, what is't you do to get 
the Ladies good Opinions; for I'm a Novice at it? 
Bel. Sir, will you give me leave to inſtruct you? 
Heartf. Yes, that I will with all my Soul, Madam. 
Bel. Why then you muſt never be ſlovenly; never. 
be out of humour, never ſmoak Tobacco, nor drink 
but when you are dry. 8 
Hearf. That's hard. 
Conft. Nay, if you take his Bottle from him, you. 
break his Heart, Madam. | 5 
Bel. Why, is it poſſible the Gentleman can love 
Drinking! x; 
Heartf. Only by way of Antidote, | 
Biel. Againſt what, pray? . 
Heartf. Againſt Love, Madam. | 


L. B. Are you afraid of being in Love, Sir ? j 
Heartf. I ſhou'd, if there were any Danger of it. j 
L. B. Pray why ſo? ( 
Heartf. Becauſe I always had an Averſion to being 
ne'd like a Dog. , 
Bel. Why, truly, Men in Love are ſeldom us'd | 
better. | } 


L. B. But was you never in Love, Sir ? | 
Heartf. No, I thank Heav'n, Madam. 1 
Bel. Pray, where got you your Learning then? 
Heartf. From other People's Expence. 

Bel. That's being a Spunger, Sir, which is {carce- 
honeſt; If you'd buy ſome Experience with your own 
Money, as tworld be fairlier got, fo twould Rick: 
longer by you, 
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Enter Footman. 


Foct. Madam, here's my Lady Fanqcyful, to wait 
upon your Lady ſhip. 
I. B. Shield me, kind Heaven! What an Inun- 
dation of Impertinence is here coming upon us ? 


| Enter Lady Fancyful, auho runs firſt to Lady Brute, 
then to Belinda, Ang en. 


L. F. My dear Lady Brute, and ſweet Belinda, 
methinks "tis an Age ſince I ſaw you. 

L. B. Vet tis but three Days; ſure you have paſs'd 
your time very ill, it ſeems ſo long to you. 

L. F. Why really, to confeſs the Truth to you, 
I am ſo everlaſtingly fatigu'd with the Addrefles of 
_ unfortunate Gentlemen, that, were it not tor the Ex- 
_ travagancy of the Example, I ſhou'd &en tear out 
theſe wicked Eyes with my own Fingers, to make 
both myſelf and Mankind eaſy. What think you 
oa't, Mr. Heartfree, tor I take you to be my faithful 
Adviſer ? 5 | - 

Heartf. Why truly, Madam — I think — every 
Project that is for the good of Mankind, ought to be 
encourag'd. TR - 

IL. F. Then I have your Conſent, Sir? 

Heartf. 'To do whatever you pleaſe, Madam. 

L. F. You had a much more limited Comptaiſance 
this Morning, Sir. Would you Lelieve it, Ladies ? 
The Gentleman has been ſo exceeding generous, to 
tell me of above fifty Faults, in leſs time than it was 
well poſſible for me to commit two of 'em. 

Conſt. Why, truly, Madam, my Friend there is apt 
to be ſomething familiar with the Ladies. 

L. F. He is indeed, Sir; but he's wondrous cha- 
ritable with it: He has had the Goodneſs to deſign a 
Reformation, ev'n down to my Fingers-ends, — 
”Twas thus, I think Sir [Opening ber Fingers in an awwk- 
| «vard manner. ] you'd have 'em ſtand -My Eyes 

| too 
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ow hw VP 


directed em? Thus I think. [Staring at him. |— 


The Provot'd Wife. 37 


too he did not like: How was't you wou'd have 


'Then there was ſomething amis in my Gaite too: I 
don't know well how "was; but as I take it, he 
would have had me walk like him. Pray, Sir, do 
me the Favour to take a turn or two about the Room, 
that the Company may ſee you— He's ſullen, Ladies, 
and won't. But, to make ſhort, and give you as 
true an Idea as I can of the matter, I think *twas 
much about this Figure in general, he would have 


moulded me to : But I was an obſtinate Woman, and 


could not reſolve to make myſeif Miſtreſs of his Heart, 
by growing as aukward as his Fancy. 
[She walks aukwwardly about, ſtaring aud loking ungain- 
ly, then changes on a ſudden to the Extremity of her 
z/ual Affeftation. 
H-artf. Juſt thus Women do, when they think we 
are in love with 'em, or when they are ſo with us, 
Here Conftant and Lady Brute tail together apart, 
L. F. Twould however be leſs Vanity for me to 


_ conclude the former, than you the latter, Sir, 


Heartf. Madam, all I ſhall preſume to conclude, is, 
That if I were in Love, you'd had the Means to make 


me {con weary ont. 


L. F. Not by Over-fondneſs upon my Word, Sir. 
But pray let's ſtop here; for you are ſo mach govern'd 
by Inſtinct, I know you'll grow brutiſh at lait. 

Pet. ¶ Afide } Now am I ſure ſhe's fond of him: Ill 
try to make her jealous, Well, for my part, I ſhould 


be glad to find ſome- body would be fo free with me, 
that I might know my Faults, and mend 'em. 


L. F. Then pray let me recommend this Gentle- 
man to you : I have known him ſome time, and will 
be Surety for him, that upon a very limited En- 
couragement on your Side, you ſhall find an extended 
Impudence on his. 

Heartf. I thank you, Madam, for your [Rates 
mendation : But hating Idleneſs, I'm unwilling to 
enter into a Place where I believe there would be 

nothing 
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nothing to do. I was fond of ſerving your Ladyſhip, 
becauſe I knew you'd find me conſtant Employment. 

L, F. Itold you he'd be rude, Belinda. 

Bel. O, a little Bluntneſs is a fign of Honeſty, 
which makes me always ready to pardon it. So, 
Sir, if you have no other Exceptions to my Service, 
but the Fear of being idle in it, you may venture to 

liſt yourſelf : I ſhall find you Work, I warrant you. 
Hart. Upon thoſe Terms I engage, Madam; and 
this (with your leave) I take for Earneſt. 
| [Offering to kiſs her Hand. 

Bel. Hold there, Sir; Tm none of your Earneſt 
givers. But if I'm well ſerv'd, I give good Wages, 
and pay punctually. 

[Heartf. and Bel. ſcem to continue talking familiarly. 
I. F. [Alide.] I don't like this jeſting between 
em Methinks the Fool begins to look as if he 
were in earneſt but then he muſt be a Fool 
indeed. 
me and her. [Looking at Bel. ſcornfully.] How I ſhou'd 
deſpiſe ſuch a Thing, if I were a Man What a 
Noſe ſhe has What a Chin What a Neck 
Then her Eyes—— And the work kiſſing Lips in the 
Univerſe No, no, he can never like her, that's 
tive Vet I can't ſuffer 'em together any longer. 
Mr. Heartfree, do you know, that you and I muſt 
have no Quarrel for all this? I can't forbear being a 
little ſevere now and then : But Women, you . 
may be allowed any thing. 

Heartf. Up to a certain Age, Madam. 

L. F. Which I'm not yet paſt, I hope. 

Heartf. | Afide.] Nor never will, I dare ſwear. 

L. F. [To Lady Brute.] Come, Madam, will your 
Ladyſhip be Witneſs to our Reconciliation ; 

L. B. You agree then at laſt? 

_ Hearif. [Slightingly.] We forgive. 

L. F. [ Afide.) That was a cold ill-natur'd Reply. 
L. B. Then. there's no Challenges ſent between 


you ? 


Lard, what a Difference there is between 


ET. ooo Mo Rs 


The Provot'd Wife. 39 

Heartf. Not from me, I promiſe [ Aide to Conſtant. ] 

But that's more than I'll do for her; for I know ſhe 
can as well be damn'd as forbear writing to me. 

Conſt. That I believe. But I think we had beſt be 

going, leſt ſhe ſhould ſuſpe& ſomething, and be ma- 


licious. 
Heartf. With all my Heart. 

Conſt. Ladies, we are your humble Servants, I fee 
Sir John is quite engag'd, twould be in vain to expect 
him. Come, Heartfree. Exit. 
Heart. Ladies, your Servant, [To Belinda.] I hope 
Madam, you won't forget our Bargain; I'm to ſay 
what I pleaſe to you. [Exit Heartfree, 

Bel. Liberty of Speech entire, Sir. 
L. F. [ Aſide.] Very pretty truly But how the 
Blockhead went out languiſhing at her; and not a 
Look toward me — Well, People may talk, but Mi- 
racles are not ceas d. For 'tis more than natural, 
ſuch a rude Fellow as he, and ſuch a little Imper- 
tinent as ſhe, ſhould be capable of making a Woman 
of my Sphere uneaſy. But I can bear her Sight no 
longer——methinks ſhe's grown ten times uglier than 
Cornet. I muſt home, and ſtudy Revenge. [To Lady 
Brute.) Madam, your humble Servant; I muſt take 
my Leave. 

L. B. What, going already, Madam? 

L. F. I muſt beg you'll excuſe me this once; for 
really I have eighteen Viſits to return this Afternoon : : 
So you ſee I'm importun d by the Women as well as 
the Men. 
Beil. [ Ajide.) And ſhe's quits with them both. 

L. F. [ Coing] Nay, you ſhan't go one Step out 20 
the Room. 

L. N. Indeed I'll wait upon you down. 

L. F. No, ſweet Lady Brute, you know I ſwoon 
at Ceremony. 

L. B. Pray give me leave. 

L. F. You know I won't. 

L. B. Indeed I mull. 

L. F. Indeed you ſnan't. 


L. B. 
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L. B. Indeed I will. 

L. F. Indeed you ſhan't. 

L. B. Indeed I will. | 

I F. Indeed you ſhan't. Indeed, indeed, indeed 
you ſhan't, [ Exit Lady Fan. running; they fellav, 

Re-enter Lady Brute, ſola. 

This impertinent Woman has put me out of Humour 
for a Fortnight——What an agreeable Moment has 
her fooliſh Viſit interrupted ! Lord, what a Pleaſure 
there is in doing what we ſhould not do! 
Re-enter Conſtant. 


Ha! here again ? 

Cin. Tho! the renewing my Viſi may ſeem a little 
irregular, I hope I ſhall obtain your Pardon for it, Ma- 
dam, when you know I only left the Room, icft the 
Lady who was here ſhould have been as malicious in 
her Remarks, as ſhe's fooliſh in her Conduct. 

L. B. He, who has Diſcretion ecough to be tender 
of a Woman's Reputation, carries a Virtue about him 
may atone for a great many Faults. 

Conſt, If it has a Title to atone for any, its Preten- 
fions mult needs be ſtrongeſt, where the Crime is Love. 
I therefore hope I ſhall be torgiven the Attempt I have 
made upon your Heart, ſince my Enterprize has been 
a Secret to all the World but yourſelf. 

L. B. Secrecy indeed, in Sins of this kind, is an 
Argument of vi eight to leſſen the Puniſhment ; but 
nothing's a Plea, tor a Pardon enti.e, without a a fincere | 
Repencance. 

Conſt. It Sincerity i in Repentance conſiſts in Sor. ow 
for offending, no Cloyſter ever inclos'd fo true Peni- 
tent as ] ſhould be. But 1 hope it cannot be reckon d 
an Offence to love, M here it is a Duty to adore. 

L. B. "Tis an Offence, a great one, where it would 
rob a Woman of all ihe ought to be ador'd for, = 
Vir: we. 

Con. Virtue ?——V irive, alas! is no more like 
the thi ing that's call'd ſo, than to like Vice itſelf. 

L. B. It it be a thing of Y very little Value, why 
do you io carneſtly recommend it to your Wives and 
| D.ugt: ters 2 
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Conf. We recommend it to our Wives, Madam, 
becauſe we wou'd keep 'em to ourſelves; and to our 
Daughters, becauſe we wou'd diſpoſe of em to 
others. 

L. B. "Tis then of ſome Importance, it ſeems, ſince 
you can't diſpoſe of them without it. | 
Conft. That Importance, Madam, lies in the Hu- 
mour of the Country, not in the Nature of the Thing. 
Pray what does your Ladyſhip think of a powder'd 

Coat for deep Mourning ? | 

L. B. I think, Sir, your Sophiſtry has all the Effect 
that you can reaſonably expect it ſhould have; it 
uzzles, but don't convince. 

Con. I'm ſorry for it. 

L. B. Fm ſorry to hear you ſay fo. 

Con/t. Pray why ? | 

L. B. Becauſe if you expected more from it, you 
have a worſe Opinion of my Underſtanding than I de- 
fire you ſhould have. 

Conſt. [afide,] I comprehend her: She would have 
me ſet a Value upon her Chaſtity, that I might think 
myſelf the more oblig'd to her, when the makes me a 
Preſent of it. ſo her.] I beg you will believe I did but 
rally, Madam ; I know you judge too well of Right 
2nd Wrong, to be deceiv'd by Arguments like thoſe. 
J hope you'i] have fo favourable an Opinion of my 
Underttanding too, to believe the thing call'd Virtue 
has Worth enough with me, to pals for an eternal Ob- 
ligation where'er 'tis facrific'd. | 
I. B. It is, I think, fo great a one, as nothing can 
re pay. | 
Cenſt. Ves; the making the Man you love your 
everlaſting Debtor. 

L. ZB. When Debtors once have borrow'd all we 
have to lend, they are very apt to grow ſhy of their 

Creditors Company. | 

Conſt. That, Madam, is only when they are forc d 
to borrow of Uſurers, and not of a generous Friend. 
Let us chooſe our Creditors, and we are ſeldom ſo 
ungrateful as to ſhun 'em. „ 

L. B. What think you of Sir Fobn, Sir; I was his 
free Choice ? L. F. 
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Conft. I think he's married, Madam. 


L. B. Does Manage then exclude Men from your 


Rule of Conſtancy ? 

Conft, It does. Conſtancy's a brave, free, haughty, 
generous Agent, that cannot buckle to the Chains of 
Wedlock. 

I. B. Have you no Exceptions to this general Rule, 
as well as to t'other? 

Conſt. Yes, I wou'd, after all, be an Exception to 
it myſelf, if you were free in Power and Will to 
make me ſo. 

L. B. Compliments are well plac'd, where *tis im- 
poſſible to lay hold on em. 

Conſt. I wov'd to Heav'n 'twere poſſible for you to 
lay hold on mine, that you might ſee it is no Compli- 
ment at all. But fince you are already diipos'd of, be- 
yond Redemption, to one who does not know the Va- 
lue of the Jewel you have put into his Hands, I hope 


you wou'd not think him greatly wrong'd, tho' it 
ſhou'd ſometimes be look'd on by a Friend, who 


knows how to eſteem it as he ought. 

L. B. If looking on't alone wou'd ſerve his turn, 
the Wrong perhaps might not be very great. 

Conſt. Why, what if he ſhould wear it now and 
then a Day, ſo he gave good Security to bring it home 
again at Night? 

L. B. Small Security I fancy, might ſerve for that. 
One might venture totake his Word. 

Conſt. Then where's the Injury to the Owner? 


L. B. "Tis an Injury to him if he think it one. For 


if Happineſs be ſeated in the Mind, Cnhappineſs 
muſt be ſo too. 
Conſt, Here I cloſe with you, Madam, and draw 


my concluſive Argument from your own Poſition : If 


the Injury lie in the Fancy, there needs nothing but 
Secrecy to prevent the Wrong. 

L. B. [going.] A ſurer Way to prevent it, is to hear 

no more Arguments in its Behalf. 

Count. [ following ber.] But, Madam 

L. B. But, Sir tis my Turn to be diſcreet now, and 
not ſuffer too long a Viſit. 

Conf 
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Conſt. [catching her Hand.) By Heaven, you ſhall 
not ſtir, till you give me Hopes that I ſhall ſee you 
again at ſome more convenient Time and Place. 

L. B. I give you juſt Hopes enough—ſbreaking from 
him.) to get looſe from you: and that's all I can afford 
you at this Time. [Exit running, 

Conſtant /o/us. 


Now by all that's great and good, ſhe's a charming 
Woman. In what Extaſy of Joy ſhe has left me ! For 
ſhe gave me Hope, did ſhe not ſay ſhe gave me Hope? 
— Hope! Ay ; what Hope——enough to make me 
let her go—why that's enough in Conſcience. Or, 
no matter how 'twas ſpoke; Hope was the Word; it 
came from her, and it was ſaid to me. | | 


Enter Heartfree, 


Ha, Heartfre: Thou haſt done me noble Service in 


© prattling to the young Gentlewoman without there; 


come to my Arms, thou venerable Bawd, and let me 
ſqueeze thee [ Embraciug him eagerly.) as a new Pair of 
Stays does a fat Country Girl, when ſhe's carried to 
Court to ſtand for a Maid of Honour. 

Hleartf. Why what the Devil's all this Rapture for? 

Conſt. Rapture ! There's ground for Rapture, Man; 
there's Hopes, my Heartſite, Hopes, my Friend. 

Heartf. Hopes ! of what ? 

Conſt. Why, Hopes that my Lady and I together 
(for 'tis more than one Body's Work) ſhould make Sir 
Jux a Cuckold. 

Heartf. Pr'ythee, what did ſhe ſay to thee ? 

Conſt, Say! What did the not ſay ? ſhe ſaid that 
ſays ſhe—ſhe ſaid—Zoons, I don't know what ſhe 
ſaid; But ſhe look'd as if the ſaid every thing I'd have 
her; and ſo if thou'lt go to the Tavern, II treat thee 
with any thing that Gold can buy; I'll give all my 
Silver amongit the Drawers, make a Bonfire before 
the Door; ſay the Plenipo's have fign'd the Peace, and 
the Bank of £27/an4's grown honelt, Exeunt. 

SCENE 
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SCENE opens; Lord Rake, Sir John, Sc. at Te 
| ble, drinking. 
All. Huzza ! 


L. R. Come, Boys, charge again 80 -Confuſion 
to all Order. Here's Liberty of Conſcience. 

Al. Hezza! 

L. X. Come, ſing the Song I made this Morning. 

L. R. [Nep.] Aud in Peace Til jag on to the Devil. 
Well, how do vou like it, Gentlemen ? 

All. O, ad mirable! 

Sir J. I wou'd not give a Fig for a Song that 1s 
not full of Sin and Imprdence. 

L. R. Then my Muſe is to your Taſte. But drink 
away; ihe night ſteals upon us ; we ſhall want Time 
to be l.-wd in. Hey, Page, ſally, cut Sirrah, and 
ſee what's doing in the Camp; we'll beat up their 
Quarters preſently. 

Page. PII brin g your Lordſhip an exact Account, 

[Exit Page. 

L. R. Now let the Spirit of Clary go round, Here's 
to our Forlorn Hope,Courage, Knight, TIP attends 
you. 

Sir J. And Laurels ſha!l crown me; drink away, 
and be damn'd. 


L. R. Again, Boys; t'cther Glaſe, and damn No- 
rality. 

Sir J. [arunk.] Ay —damn NM teralir: „and damn 
the Watch. And let the Conſtable be married. 

All, Huzza! 


Ne enter Page. 


L. R. How are the Streets inhabited, Sirrah ? 

Page. My Lord, its Sunday-night, they ate full of 

drunken Citizens. 

I. R. Along then, Boys, we ſhall have a Feaſt. 
C. B. Along, noble Knight. : 
Sir 7. Ay—along Bully; and he that ſays Sir Jen 

Brute is not as drunk and as religious as the drunken- 

eſt Citizen of them all is a Liar, and the Son 

of a Whore. 
C. B. Why, that was * ſpoke, and like a 
free-born Exg/i/oman. Sir 
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Sir F. What's that to you, Sir, whether I am an 
Engliſpman or a Frenchman. 

C. B. Zoons, you are not angry, Sir? 

Sir F. Zoons, I am angry, Sir——for if I'm a 
free-born Engliſbman, what have you to do, even to 
talk of my Privileges ? 

IL. R. Why, pr'ythee, Knight, don't quarrel here; 
leave private Animoſities to be decided by Day- light; 


let the Night be employ'd againſt the publick Enemy. 


Sir 7. My Lord, I reſpe& you becauſe you are a 
Man of Quality. But Fll make that Fellow know, I 
am within a Hair's breadth as abſolute by my Pri- 
vileges, as the King of France is by his Prerogative. 
He by his Prerogative takes Money where it is not his 
due ; 1 by my Privilege refuſe paying it where I oweit. 
Liberty and Property, and Old England. Huzza ! 


Al. Huzza! [Exit Sir John reeling, all fallocving 
him. | Ok: 


SCENE, 4 Bed Chanter. 


Enter Lady Brute and Belinda. 

L. B. Sure it's late, Belinda, I begin to be ſleepy. 

Bel. Ves, tis near Twelve. Will you go to Bed? 

L. B. To Bed, my Dear? And by that Time 1 
am fallen into a ſweet Sleep (or perhaps a ſweet 
Dream, which is better and better) Sir 7% will 
come home roaring drunk, and be oveijoy'd he finds 

me in a Condition to be diſturb'd. | 

Bel. O you need not fear him, he's in for all 
Night. The Servants ſay he's gone to drink with 
my Lord Rate. | 


L. B. Nay, tis not very likely, indeed, ſuch 


ſuitable Company ſhould part preſently. What Hogs 


Men turn, Belinda, when they grow weary of Women ? 
Bel. And what Owls they are, whilſt they are fond 

of 'em. 1 
I. 3. But that we may forgive well enough, be- 
cauſe they are ſo upon our accounts. But pr'ythee one 
Word of poor Conſtant before we go to bed, if ** 
ut 
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but to furniſh Matter for Dreams : I dare ſwear he's 
talking of me now, or thinking of me at leaſt. 

Bel. So he ought, I think; for you were pleas'd to 
make him a good round Advance To-day, Madam. 

L. B. Why, I have een plagu'd him enough to 
ſatisfy any reaſonable Woman: He has beſieg'd me 
theſe two Years to no Purpoſe. 

Bel. And if he beſieg'd you two Years more, he'd 
be well enough pay'd, ſo he had the plundering of 
you at laſt. 

L. B. That may be; but I'm afraid the Town 


won't be able to hold out much longer: for to confeſs 
the Truth to you, Belinda, the Garrifon begins to grow 


mutinous. | 

Bel. Then the ſooner you capitulate, the better. 

L. B. Yet, methinks, I wou'd fain ſtay a little 
longer to ſee you fix d too, that we might ſtart together, 
and ſee who cou'd love longeſt. What think you, it 

Heartfree ſhou'd have a Month's Mind to you. 


Bil. Why faith I cou'd almoſt be in love with him 


for deſpiſing that fooliſh, affected Lady Fancyßul; but 
I'm afraid he's too cold ever to warm himſelf by my 
Fire. 


Wou'd I were a Man for your fake, dear Rogee. 
[LK her. 

Biel. You'd wiſh yourſelf a Woman again for your 
own, or the Men are miſtaken. But if I cou'd make 
a Conqueſt of this Son of Bacchus, and rival his Bottle, 
What ſhou'd I do with him? He has no Fortune, I 
can't marry him: and ſure you wou'd not have me 
do I don't know what with him. 


L. B. Why, if you did, Child, twould be but 2 


good friendly Part; if twere only to keep me in 
countenance, whilſt I play the Fool with Conſtant. 
Bel. Well, if I can't reſolve to ſerve you that 
way, I may perhaps ſome other, as much to your Sa- 
*isfaftion. But pray, how ſhall we contrive to ſee 
: eſe Blades again quickly? 
L. B. We muſt e en have recourſe to the old way; 
wake em an Appointment * twixt Jeſt and va; 
* 


3. 2 Then he drfivecs ts be Gore ws; dark. 
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'twill look like a Frolick, and that you know is a very 
good thing to ſave a Woman's Bluſhes. 
Bel. You adviſe well ; but where ſhall it be ? 
L. B. In Spring-Garden. But they ſhan't know 
their Women, till they pull off their Maſks; for a 
Surprize is the moſt agreeable thing in the World: 


And I find myſelf in a very good Humour, ready to 


do dem any good Turn I can think on. 


Bel. Then pray write em the neceſſary Billet, 


without farther Delay. 
L. B. Let's go into your Chamber then, and whilſt 


| you ſay your Prayers, Tl do it, Child. [Exeunt. 
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SCENE, Covent-Garden. 
Enter Lord Rake, Sir John, &c. with Sword drawn. 
L. R. TS the dead? 


wheeze. 
L. R. How the Witch his Wife howP'd ! 
C. B. Ay, ſhe'll alarm the Watch preſently. 
L. R. Appear, Knight, then; come, you have a 
Cauſe to fight for, there's a Man murder'd. 
Sir J. Is there! then let his Ghoſt be ſatisfy'd ; 


$ for Tif facrifice a Conſtable to it preſently, and burn 


his Body upon his wooden Chair. 
Enter a Taylor, with a Bundle under his Arm, 


Ci. B. How now; what have we got here? a 
Tay. No, an't pleaſe you, I'm no Thief. 
L. R. That we'll ſee preſently : Here; let the Ge- 
neral examine him. | 
Sir J, Ay, ay, let me examine him, and ry oy 
a hun- 


C. 3. No, damn him, I heard him 
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a hundred Pound I find him guilty in ſpite of h's 
Teeth—tor he looks —like a—ſncaking Raſcal. Come, 
Sirrah, without Equivocation or mental Reſei vation, 
tell me of what Opinion you are, and what Calling ; 
for by them ſhall gueſs at your Morals. 

Tay. An't pleaſe you, I'm a diſſenting Journeyman 


Taylor. 

Sir F. Then, Sirrah, you love Lying by your Re- 
ligion, and Theft by your Trade: And fo, that your 
Puniſhments may be ſuitable to your Crimes —I Il have 
you firſt gagg d and then hang c. 

Tay. Pray, good worthy Gentlemen, don't abuſe 
me: indeed 'm an honeſt Man, and a good Workman, 
tho” I ſay it, that ſhou'd not ſay it. 

Sir F. No Words, Sirrah, but attend you Fate. 

L. R. Let me ſee what's in that Bundle. 

Tay. An't pleaſe you, its my Lady's ſhort Cloak and 
_ wraping Gown. 1 

Sir J. What Lady, you Reptile, you? 

Tay. My Lady Brute, an't pleaſe your Honour, 
Sir J. My Lady Brute! my Wife! the Robe of 
my Wife——with Reverence let me approach it. The 
dear Ange! is always taking Care of me in Danger, 
and has ſent me this Suit of Armour to protect me in 
this Day of Battle; on they go. 

All. O brave Knight! > 

IL. R. Live Dan Juiæet the Second, | 

Sir F. Sancho, my 'Squire, help me on with my 
Armour. 

Tay. O dear Gentlemen! I ſhall be quite undone 
if you take the Sack. 

Sir F. Retire, Sirrah ! and fince you carry off your 
Skin, go home and be happy. | 

Sir F. So! how d'ye like my Shapes now ? 

L. R. Toa Miracle! He looks like a Queen of 
the Amazon; —But to your Arms! Gentlemen! The 
Enemy's upon their March—here's the Watch 

Sir J. Oons! if it, were Alexander the Great, at 
the Head of his Army, I wou'd drive him into 2 
Horſe-Pond. | | 

All. Huzza! O brave Knight! 


Enter 
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Ester Watchman, 


Sir F. See! Here he comes, with all his Greeks 
about him 

Watch. Hey-dey ! Who have we got here — ſtand. 

Sir F. May-hap not 

Watch. What are you all doing here in the Streets 
at this time o'night? And who are you, Madam, that 
ſeem to be at the Head of this noble Crew ? 

Sir F. Sirrah? I am Bonduca, Queen of the 
Welchmen ; and with a Leek as long as my Pedigree, 
T will deſtroy your Raman Legion in an Inſtant 
Britons ſtrike home. [Snatches a Watchman's Seaff, 


fſerikes at the Watch, and falls down, his Party drove off. 


Watch. So! We have got the Queen, however 
We'll make her pay well for her Ranſom-—— Come, 
Madam, will your Majeſty pleaſe to walk before the 
Conſtable ? 

Sir F The Conſtable's a Raſcal ! And you are a 
Son of a Whore ! 

Watch. A moſt noble "I truly ! : If this be her 
royal Style, I'll warrant her Maids of Honour prattle 
prettily : But we'll teach you ſome of our Court- 
Diale& before we part with you, Princeſs— Away 


with her to the Round-houſe. 


Sir J. Hands off, you Ruffans! My Honour's 
dearer to me than my Life; I hope you won't be 
uncivil. 


Watch. Away with her. [Exeurt, 
SCENE, 4 Bed Chamber. 
Eater Heartfree ſolus. 


What the Plague ails me ?—— Love? No, I thank 
you for that, my Heart's Rock ſtil! —Yet "tis Be- 
linda that diſturbs me, that's poſitive Well, what 
of all that! Muſt I love her for being troubleſome ? 
At that Rate I might love all the Women I meet, 
I-gad. But hold! tho I don't love her for diſturb- 
ing me, yet ſhe may _ me, becaulc I love yy 

J. 
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Ay, that may be, faith. I have dreamt of her, that's 


certain Well, ſo I have of my Mother; therefore 
what's that to the Purpoſe ? Ay, but Belinda runs in 
my Mind waking—and ſo does many a damn'd thing, 
that I don't care a Farthing for— —Methinks, tho' I 
would fain be talking to her, and yet I have no Buſi- 
neſs — Well, am I the firſt Man that has had a Mind 
to do an unpertinent thing? 


Enter Conſtant. 


Conſt. How now, Heartfree * What makes you up 
and dreſs d ſo ſoon ? I thought none but Lovers quar- 
rel'd with their Beds; I expected to have found you 
ſnoring, as I us'd todo. 

Heartf. Why, faith, Friend, tis the Care I have of 

Affairs, that makes me ſo thoughtful ; I have 
N — ſtudying all Night how to bring your Matter 
about with Belinda ? | 

Conſt. With Belinda 

 Heartf. With my Lady, I mean: And faith I have 
mighty Hopes on't. Sure you muſt be very well ſa- 
tisfy'd with her Behaviour to you Yeſterday ? 

Conſt. So well, that nothing but a Lov $ Fears 
can make me doubt of Succeſs. But what can this 
ſudden Change proceed from ? 

Heartf. Why, you ſaw her Huſband beat her, did 
you not ? 

Conj?. That's true: A Huſband is ſcarce to be borne 
upon any terms, much leſs when he fights with his 
Wife. Methinks, ſhe ſhou'd e'en have cuckolded 
him upon the very Spot, to ſhew that after the Battle 
the was Maſter of the Field. 

Heartf. A Council of War of Women wou'd infal- 
libly have advis'd her to't. But, I confeſs, ſo agree- 
able a Woman as Belinda deſerves better Uſage. 

Conſt. Belinda again ! 

Heartf. Lady, I mean. What a Pox makes 
me . ? [Afde.) A Plague of this trea- 
cherous Tongue. 

Can/t. Pr ythee look upon me ſeriouſly, * 
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Now anſwer me directly: Is it my Lady, or Belindu, 
employs your careful Thoughts thus ? 

. Heartf. My Lady, or Belinda ? 

Conſt. In Love; by this Light, in Love. 

Heartf. In Love! 

Conſt. Nay, ne ler deny it; for thou'lt do it ſo auk- 
wardly, twill but make the Jat fit heavier about thee, 
My dear Friend, I give thee much Joy. | 

Heartf. . pr'ythee, you won't perſuade me to 

it, will you? 
- That ſhe's Miſtreſs of your Tongue, that's 
plain; and I know your are ſo honeſt a Fellow, your 
Tongue and Heart always go together. But how, 
but how the Devil? Pha, ha, ha, ha, ha 

Heart. Hey-day : Why ſure you don't believe it ia 
earneſt ? 

Out. Yes, I do, becauſe I ſee you deny it in jeſt, 
 Heartf. Nay, but look you, Ned——a — deny in 
a——gadzooks, you know I ſay 2 
when a Man denies a think in je. 

Conſt. Pha, ha, ha, ha, ha. 

Heartf. Nay, then we ſhall have it : What, becauſe 
a Man ſtumbles at a Word: Did you never make a 
Blunder? 

Conſt. Ves; for I ann in Love, I own it, 

Heartf. Then, ſo am I—Now laugh till thy Soul's 
glutted with Mirth. [ Embracing him.) But, dear Cen- 
ſtant, don't tell the Towa on't. 

Canſt. Nay then, 'twere almoſt pity to laugh at thee, 
after ſo honeſt a Confeſſion. But tell us a little, Fack, 
by what new invented Arms has this mighty Stroke 
been given? 

Heart E'en by that unaccountable Weapon, call'd 
Fe-ne-ſgai-quoy : For every thing that can come within 
the Verge of Beauty, I have ſeen it with Indifference. 

Conſt. So in few Words then; the Je-ne. ſſai-quoy 


bas been too hard for the quilted Petticoat. 


Heartif. T'gad, I think the Je-ne-ſpai-quoy i is in the 
ꝗuilted Petticoat; at leaſt tis certain, I ne'er think on't 


without 42 —— ga Te-ne-/gai-quoy in every Part about 
me. 


C2 Con/t, 
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Conſt. Well, but have all your Remedies loſt their 
Virtue ? Have you turn'd her Ia- ſide out yet ? 

Heartf. I dare not ſo much as think on't. 

Conſt. But don't the two Years Fatigue I have had, 
diſcourage you ? 

Heartf. Yes : I dread what I foreſee ; yet cannot 
quit the Enterprize. Like ſome Soldiers, 'whoſe Cou- 
rage dwells more in their Honour, than their Nature : 

Oa they go, tho' the Body trembles at what the Soul 
makes it undertake. 


Conjt. Nay, if you expect your Miſtreſs will uſe 
you, as your Profanations againſt her Sex deſerve, you 
tremble juſtly. But how do you intend to proceed, 
Friend ? 


Heartf, Thou know'ſt Pm but a Novice; de friend- 
ly and adviſe me. 

Conſt. Why, look you then; I'd have you—Sere- 
nade and a—write a Song—Go to Church ; Look like 
a Fool—Be very officious; Ogle, write and lead out : 
And who knows, but in a Year or two's time, you 


may be—call'd a troubleſome Puppy, and ſent about 
your Buſineſs. 


Heartf. That's hard. 

Conſt. Yet thus it oft falls out with Lovers, Sir. 

Heartf. Pox on me for making one of the Number. 

Conſt. Have a care; Say no ſaucy things; tw ill but 
apgment your Crime; and if your Miſtreſs hears ont, 
increaſe your Puniſhment. 

Heartf. Pr'ythee ſay ſomething then to encourage 
me, you know I help'd you in your Diſtreſs. 

Conſt. Why then to encourage you to Perſeverance, 
that you may be thoroughly ill-us'd for your Offences ; | 
In put you in mind, that even the coyeſt Ladies of 

*em all are made up of Deſires, as well as we; and 
tho” they do hold out a long time, they will capitulate 
at laſt. For tnat thundering Engineer, Nature, does 
make ſuch Havock in the Town, they mult ſurrender 


at long run, or periſh in their own Flames. 


Enter Footman. > 
Far. Sir, there's a Porter without wich a Letter; 8 | 
dleſires to give it into your own Hands, 
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C:nſt, Call him in. | 
Enter Porter. 

Conſt, What, Foe ! Is it thee ? 
Port. An't pleaſe you, Sir, I was order'd to deliver 
this into your own Hands, by two well-ſhap'd Ladies, 


at the New Exchange. I was at your Honour's Ladg- 


Ings, and your Servants ſent me hither. 

Conſt. "Tis well, are you to carry any Anſwer ? 

Port. No, my noble Maſter. They gave me my 
Orders, and whip, they were gone like a Maidenhead 
at Fifteen. 


Con/t. Very well; there. [Gries him Maney. 
Port. God bleſs your Honour. [Exit Porter. 


Conſt, Now let's ſee what honeſt, truſty Foe has 
brought us. 


[Reads] F you and your Play-Felloau can ſpare Time 
from your Buſineſs and Devotions ; don't fail to be at 


Spring-Garden about Eight in the Evening. You'll fin 


nothing there bus I amet, E you need bring nc other drmy 
than what you uſually carry about you, : 


So, Play-fellow : here's ſomething to ſtay your Sto- 
mach till your Miſtreſs's Diſh is ready for you. 

Heartf, Some of our old batter'd Acquaintance. I 
won't go, not I. 

Con/t. Nay, that you can't avoid; there's Honour 
in the Caſe ; tis a Challenge, and I want a Second. 

Heartf. I doubt I ſhall be but a very uſeleſs one to 
you; for I'm ſo diſhearten'd by this Wound Belinda 
has given me, I don't think I ſhall have Courage enough 

to draw my Sword. | 

Conſt. O, if that be all, come along; I'll warrant 
you find Sword enough for ſuch Enemies as we have 
to deal withal, [Exeunt, 


SCENE, A Street. 


| Enter Conflable and Watchmen, with Sir John. 
Con. Come, forſooth, come along, if you pleaſe ! 


I once in Compaſſion thought to have ſeen you ſafe 
F : home 
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home this Morning: But you have been ſo rampant 
and abufive all Night, I ſhall ſee what the Juſtice of 
Peace will ſay to you. 

Sir & And you ſhall ſee what I'll ſay to the Juſtice 
f Peace, Sirrah. [Watchman knocks at the Door. 


Enter Servant. 
Con. Is 3 
Serv. Yes, 
Con. Pray acquaint his Worſhip we have got an 
_ unruly Woman here, and defire to know what he'll 
j leaſe to have done with her. 
Serv, I'll acquaint my Maſter. [Exit Serv. 


— J. Hark you, Conſtable, what cuckoldy Juſtice 
is this? 

Con. One chat knows how to deal with ſuch — 
as you are, Pl warrant you. | 
: Enter juſtice. 

Zuft. Well, Mr. Conftable, what is the Matter 
there ? 

Con. An't picate your Worſhip, this here comical 
ſort of a Gentlewoman has committed great Out- 
rages to-night. She has been frolicking with my 
Lord Rake and his Gang ; they attacked the Watch, 
and I hear there has been a Man kill d: I believe 
*tis they have done it. | 
Sir F. Sir, there may have been Murder for ought. 
I know; and 's a great Mercy there has not been a 
Rape too that Fellow wou'd have raviſh'd me. 

224 Watch. Raviſh! Raviſh! O lud! O lud! O lud! 
Raviſh her! Why, pleaſe your Worſhip, I heard Mr. 
Conſtable ſay he believed ſhe was little better than a 
Maphrodite. 
Ju. Why truly, ſhe does ſeem a little maſculine 
about the Mouth. 
zd Watch. Yes, and about the Hands too, an't 
pleaſe your Worſhip, I did but offer in meer Civility, 
to help her up the Steps into our Apartment, and with 
her r gripen Fiſt thus, ay. [Sir John knocks him down. 
Sir J. Jaſt io, Sir, I fell'd him to the Ground like 
an Ox 


Juſt · Out upon this boiſterous Woman ! Out upon 
her. Sir 
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Sir J. Mr. Juſtice he would have been uncivil ; It 

was in Defence of my Honour, and I demand Sa- 
dsfaddion. 

24 Watch. 1 hope you r Worſhip will ſatisfy her 
Honour in Bridewell ; — Fiſt of hers will make an 
admirable Hemp- beater. 

Sir F. Sir, I hope you will protect me againſt that 
libidinous Raſcal; I am a Woman of Quality and 
Virtue too, for all I am in an Undreſs this Morning. 
|  Fuſi, Madam, if you expect I ſhou'd be favourable 

to you, I defire I may know who you are. 
Sir F. Sir, I am any body, at your Service. 
Juſt. Lady, I defire to know your Name? 
Sir J. Sir, my Name's Mary. 
Fuſt. Ay, but your Surname, Madam? 
Sir F. Sir, my Surname's the very ſame with my 
Huſband's. 


Toft A firange Woman this! Who is your Huſband, | 


ow 
Sir John. 
Tal. Sir Ne who 2 
Sir F. Sir Jobs Brute. 
Toft Is is poſſible, Madam, you can be my Lady 


Sir 7 That happy Woman, Sir, am I; only a 
little in my Merriment to-night. 

3555 I am concerned for Sir John. 
Sir J. Truly, fo am I. 

| Foſt. I have heard he's an 3 

Sir J. As ever drank. 

Ji. Good lack! Indeed, Lady, I'm ſorry he has 
ſuch a Wife. 

Sir J. I am ſorry he has any Wife at all. 

= And ſo perhaps may he—I doubt you have 

not given him a very Taſte of Matrimony. 

Sir J. Taſte, Sir! Sir, I have ſcorn'd to ſtint him 
to a Taſte, I have given him a full Meal of it. | 
Jiu. Indeed I believe ſo! But pray, fair Lady, 

may he have given you any Occaſion for this ex- 
traordinary Condut—Does he not uſe you well ? 

Sir J. * 75 
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Just. Ay, any Man may be out of Humour now 
and they, 

Sir F. Sir, I love Peace and Quiet, and when a 
Woman don't find that at home, the's apt ſometimes 
to comfort herſelf with a few innocent Diverſions 
abroad. 

uſt. I doubt he uſes you but too well, Pray how 
does he as to that weighty thing, Money? Does he 
allow you what is proper of that ? 

Sir F. Sir, I have generally enough to pay the 
Reckoning, if this Son of a Whore of a Drawer 
wou*'d but bring his Bill. 

Juſt. A ftrange Woman this—Does he ſpend a 
reaſonable Portion of his Time at home, to the Com- 
fort of his Wife and Children ? 

Sir F. He never gave his Wiſe cauſe to repine at 
his being abroad in his Life. 

Faſt. Pray, Madam, how may he be in the grand 
matrimonial Point ls he true to your Bed? 

Sir F. Chaſt! Oons! This Fellow aſks fo many 
impertinent Queſtions ! ! Fgad Ibelieve it is the Juſtice's 
Wife, in the Juſtice's Clothes. 

Juſt. Pray, Madam, (and then I've done) what 
may be yeur Ladyſhip's common Method of Life ? 
If I may preſume ſo far. 

Sir F. Why, Sir, much that of a Woman of 


Quality. 

Fuſt. Pray how may you generally paſs your Time, 
Madam ? Your Morning for Example. 

Sir F. Sir, hke a Woman of Quality I wake 
about two o'Clock in the Afternoon] ftretch—and 
make a Sign for my Chocolate — When I have drank 
three Cups I flide down again upon my Back, with 
my Arms over my Head, while my two Maids put on 
my Stockings Then hanging upon their Shoulders, 
I am trail'd to my great Chair, where I ſit— and yawn 


TE for my Breakfaſt—If it don't come preſently, I lie 


down upon my Couch to ſay my Prayers, while my 
Maid reads me the Play-Bills. | 

Taft. Very well, Madam. 
Sir F. When che Tea is brought in, I drink twelve 
regular 
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regular Diſhes, with eight Slices of Bread and Butter — 
And half an Hour after, I ſend to the Cook to know 
if the Dinner is almoſt ready. 

Fuſt. So! Madam! 

Sir F. By that Time my Head is half dreſt, I hear 
my Husband ſwearing himſelf into a State of Per- 
dition, that the Meat's all cold upon the Table, to 
amend which, I come down in an Hour more, and 
have it ſent back to the Kitchen, to be all dreſt over 
again. | 

Fuſt. Poor Man! 

Sir F. When I have din'd, and my idle Servants 
are preſumptuouſly ſet down at their Eaſe, to do fo 
too, I call for my Coach, to go viſit fifty dear Friends, 
of whom [ hope I ſhall never find one at home, while 
I ſhall live. 8 

Fuaſi. So! There's the Morning and Afternoon 
pretty well diſpos'd of Pray, Madam, how da 
you paſs your Evenings ? 5 | 

Sir F. Like a Woman of Spirit, Sir, a great Spirit. 
Give me a Box and Dice—Seven's the Main, Oons ! 
Sir, I ſet you a Hundred Pound! Why, do you think 
Women are married now a Days, to fit at home and 
mend Napkins: Sir, we have nobler ways of paſſing 

Time. 

Fuſt. Mercy upon us, Mr. Conſtable, what will 
this Age come to. 

Con/t. What will it come to, indeed, if ſuch Wo- 
men as theſe are not ſet in the Stocks ? 5 

Sir F. Sir, J have a little urgent Buſineſs calls upon 
me; and therefore [I deſire the Favour of you to bring 
Matters to a Concluſion. | 

Fuſt. Madam, if I were ſure that Buſineſs were 
not to commit more Diſorders, I weu'd releaſe you. 

Sir F. None By my Virtue. 


Fuſt. Then, Mr. Conſtable, you may diſcharge her. 
Sir F. Sir, your very humble Servant, If you 
| pleaſe to accept of a Bottle 
Juſt. I thank you, kindly, Madam; but I never 
drink in a Morning. Good-by-t'ye, Madam, good- 
by-t'ye. 5 ; 
Cs Sir 
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Sir F. Good-by-t'ye, Sir. [Exit Juſtice. 
So now, Mr. — hal you — I 22 
up a Whore together? 

Cenſt. No, thank you, Madam; my Wife's enough 
to ſatisfy any reaſonable Man. 

Sir J. [4fde.) He, he, he, he, he the Fool is 

then. Well, you won't go? 


. Not I, truly. 
Sir. . Then I'll go by myſelf; and you and your 
Wife may go to the Devil. [Exit Sir John. 


. gazing after her.] Why God-a-mercy Lady. 
{ Exexnt. 
SCEN E, Spring- Garden. 


Conſtant and Heartfree croſs the Stage. As of 
enter Lady Fancyful and Mademoiſelle 
dogging em. 

Conſt. So ; I think we are about the time appoint- 
ed: let us walk up this way. [Exeunt 

I. F. Good: Thus far 1 have dogg'd em em without 

being diſcover d. "Tis infallibly ſome Intrigue that 

brings them to Spring- Garden. How my poor Heart is 
torn and wrackt with Fear and Jealouſy ! Yet ler it be 
any thing but that Flirt Belinda, and I'll try to bear it. 
employ” prove her, all that's Woman in me ſhall be 
employ d to deſtroy her. 

[Exeunt after Conſtant and Heartfree. 


Re-enter Conſtant and Heartfree. Lady Fancyful 

and Mademoiſelle ſtil] following at a Diſtance. 

Conſt. I fee no Females yet, that have any thing to 
ſay to us. I'm afraid we are banter'd. 

Heartf. I wiſh we were; for Pm in no Humour to 
make either them or myſelf merry. 
Confl. Nay, I'm ſure you'll make them merry enough, 
if I tell 'em * you are dull. But pr'ythee why ſo 
heavy and ſad before you to be ill us d :? 

Heartf. For the 45 R haps, that you are 
fo briſk and well pleas'd ; becauſe both Pains and Plea- 
fures are generally more confiderable in Proſpect, than 
_ when they come to paſs. 
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Enter Lady Brute and Belinda, naſt' d, and poorly dreſi d. 

Cent. How now! who are theſe > Not our Game, 
I hope. 
If they are, we are e en well enough ſerv'd, 
to come a hunting here, when we had ſo much bet- 
ter Game in Chaſe elſewhere. 

L. F. [to Mademoiſelle.) So, thoſe are their Ladies 
without doubt. But I'm afraid that Doily Stuff is not 
worn for want of better Clothes. They are the very 
Shape and Size of Belinda and her Aunt. 
|  Madem. So dey be inteed, Matam. 

LF. WeE fip into this cloſe Arbor, where we 
may hear all they ſay. 
rune Lady Fancyful and Mademoiſelle. 
*; B. What, are you afraid, of us, Gentlemen ? 
Heartf. Why, truly, I think we may, if Appear- 


15 ance don't lye. 


1 = you always find Women what they appear 
to ir ? 

Heartf. No, forſooth ; but I ſeldom find 'em better 
than they appear to be. 

Bel. Then the Outſide's beſt you think? 

Heartf. Tis the honeſteſt. 

Conft. Have a care, Heartfree ; you are IO 


again. 

L. B. Why, Goon the Gentlaman wie 628 at Wo- 
men? 

Conft. He has done formerly. | | 
Biel. I ſuppoſe he had very good Cauſe for't. They 
did not uſe you ſo well, as you thought you deſerv'd, 


Sir. 
L. B. They made themſelves merry at your Ex 
pence, Sir? 


Bel. Laugh'd when you figh'd. 

L. B. Slept while you were waking. 

Bel. Had your Porter beat. 

L. B. And threw your Billet-doux in the Fire. 
Heartf. Hey-day, I ſhall do more than rail preſently. 
Bel. Why you won't beat us, will you ? 


| Heartf. J don't know but I may. 
| Canſt. 
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Cant. What the Devil's coming here ? Sir Jobs in 

a Gown——And drunk, b faith. | 
| Enter Sir John. 


Sir F. What a Pox——hbere's Conflant, Feartfree— 
and two Whores gad O. you covetous Rogues 
what have you never a ſpare Punk for your Friend— 
But I'll ſhare with you. [ He ſeizes both the Women. 
— 31 Why what the plague have you been doing, 
Knight? 5 

Sir F. Why, I have been beating the Watch, and 
ſcandalizing the Clergy. | 
Heart. A very good Account, truly. 

Sir J. And what do you think Til do next? 

(t. Nay, that no Man can gueſs. | 

Sir F. Why, if you'll let me ſup with you, Pll treat 
both your Strumpets. 

L. B. [ Aſide.] O Lord, we're undone. 
 Heartf. No, we cant ſup together, becauſe we have 
ſome Affairs elf-v.here. But if you'll accept of theſe 
two Ladies, we'll be ſo complaiſant to you, to reſign 
our Right in 'em. | | 

Bel. [ Afide.] Lord, what ſtall we do? 

Sir 7. Let me ſce, their Clothes are ſuch damn'd 
Clothes, they won't pawn for the Reckoning. 

Hear:f. Sir John, your Servant. Raptures attend 
you. 

Conf!. Adieu Ladies, make much of the Gentleman. 

L. B. Why ſure you won't leave us in the Hands 
of a d:unken Fellow to abuſe us. 4 

Sir T. Who do you call a drunken Fellow, you 
Slut you? I'ma Man of Quality; the King has made 
nie a Knight,  [Heartf, runs of. 

2 Ay, ay, you are in good Hands; Adieu, 
Adieu, 

L. B. The Devil's Hands: Let me go, or 1 
For Heaven's ſake protect us. 

[She breaks from him, runs to Conftant, twitching off 

her Maſe, and clapping it on again. 

Sir F. III Devil you, you Jade you. T'll demoliſh 
your ug y Face. 


Re-enter 
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Re-enter Heartfree, Belinda runs to him, and fbews hey 


Face. 

Heartf. Hold, thou mighty Man; look ye, Sir, we 
did but jeſt with you. Theſe are Ladies of our Ac- 
quaintance that we had a mind to frighten a little, but 
now you muſt leave us. 

Sir F. —_ 4 leave you, not I. 
| Hearif. Nay, b muſt though ; and therefore 
make no Words __ | 
Sir F. Then you are a couple of damn'd uncivil 
Fellows. And J hope your Punks will give you Sauee 
to your Mutton, [Exit Sir John. 

L. B. Oh, I thall never come to myſelf again, I'm 
ſo frighten'd. | 

Canft. Tis a narrow Scape indeed. 

Bel. Women muſt have Frolicks, you ſee, whatever 
they coſt 'em. | 

Heartf. This might have prov'd a dear one tho”. 

I. B. You are the more oblig'd to us for the Riſa 
we run upon your Accounts. 

Conſt. And I hope you'll acknowledge ſomething 
due to our Knight-Errantry, Ladies. This is the fe- 

cond Time we have deliver'd you. 

L. B. 'Tis true; and fince we fee Fate has defign'd 

for our Guardians, twill make us the more wil - 
ling to truſt ourſelves in your Hands. But you muſt 
not have the worſe Opinion of us for our innocent Fro- 

Heartf. Ladies, you may command our Opinions 
in every thing that is to your Advantage. 

Bel. Then Sir, I command you to be of Opinion, 
That Women are ſometimes better than they appear 
tobe. [Lady Brute and Conſtant tall apart. 

Heartf. Madam, you have made a Convert of me 
in every thing. I'm grown a Fool. I cou'd be fond 
of a Woman, | 

Bel. I thank you, Sir, in the Name of the whole Sex. 

Heartf. Which Sex nothing but yourſelf cou'd ever 
bave aton'd for. 

Bel. Now has my Vanity a deviliſh Itch, to know 
in what my Merit conſiſts. | Heartf. 
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_ Hearif. In your Humility, Madam, that keeps you 


it conſiſts at all. 
Bel. One other Compliment, with that ſerious Face, 
and I hate you for ever after. 

Heartf. Some Women love to be abus'd ; Is that it 
you wou'd be at? 
Bel. No, not that neither: But I'd have Men talk 


8 or an affected Bluſh. 

Heartf. Why then, in as plain Terms as I can find 
to s myſelf, I could love you even to Matrimo- 
ny itſelf a-moſt, I'gad. 

Bel. Juſt as Sir Jobs did her Ladyſkip there, —What 
think you ? Don't you believe one Month's Time 
might bring you down to the ſame Indifference, only 
Clad in a Ide better Manners, perhaps? Well, you 
Men are unaccountable things, mad till you have your 

Miſtreſſes, and then ſtark mad till you are rid of em 
again. Tell me honeſtly, is not your Patience put to 

a much ſeverer Trial after Poſſeſſion than before? 


Heartf, With a great many, I muſt confeſs it is, ta 
our eternal Scandal; but dear Creature, do but 


the fafeſt. [To Lacy Brute.) Madam are not yo 


taking a Turn to the Great Walk ? It's almoſt dark, 


no body will know us. 


L. B. Really I find myſelf ſomething idle, Belinda: 
Beſides I doat upon this little odd private Corner. But 


don't let my lazy Fancy confine you. ¶ Conſt. ae] 


in ws ie i ens ea rn. that's well. 
Bel. Well, we'll take one Turn, and come to you 
[To Heart.] Come, Sir, ſhall we go pry into 


the Secrets of the Garden ? Who knows what Diſco- 


nly what's fit for Women to hear; without putting 


. EE A ae? M 
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Opinion, Madam, is like your 
remov d. 


doubt you much; Why, ſuppoſe 
a Wife, and ſhe ſhould entertain a Gallant ? 


K. Cauſe, how cou'd I juſtly 
Ah; 


I 
+. But Blows nn dew as Piper. 
Nor ill Manners much, truly. 
1 kay no Woman upon Earth has ſo juſt A 
ave. 
Fenn 
In Equity, without Doubt. And where 


5 bſpence with Equity, — ſhould — 
with Laws. 


Conſt. . 
"tis but reaſonable I aſſault you with mine. 

L. B. The Caſe js not the ſame. What Miſchief 
we do, we can't help, and therefore are to be for- 
ven. 
— Beauty ſoon obtains Pardon, for the Pain 
that it gives, when it applies the Balm of Compaſſion 
to the Wound : But a fine Face, and a hard Heart, 


. almoſt as bad as an ugly Face and a ſoft one; both 


ery troubleſome to many a poor Gentleman. 

1 Yes, and to many a poor Gentlewoman too, 
I can aſſure you. But pray, which of em is it, that 
moſt afflifts you? 

Conſt. Your Glaſs and Conſcience will inform you, 
Madam. But for Heaven's ſake (for now I muſt be 
ſerious) if Pity, or if Gratitude can move you ; [Taking 
ber Hand.) If Conſtancy and Truth have Power to 


to tempt you: If Love, if Adoration can affett you, 


give me at leaſt ſome Hopes, that Time may do, 
what you perhaps mean never to perform ; *twill eaſe 
my Sufferings, tho' not quench my Flame. 

L. J. Your Sufferings cas'd, your Flame 1 * 
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x "_ And that I wou'd preſerve, not quench 
it, Sir. 

Conſt, Wou'd you preſerve it, nouriſh it with 
Favours; for that's the Food it naturally requires. 


L. B. Yet on that natural Food, 'twould ſurfeit 


foon, ſhou'd I reſolve to grant all you wou'd aſk. 
Conſt. And in refuſing all, you ſtarve it. Forgive 
me therefore, ſince my Hunger rages, if I at laſt 
grow wild, and in my Frenzy force at leaſt this from 
you. [Ki//fing her Hand.] Or if you'd have my Flame 
ſoar higher ſtill, then grant me this, and this, and 
Thouſands more; [ Ling fir/fi ber Hand, then her Neck. 
LA.] For now's the Time ſhe melts into Com- 
n 


I. B. O Heavens! Let me g0. 


charming Angel into this private Arbour—Nay, 
let's loſe no Time Moments are precious. 


L. B. And Lovers wild. Pray let us ſtop here; 


at leaſt for this Time. | N 
Conſt. "Tis impoſſible; he that has Power over you, 
can have none over himſelf. | 
A. he is forcing her into the Arbour, Lady Fancy ful and 
Mademoiſelle bolt aut upon them, and run over the 
Stage. | | 
L. B. Ah; Tm loft. 
L. F. Fe, fe, fe, fe, fe. 
Madem. Fe, fe, fe, fe, fe. 
Conſt. Death and Furies, who are theſe ? 
L. 3. O Heavens! I'm out of my Wits ; if they 
knew me, I am ruin'd. 


Conſt. Don't be frightned: Ten thouſand to one 


they are Strangers to you. 
L. B. Whatever they are, I won't ſtay here a 
Moment longer. | 
Canft. Whither will you go? Es it 
L. B. Home, as if the Devil were in me. Lord, 
where's this Belinda now. | 
Enter Belinda and Heartfree. 
O! 'tis well you are come: I'm ſo frightned, my 
Hair ſtands an end. Let's be gone, for Heaven's 


Conſt, Ay, go, ay: Where ſhall we go, my 
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Bel. Lord, what's the Matter? | ; 
L. B. The Devil's the Matter ; Here's a Couple of 
Women have done the moſt impertinent thing, Away, 
away, away, away, away. [Ext —_— 


ACT V. 


SCENE, Lady Fancyful's Houſe. 
Enter Lady Fancyful and Mademoiſelle. 


I. F. WEE. Mademoiſelle ; did you dodge the 
filthy Things ? 

Madem. O que ouy, Madame. 

L. F. And * are they? 

Maaem. Au Logis. 

L. F. What, Men and all? 
Mam. Tous enſemble. 

I. F. O Confidence ! What, carry their Fellows 
to their own Houſe ? 

Magdem. C'eſt que le Mari n'y eſt pas, 

L. F. No, ſo I believe, 4 But he ſhall be 
there, and quickly too, if I can find him out. Well, 
tis a prodigious thing, to ſee when Men and Women 
get together, how they fortify one another in their 
Impudence. But if that drunken Fool, her Husband, 
be to be found in e er a Tavern in Town, III ſend | 
him amongſt em: Pl ſpoil their Sport. 

Madem. En verite, Madame, ce ſeroit domage. 

L. F. "Tis in vain to oppoſe it, Mademoi/elle ; there- 
fore never go about it. For I am the ſteddieſt Creature 
in the World ——when I have determin'd to do Miſ- 
chief. So come along. [Excunt, 


8 CE NE, Sir John Brute Houſe. 
Enter Conſtant, Heartfree, Laay Brute, Belinda, and 


Lovewell. 
L. B. Butare you ſure you don't miſtake, n 
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Lov. Madam, I ſaw em all go into the Tavern to- 
| "2 and my Maſter was ſo drunk he cou'd ſcarce 


L. B. Then, Gentlemen, believe we may venture 
to let you ſtay, and play at Cards with us, an Hour 
or two: For they'll ſcarce part till Morning. 

Bel. I think, tis Pity they ſhould ever part. 

Conft. The Company that's here, Madam. „ 

L. B. Then, Sir, the Company that's here, muſt 

remember to part itſelf, in Time. 

Conft. Madam, we don't intend to forfeit your future 
Favours, by an indiſcreet Uſage of this. The Mo- 


ment you give us the Signal, we ſhan't fail to make 


our Retreat. 


E. B. Upon thoſe Conditions then let us fit down 


to Cards. 
Enter Lovewell. 


Low. O Lord, Madam, here's my Maſter juſt ſtag- : 
gering in upon you ; he has been quarrelſome yonder, 


and they have kick'd him out of the Company. 
I. B. Into the Cloſet, Gentlemen, for Heaven's 
ſake; n wheedle him to Bed, if poſſible. 
.[Conſt. and Heartf. run into the Cliſet, 
Enter Sir John, ali dirt and blcagy. 

L. Z. Ah——Ah——be's all over Blood. 

Sir J. What the plague does the Woman—ſquall 
for? Did you never ſee a Man in Pickle before? 

L. B. Lord, where have you been ? 

Sir J. I have been at—Cuffs. 

L. B. I fear that is not all. I hope you are not 
wounded. = 

Sir F. Sound as a Roach, Wife. 

L. B. I'm mighty glad to hear it. 

Sir J. You know think you lye. 

L. B. You do me wrong to think ſo. For Hea- 
ven's my Witneſs, I had rather ſee my own Blood 
trickle down, than yours. 

Sir J. Then will I be crucify'd. 

L. B. "Tis a hard Fate, I ſhou'd not be believ'd. 

Sir J. Tis a damn'd atheiſtical Age, Wife. 

L. B. Iam ſure J have given you a thouſand tender 


Proofs, 


© = © 
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Proofs, how my Care is of you. But, fpite of 
all your crec Thoughts, III ſtill perfiſt, and at this 
ie and ſleep 
A likktle, 


aq F. Why—do you think I am drunk—you Slut, 


L. Z. Heaven forbid, I ſhou'd: But I'm afraid 
you are feveriſh. Pray let me feel your Pulſe. 
Sir F. Stand off, — be damn'd. 
L. B. Why, I ſee your Diſtemper in your very 
Eyes. Tou are all on Fire. Pray, go to Bed; let 
me intreat you, 
T 3 Ter i kifs me, __ 4649 
bim. ] There: Now 
_ ſtinks _ Paiſon. ee 
ir J. I ſee it oes damnabl againſt your 
And — me — & N — 
L. B. Nay, now you fool me. 80 
Sir J. Dot, I ſay. 8 
my XY . n 
t Now will you go? | 
Sir F. Now, Wife, you ſhall ſee my Gratitude. 
You gave me two Kifſes—Pll give you—two hundred. 
[Kiste and tumbles her. 
L. B. O Lord: Pray, Sir John be quiet. Hea- 
vens, what a Pickle am I in! 
Bel. [Afide.} If I were in her Pickle, Pa call my 
Te and he ſhou'd Cudgel him 
ly 


- 


—4 So, _ as dirty and as naſty as 
myſelf, we may go - But fuſt I muſt have 
a Cup of » our dd T's ife. [Going to the Cloſet. 


L. B. Gm nets! Thanh cove tone, « q_ 
2 Pl warrant you, I'll find ſome, my Dear 
| You can't open the Door, the Lock's ſpoil'd; 
r ematin ids Key this hel Hour 
to no Purpoſe. Pl fend for the Smith to-morrow. 
Sir F. There's ne*er a Smith in Europe can open a 
Door with more Expedition than I can do——As for 
Example,—Pou. [ He burfts open the Door with his Foot. | 
— How now ! W the Devil have we got here? 
| Conſtant, 
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f e —— And two Whores again, 
'S 
met with in my Life ; 
Enter Conſtant and Heartfree. 
L. B. [Ai O Lord, what will become of us? 
Sir J. Gentlemen — I am your very humble Ser- 


vant—!I give you many Thanks ſee you take Care 


of my Family—T ſhall do all I can to return the Obli- 
tion. 

Conft. Sir, how oddly ſoever this Buſineſs may ap- 
pear to you, you'd have no Cauſe to be uneaſy, if you 
knew the Truth of all Things ; your Lady is the moit 
virtuous Woman in the World, and nothing has paſt, 
but an innocent Frolick. 5 5 
| Heartf. Nothing elſe, upon my Honour, Sir. 

Sir F. You are both very civil Gentlemen—And 
my Wife, there, is a very civil Gentlewoman ; there- 


fore I don't doubt but many civil Things have paſt 


between you. Your very humble Servant. 

L. B. [Aide to Conſt.) Pray be gone: He's ſo 
drunk he can't hurt us to-night, and to-morrow 
Morning you ſhall hear from us. 

Conf. Vil obey you, Madam. Sir, when you are 
cool, you'll underſtand Reaſon better. So then I ſhall 
take the Pains to inform you. If not— l wear 2 
Sword, Sir, and ſo good by t'ye. Come along, 
Heartfree. [ Exeunt. 
Sir J. Wear a Sword, Sir—And what of all that, 
Sir? He comes to my Houſe ; eats my Meat; lies 
with my Wife; diſhonours my Family; gets a Baſtard 
to inherit my Eftate—And when I afk a civil Account 
of all this Sir, ſays he, I wear a Sword—Wear a 
Sword, Sir? Yes, Sir, ſays he, I wear a Sword—It 
may be a good Anſwer at Croſs purpoſes ; but tis a 
damn'd one to a Man in my whimſical Circumſtance 
ir, ſays he, I wear a Sword! [To Lady Brute. ] 
And what do you wear now? ha! tell me. [ Sirting 


down in a great Chair.] What you are modeſt, and 


cant. Why then I'II tell you, you Slut, you. You 
wear an impudent lewd Face——A damn'd, de- 
ſign ing Heart And a Tail—and a Tail full of — 


[He falls faſt aſterp ſnoring. 


— This is the worſt cold Tea that ever 1 
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L. B. So; Thanks to kind Heaven, he's faſt for ſome 
Hours. 

Bel. Tis well he is ſo, that we may have time to 
lay. our Story handſomely ; for we muſt lye like the 
Devil to b ing ourſelves off. 

L. E. What thall we ſay, Belinda? 
Bel. [mufing.]—TI'l! tell you: It * all light upon 
Heartfree and I. We'll ſay he has courted me ſome time, 
but for Reaſons unkaown to us, has ever been very 
earneſt the thing might be kept from Sir Jabn. That 
therefore hearing him upon the Stairs, he run into the 

Cloſet, tho” againſt our Will, and Conſtant with him, to 

prevent Jealouſy. And to give this a good impudent 

Face of Truth, (chat I may deliver you from the Trou- 
ble you are in) Fll e'en, if he pleaſes, marry him. 

L. B. Tm beholden to you, Couſin ; but that wou'd 
be carrying the Jeſt a little too far for your own ſake : 
You know he's a younger Brother, and has nothing. 

Bel. "Tis true: But I like him, and have Fortune 
enough to keep above Extremity : I can't ſay, I wou'd 

live with him in a Cell, upon Love and Bread and But- 
tor: But I had rather have the Man I love, and a mid - 
dle State of Life, than that Gentleman in the Chair 
| there, and twice your Ladyſhip's Splendor. 

I. B. In truth, Niece, you are in the right on't : 
But itis late: Let's end our Diſcourſe for to-night, and 
out of an Exceſs of Charity, take a ſmall Care of that 
naſty drunken thing there—Do but look at him, Belinda. 

Bel. Ah "tis a favoury Diſh. 

L. B. As ſavoury as tis, I'm cloy'd with't. Pr'ythee 
call the Butler to take awa 

Bel. Call the Butler ?—Call the Scavenge r! [Toe 
Servant within.] Who's there: Call Rege Let him 
take away his Maſter, ſcour him clean with a little 
Soap and Sand, and ſo put him to death. 

L. 3. Come, Belinda, I'll &en lie with you To- 


night; and in the Morning we'll ſend for our Gentle- 
men to ſet this Matter even. 


Bel. With all my Heart. 
L. B. Good Night, my Dear. 


Mating a low C Sir Toh 
But, Ha, ha, ha 3 
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Enter Raſor. 

Raſ. My Lady there's a Wag My Maſter there's 
a Cuckold. Marriage is a ſlippery thing Women 
have deprav'd Appetites— My Lady's a Wag; I have 
heard all; I have ſeen all; I underftand all; and I'll 
tell all; for my little Frenchwoman loves News — 

This Story ll gain her Heart, or nothing will. [To his 
Maſter.) Come, Sir, your Head's tuo fall of Fumes at 
preſent, to make room for your Jealouſy ; but I reckon 
we ſhall have rare Work with you, when your Pate's 
empty. Come to your Kennel, you cuckoldy, drunken 
Sot, you, [ Carries him out upon bis Back. 


S CENE, Lady Fancyful's Houſe. 


Enter Lady Fancyfu! and Mademoiſelle. 

L. F. But, why did not vou tell me before, Made- 
— that Raſor and you were fond ? 

| Madem. De Modeſty hinder me, Matam. _ 

L. F. Why truly Modeſty does often  — BEPRR 
doing things we have an extravagant Mind to. But 
does he love you well enough yet, to do any thin 
you bid him ? Do you think to oblige you, he wou'd 
ſpeak Scandal? 

Madem. Matam, to oblige your Ladyſbip, he ſhall 
ſpeak Blaſphemy. 

L. J. Why then, Mademoiſelle, Il tell you what 
you ſhall do. You ſhall engage him to tell his Maſter, 
ai! that paſt at ©pring-Garder : I have a Mind he thou'd 
know what a Wife and a Niece he has got. | 

Madem. Il le fera, Mademe. 

Enter a Footinan, at bo ſpeaks to Mademoiſelle apare. 

Foot. Mademoiſelle, youder s Mr. Rafor defires to 

with you. 

Magem. Teil him, I come preſently. [Exit Footman.] 

or be dere, Matam. 

L. F. That's fortunate; Well, rin leave you toge- 
ther. And if you find him Rub donn, Mademoiſelle— 
hark ycu—don't refuſe him a few little reafonable 
Liber ties, to put him into Humour, 

Madem. Laiſſez moi faire, Exit 


— 
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[Raſor peeps in; and ſeeing Lady Fancyful gone, runs to 
Mademoiſelle, takes * the Neck, * her. 
Madem. How now, Confidence ! 

Raſ. How now, Modeſty ! 

Madem. Who make you To familiar, Sirrah ? 

Raſ. My Impudence, Hufſly. 

Madem. Stand off, Rogue-Face. 

Raſ. Ah-—Mademoiſelle—great News at our Houſe. 

Madem. Why, vat be de Matter ! 

| Raf. The Matter?—why Uptails, All's the Matter. 

Madem. Tu te mocque de moi. 

Raſ. Now do you long to know the Particulars : 
The Time when : The Place where: The Manner 
bow. ButIwon'ttell you a Word more. 
Madem. * den dou kill me, Rauer. 

ay. Come, kiſs me, then. 

[Clapping his Hands bebind him. 

Madem. Nay, pridee tell me. 

Raſ. Good by rye. — 

Maden. Hold, hold : I will kiſs dee. * g bim. 
Kaſ. So, that's civil: Why now, my pretty Poll ; 
| my Goldfinch : my little Waterwagtail——you muſt 

hon thatCome, kiſs me again. 

Made. I won't kiſs de no more. 

Raſ. Good by bye. [Going, 

Madem. Doucement ; Dere ; es tu content? 


[ Kiffing him. 


RNaſ. So: NowT'lltell thee all. Why the News is, 
That Cuckoldom in Folio is newly printed ; and Matri- 


mony in Quarto, is juſt going into the Preſs. Will you : 


buy any Books, Mademoſelle ? 

Madem. Tu parle comme un Librarie; de Devil no 
underſtand dee. 

KRaſ. Why then, that I may make myſelf intelligible 
to a Waiting- Woman, TIl ſpeak like a Valet de Cham- 

bre. My Lady has cuckolded my Maſter. 

Madem. Bon. 

Raf. Which we take very ill from her Hands, I can 
ta We can't yet prove Matter of Fatt up- 
on 

Maden. N'importe. | 


-—— — - — — 
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Raf. 
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Raſ. But we can prove, that — of Fact had 
like to have been upon her. 
Madem. Ouy-da. 
Raſ. For we have ſuch terrible Circumſtances. 
Madem. Sans doute. 


Raſ. That any Man of Parts may draw tickling 
Conclufions from em. 


Madem. Fort bien. 
| Raf. We found a couple of tight well-built Gentle- 
men, ſtuft into her Ladyſhip's Cloſet. | 
Madem. Le Diable. 
Raſ. And I, in my particular Perſon, have diſcover'd 
a moſt damnable Plot, how to perſuade my poor Ma- 
fer, that all this Hide and Seek, this Will in the Wiſp. 


has no other meaning than a Chriſtian Marriage for 
ſweet Mrs. Belinda. 


Madem. Une Marriage ? ? Ab les Droleſs. 


| Raf. Don't ano, vp Huſly ; tis agreed, I 


ſay. And my innocent Lady, to riggle herſelf out at 
the Back-door of the Buſineſs, turns Marriage-Bawd 
to her Niece, and reſolves to deliver up her fair Body, 
to be tumbled and mumbled, by that young liquoriſh 
Whipſter Heartfree. Now are you ſatisfy d: 

Madem. No. 

Raſ.. Right Woman ; always gaping for more. 

Madem. Dis be all den, dat you know ? 

Raſ. All? Ay, and a great deal too, I think. 

Maden. Dou be Fool, don know noting. Ecoute, 
mon pauvre Raſor. Dou ſees des two * Des two 
Eyes have ſee de Devil. 

RNaſ. The Woman' mad. 


Madem. In Spring- Garden, dat Rogue cala meet 
dy Lady. 


Raſ. Bon. ä 
— Dl tell dee no more. 
Raſ. Nay, pr'ythee, my Swan. 
Madem. Come, kiſs me den. 
[Clapping her Hands behind her, as he did before. 
Raf. E. RtG yoo, net].  - 
Madem. Adieu. [ Going: 


Raſ. Hold ——f ow 
[Give her a bearty Kiſi. 
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Magdem. A 61 hide my ſelf in one cunnin 
Place, where | hear all, and ſee all. Firſt dy d. unken 


Maſter come mal a propos; but de Sot no know his 
own dear Wife, ſo he leave her to her Sport 


Den de Game begin. De Lover ſay ſott ting: De 
Lady look upon de Ground. [ 4s fe ſteats, Raſor 
fill acts the Man, and ſbe the Woman.) He take her by 


de Hand: She turn her Head on oder Way. Den he 


ſqueeze very hard: Den ſhe pull—very ſoftly. Den 
he take her in his Arm: Den ſhe give him leetel Pat. 
Den he kiſs her Tettons. Den ſhe ſay—Piſh, nay 
fee. Den he tremble: Den ſhe - — ſigh. Den he 
pull her into de Arbor : Den ſhe pinch him. 

| Ra/. Ay, but not ſo hard, you Baggage, you. 

Madem. Den he grow bold: She grow weak, he tro 
her down, il tombe deſſu, le Diable aſſiſt, i] emport 
tout; [ Raſor ſtruggles wwith her, as if he could throw 
ber down. ſtand off, Sirrahn. 

 Raſ. You have ſet me a- fire, you Jade, you. 

Madem. Den go to de River and quench dyſelf. 

Raſ. What an unnatural Harlot this! 

Madem. Raſor. [Looking languifhingly on him. 

Raſ. Mademoiſelle. | 

Madem. Dou no love me? 

Raſ. Not love thee? More than a Frenchman 
does Soup. 

Madem. Den dou will refuſe nothing dat I bid dee? 

Raſ. Don't bid me be damn'd then. 

Magdem. No, only tell dy Maſter, all J have tell dee 
of dy Laty. 

Raſ. Why, you little malicious Strumpet, you ; ; 


ſhou'd you like to be ſerv'd fo ? 


Madem. Dou diſpute den? Adieu. 


Ra}. Hold 
a Rogue, my Dear? 
Madem. Voila un vrai Anglois ! il eſt amoureux, et 
cependant il veut raiſonner. Va t'en au Diable. 

Raſ. Hold once more : In hopes thou' lt give me up 
thy Body, I'll make a preſent of my Honeſty. 
Madem. Bon, écoute donc ;—If dou fail me 


I totes: hate FR 
to 


But why wilt thou make me be ſuch 
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I toy. [She takes him about the Neck, and gives 


him a ſmacking K iſs.] [Exit Mademoiſelle. 
Rafor. [Licking his Lips.) Not be a Rogue ?— Amor 
vincit Omnia. Exit Raſor. 


Enter Lady Fancyful and Mademoielle 
L. F. Marry, ſay ye? Will the two Things marry ? 
Madem. On le va faire, Madame. 
I.. F. Look you, Mademoiſelle, in ſhort, I can't 
bear it—No; I find I can't—If once I ſee em a-bed 
together, I ſhall have ten thouſand Thoughts in my 
Head will make me run diſtracted. Therefore run and 
call Raſor back immediately; for ſomething muſt be 
done to ſtop this impertinent Wedding. If I can but 
defer it four and twenty Hours, I'll make ſuch Work 
about Town, with that little pert Slut's Reputation, he 
ſhall as ſoon marry a Witch. VV 
Madem. | Aſide.] La viola bien intentionee. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE, Conſtant's Lodgings. 
Enter Conſtant and Heartfree, 


Cant. But what doſt think will become of this Bu- 

Aneſs ? Ee 

 Heartf. "Tis eafier to think what will not come on't. 
Conſt. What's that? | : 

Etartf. A Challenge. I know the Knight too well 
for that; his dear Body will always prevail upon his 
noble Soul to be quiet. ED 

Conſt. But tho? he dare not challenge me, perhaps 
he may venture to challenge his Wife, 

Heart. Not if you whiſper him in the Ear, you 
won't have him do't, and there's nv other way left that 
I fee. For as drunk as he was, he'll remember you 
and I were where we ſhou'd not be; and I don't think 
him quite Blockhead enough yet, to be perſuaded we 
were got into his Wife's Cloſet only to peep into her 
Prayer-Book. 

Enter a Servant with a Letter. 
Serv. Sir, here's a Letter, a Porter brought it. 
Cent. O ho, here's Inſtructions for us, 


K 
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Reads: : 
The Accident that has happen'd has touch'd our Invention 
to the Quick. We wou'd fain come off, without your 
Help ; but find that's impoſſible. In a Word, the 
auhole Bufineſs muſt be thrown upon a matrimonial 
intrigue, between your Friend and mine. But if the 
Parties are not fond enough, to go quite through with 
the Matter; "tis ſufficient for cur Turn, they oxen the 


Defign. Well find Pretences enough to break the - 
Match. Adieu. 


ell, Woman for Invention! How Joo wou'd 
my Blockhead have been producing this Hey, Hear:- 


Free: What muſing, Man? Pr'ythee be chearful. What 


fay'ſt thou, Friend, to this matrimonial Remedy? 
Heartf. Why, I fay, it's worſe than the Diſeaſe. 
Conſt, Here's a Fellow for you: There's Beauty and 

Money and her Side, and Love up to the Ears on his: 


And yet 


Heartf. And yet, I think, I may reaſonably be al- 


 low'd to boggle at marrying the Niece, in the very 


Moment that you are debauching the Aunt. 
 Conft. Why, truly, there may be ſomething in that. 


But have not you a good Opinion enough of your own 


Parts, to believe you cou'd keep a Wife to yourſelf? 

Hearrf. I ſhou'd have, if I had a good Opinion 
_ of hers, to believe ſte cou'd do as much by 

For to do em right, after all, the Wite ſeldom 
nds. till the Husband thews her the Way. 

Conft. Tis true, a Man of real Worth, ſcarce ever 
is a Cuckold, but by his own Fault. Women are nor 
naturally lewd ; there muſt be ſomething to urge em to 
it. They'll cuckold a Churl, out of Revenge; a Fool, 
becauſe they deſpiſe him; a Beal}, becauſe they loath 


him. But when they make bold with a Man they once 


bad a well-grounded Value for, tis becauſe they firit 
ſee themſelves neglected by him. 
 Heartf. Well then, ſhall I marry or die a Maid? 
Conft. Why faith, Hearif1ce, Matrimony is like an 
Army going to engage. Love's the forlorn Hope, 
which is ſoon cut off; the Marriage Knot is the main 
** which may ſtand Buff a long long Time ; and 
D 2 Repentance 
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Fepentance is the Rear-Guard, which rarely pives 
Grourd, as long as the main Body has a Being. 

Heartf. Concluſion then; you adviſe me to whore 
on as you do, 

Coat. That's not concluded yet. For tho' Marriage 

be a Lottery, in which there are a wondrous many 
Blanks; yet there is one ineſtimable Lot, in which the 
only Heaven on Earth is written. Wou'd your kind 
Fate but guide your Hand to that, tho? I were wrapt 
in all that Luxury itſelf could clothe me with, I till. 
ihou'd envy you, 

Heartf. And juſtly too; for to be . of loving 
One, doubtleſs, is better than to poſſeſs a Thouſand. But 
how far that Capacity's in me, alas, I know not. 

Conſt. But you wou'd know. 

 Heartf. I wou'd fo. 

Conſt, Matrimony will inform you. Come, one 
Flight of Reſolution carries you to the Land of Ex- 
_ Ferience; where in a very moderate Time, you'll know 
the Capacity of you Soul and your Body both, or I'm 
miſtaken. [Excunt. 


S CENE, Sir John Brute's Heuſe. 


Enter Lady Brute and Belinda. 

Bel. Well, Madam, what Anſwer have you from 
'em ? | 
L. B. That they'll be here this Moment. I fancy 
'twill end in a Wedding: I'm ſure he's a Fool if it 
don :. Ten thouſand Pounds, and ſuch a Lats as you 
are, is no contemptible Offer to a younger Brother, 
But are not you under ftrange Agitations ? Pr'ythee, 

how does your Pulſe beat ? 

Bel. High and low, I have much a-do to be valiant : 
zs it not very ſtrange to go to bed to a Man? 

L. B. Um it is a little odd at firſt, but it will 
will ſoon grow eaſy to you. 

Enter Conſtant and Heartfree, 

Good-morrow, Gentlemen : How have you ſlept after 
your Adventure ? 
|  Hearif. Some careful Thoughts, Ladies, on your 
Accounts, have kept us waking, 1 | 
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Bel. And ſome careful Thoughts on your own, I 
believe, have hindered you from ſleeping. Pray how 
does this matrimonial Project reliſh with you ? 

Heartf. Why, faith, e en as ſtorming Towns does 
with Soldiers, where the Hopes of delicious Plunder 
baniſhes the Fear of being knock'd on the Head. 

Bel. Is it then poffible, after all, that you dare 
think of downright lawful Wedlock ? | 
Hleartf. Madam, you have made me ſo ſool-hardy, 
I dare do any thing. 


Bel. Then, Sir, I challenge you ; ad Matrimony 5 
the Spot where I expect you. 

Heartf. Tis enough; I'll not fail. [4/ide.] So, now, 
Iam in for Hobbes's Voyage; a great Leap in the Dark. 

L. B. Well, Gentlemen, this Matter being con- 
cluded then, have you got your Leſſons ready, for Sir 
Jobn is grown ſuch an Atheiſt of late, he'il believe 
nothing vpon ealy Terms ? 

Canjt. We'll find Ways to extend his Faith, Madam. 
But pray how do you find him this Morning ? 

L. B. Moſt lamentably moroſe, chewing the Cud 
after laſt Night's Diſcovery, of which however he had 
but a confus'd Notion e en now. But I'm afraid the 
Valet de Chambre has told him all ; for they are very 
buſy together at this Moment. When 1 told him of 
Belinda's Marriage, I had noother Anſwer but a Grunt : 
From which, you may draw what Concluſions you 
think fir. But to your Notes, Gentlemen, he's here. 

Enter Sir John and Raſor. 

Conſt. Good-morrow, Sir. | 

Hearif. Good-morrow, Sir John, I'm very ſorry 
my Indiſcretion ſhou'd cauſe ſo much Diſorder in your 
Family. 

Sir. J. Diſorders generally come from Indiſcretion, 


| Sir ; "tis no ſtrange thing at all. 


L. . I hope, my Dear you are ſatisfied there was 
no Wrong intended you. 


Sir 7. None, my Dove. 

Biel. If not, I hope my Conſent to marry Mr. 
Heartfree will convince you. For as little as I know of 

Amours, Sir, I can aſſure you, one Intrigue is enough 
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to bring four People together, without further Miſchief. 

Sir J. And I know too, that Intrigues tend to Pro- 
ereation of more Kinds than one. One Intrigue will 
beget another, as ſoon as beget a Son or a Daughter. 

Conſt. Jam very ſorry, Sir, to ſee you ſtill ſeem un- 
ſatisfy'd with a Lady, whoſe more than common Vir- 
ie. I am ſure were ſhe my Wife, ſhou'd meet a better 

ſa 

81 7. Sir, if her Conduct has put a Trick upon 
her Virtue, her Virtue's the Bubble, but her Hus- 
band's the Loſer. 

Conſt. Sir, you have receiv'd a ſufficient Anſwer al- 
ready, tojuſtify both her Conduct and mine. You'!l 
pardon me for meddling in your Family- affairs; but I 
perceive I am the Man you are jealous of, and there- 
fore it concerns me. 


Sir J. Wou'd it did not concern me, and then 1 
ſhou'd not care who it concern'd. 

Conſt, Well, Sir, if Truth and Reaſon won't con- 
tent you, I know but one way more, which, if you 

think fit, you my take, 

Sir J. Lord, Sir, you are very haſly : If I had been 
found at Prayers in your Wife's Cloſet, I ſhou'd have 
allow'd you twice as much Time to come to yourſelf in. 

C:nſt. Nay, Sir, if Time be all you want, we have 
ro Quarrel. 

Heart. I told you how the Sword wou'd work upon 
him. [Sir John mujes. 

Conſe, Let him muſe ; however, I'll lay fifty Pound 
eur Foreman brings us in, Not Guilty. 

Sir J. [fide] Tis well 'tis very well——In 
Site of that young Jade's matrimonial Intrigue, I am 
a downright ſtinking Cuckold Here they are 
Boo—f Putting his Hand to his Forehead) Methinks, I 
could butt with a Bull. What the Plague did I marry 
her for? I knew ſhe did not like me; if the had, ſhe 
wou'd have lain with me! for I wou'd have done ſo, 
_ becauſe I lik'd her; but that's paſt, and I have her. 
And now, what hall I do with her lf I put my 
Horns into my Pocket, cl grow inſolent—if I'don't, 
that Goat there, that Stallion, is ready to whip me 


thro? 
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thro the Gutz—The Debate then is reduced to this; 
ſhall I die a Hero, or live a Raſcal ? Why, wiſer 
Men than I have long fince concluded, that a living 
Dog is better than a dead Lion— yo gr Conſt. and Heart.] 
Gentlemen, now my Wine and my Paſſion are go- 
vernable, I muſt own, I have never obſerv'd any thing 

in my Wife's Courſe of Life, to back me in my Jea- 
louſy of her: But Jealouſy's a Mark of Love; fo ſhe 
need not trouble her Head about it, as long as I make 
no more Words on't. 

Lady F ancyful enters diſguisd, and addreſſes Belinda 
art. 
' Conſt. Pm glad to ſee your Reaſon rule at laſt. Give 
me your Hand : I hope you'll look upon me as you 
are wont. 


Bir J. Your humble Servant, [ 4/rae. A wheedlin 
Son 7 a Whore. fi] ot 


Heartf. And that I may be ſure you are Friends with 
me too, pray give me your Conſent to wed your Niece. 
Sir F. Sir, you have it with all my Heart: Damn 
me if you han't. [4/de.] "Tis time to get rid of her: 
A young pert Pimp; ſhe'll make an incomparable 
Bawd in a little Time. 
Enter a Servant, who gives Heartfree a Letter, 


Bel. Heartfree your Husband, ſay you ? "Tis im- 
poſſible. 


L. F. Wou'd to kind Heaven it were! But 'tis too 
true; and in the World there lives not ſuch : Wretch. 
Pm young; and either I have been flatter'd by my 
Friends, as well as Glaſs, or Nature has been kind and 
generous to me. I had a Fortune too was greater far 
than he could ever hope for; but with my Heart I am 
robb'd of all the reſt. I am lighted and I'm beggar'd 
both at once; I have ſcarce a bare Subſiſtence from the 
Villain, yet dare complain to none; for he has ſworn, 
if ever tis known Iam his Wife, he'll murder me. 


[ Feeping. 
Bel. The Traitor ! 


L. F. I accidentally was told he courted you: Cha- 
rity ſoon prevailed upon me to prevent your Milery : 
And, as you ſee, I'm ſtill fo generous even to him, as 


not 
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not to ſuffer he ſhould do a Thing, for which the Law 
might take away his Life. [Weeping, 

Bel. Poor Creature! How I pity her! 

[T hey continue talking afide. 

Heartf. ¶ Afide.] Death and Damnation! Let me 
read it again. [Reads.] T I have à particular Reaſon 
not to let you know who I am till I ſee you ; yet you'll eafily 
believe 2 a faithful Friend that gives you this Advice. 
T have lain awith Belinda (Good !)—1 have a Child by 
her (Better and Better i) <uhich is now at Nurſe ; (Heaven 
be prais'd !) and I think the Foundation laid for another: 
(Ha !—Old Trupenny !—No Rack cou'd have tortur'd 
this Story from me; but Friendſhip has done it. I heard of 
your Defign to marry her, and cou'd not ſee you abus d. 
Make zzſe of my Advice, but keep my "<cret till I ark you 
for't again, Adieu. [Exit Lady Fancyful. 

[Conft. to Bel.) Come, Madam, ſhall we fend for: 
the Parſon? I doubt here's no Buſineſs for the Lawyer: 
Younger Brothers have nothing to ſettle but their. 
Hearts, and that I believe my Friend here has aveady 
done very faithfully. 

Bel. [Scorafally ] Are you ſure, Sir, there are no 

Mortgages upon it? 

Heartf Calaly.] If you think there are, Madam, it 
mayn't be amiſs to defer the Marriage till you are ſure. 
they are paid off. 

Bel. Well defer itas long as you pleaſe, Sir. | 

Heartf. The more Time we take to confider on't, 
Madam, the lefs apt we ſhall be to commit Overſights; 
therefore, if you pleaſe, we will put it off for juſt nine 
Months. 

Bel. Guilty Conſciences make Men Cowards ; I 
don't wonder you want Time to reſolve. 

Heartf. And they make Women deſperate ; I don't 
wonder you were ſo quickly determin'd. | 
Diel. What does the Fellow mean? 

Heartf. What does the Lady mean ? 

Sir F. Zoons what do you both mean ? 

[Heart. and Bel. walk chafing about. 

LAade.] Here is ſo much Sport going to be 

Gal 2 to weep again. A Pox o this 
im- 
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impertinent Lady Fancyful, and her Plots, and her 
Frenchwoman too; ſhe's a whimſical, ill- natur'd Bitch, 
and when I have got my Bones broke in her Service, 
*tis ten to one but my Recompence is a Clap ; ; I hear 
them tittering without ſtill, I-cod, I'll een go lug 
them both in by the Ears, aad diſcover the Plot, to 

ſecure my Pardon, [Exit Rafor, 

Conſt, Pr'ythee, explain Heartfree. 

Hearif. A fair Deliverance ; thank my Stars and my 
Friend. 

Bel. "Tis well it went no farther ; a baſe Fellow ! 

L. B. What can be the Meaning of all this ? 

Bel. What's his Meaning, I don't know ; but mine 
is, that if I had married him—T had had no Huſband. 

Hearrf. And what's her Meaning I don't know; but 

mine is, that if I had married her—I had had Wife 
enough. 
Sir J. Your People of Wit have got ſuch cramp 
ways of expreſſing themſelves, they ſeldom compre- 
bend one another. Pox take you both, will | you ſpeak 
that you may be underſtood ? 

Enter Raſor in Sackcloth, pulling in « Lady Fancyful 

and Mademoiſelle. | 

Raſor. If they won't, here comes an Interpreter. 

L. B. Heavens! What have we here? 

Rafor. A Villain but a panting Villain, 

All. Raſor! | 

L. B. What means this ? 

Rafer. Nothing without my Pardon. 

L. B. What Pardon do you want? 

Rafor. Imprimis. Your Ladyſhip's ; for a damnable 
Lie made upon your ſpotleſs Virtue, and ſet to the 
Tune of Spring Garden. [To Sir John.] Next, at my 
generous Maſter's Feet I bend, for interrupting his 
more noble Thoughts with Phantoms of diſgraceful 
Cuckoldom. [To Conft.] Thirdly, I to this Gentle- 
man apply, for making him the Heroof my Romance. 

To Heart.] Fourthly, your Pardon, noble Sir, I afk, 

r clandeſtinely marrying you, without either bidding 
of Banns, Biſhop's Licence, Friends Conſent—or your 
own 3 [To Bel.] And, laſtly, to my good 


young 
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young Lady's Clemency I come, for pretending the 
Corn was ſow'd in the Ground, before ever the Plough 
had been in the Field. 1 5 

Sir F. [Afae.] So that after all, tis a moot Point, 
whether I am a Cuckold or not. 

Bel. Well, Sir, upon Condition you confeſs all, I'lI 
pardon you myſelf, and try to obtain as much from 
the reſt of the Company. But I muſt know then who 
"tis has put you upon all this Miſchief ? 

Raſ. Satan, and his Equipage ; Woman tempted 
me, Vice weakened me,—and fo the Devil overcame 

me. 

Bel. Then pray will you make us acquainted with 
your Tempter ? 

Raſ. [To Madem. ] Unmaſk for the Honour of France. 

All. Mademoiſelle ! 

Madem. Me aſk ten Thouſand Pardon of all de good 
Company. ” 

Sir F. Why this Myſtery thickens inſtead of clear- 
ing up. [Te Raſor.] You Son of a Whore you, put us 
out of our Pain. | 

_ Pa/. One Moment brings Sunſhine. [Shewing Ma- 
dem.] *Tis true, this is the Woman that tempted me, 
but this is the Serpent that tempted the Woman ; and 
if my Prayers might be heard, her Puniſhment for ſo 
doing ſhou'd be like the Serpent's of old [ Pulls off 
Lady Fancyful's Maſe.) She ſhould lie upon her Face 
all the Days of her Life. | 

All. Lady Fancyful ! 

Bel. Impertinent ! 

L. B. Ridiculous ! 

All. Ha! ha! ha! ha! ha! 

Bel. I hope your Ladyſhip will give me Leave ts 
wiſh you Joy, ſince you have own'd your Marriage 
yourſelf ——{[To Heart.] I vow '"twas ſtrangely wicked 


in you to think of another Wife, when you had one 
already ſo charming as her Ladyſhip. 
All, Ha! ha! ha! ha! ha! p 
L. F. [ 4jde.) Confuſion ſeize em, as it ſeizes me 
Madem. Que le Diable étouffe ce Maraut de Rajor. 
Bel. Your Ladyſhip ſeems diſorder d: A breeding 
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Qualm, perhaps, Mr. Heartfree : Your Bottle of Hun- 
gary Water to your Lady, Why, Madam, he ftands 
as unconcern'd, as if he were your Huſband in Earneſt. 
L. F. Your Mirth's as nauſeous as yourſelf. Be- 
linda, you think you triumph over a Rival now : 
Helas ! ma fauvre fille. Where'er I'm Rival, there's 
no Cauſe for Mirth. No, my poor Wretch, 'tis from 
another Principle I have ated. I knew that _ 
there wou'd make ſo perverſe a Huſband, and you ſo 
impertinent a Wife, that leſt your mutual Plagues 
ſhould make you both run mad, I charitably would 
have broke the Match. He! he ! he ! he! he! 
Exit laughing affectealy, Mademoiſelle in her, 
m. He ! he! he! he! he! 
All. Ha! ha! ha! ha! ha! 


Sir F. [4f4.) Why now, this Woman will be 
married to ſomebody too. 


Bel. Poor Creature ! What a Paſſion ſhe's in! But 


| , T forgive her. 


Heartf. Since you have ſo much Goodneſs for her, 
I hope you'll pardon my Offence too, Madam. 


| Bel. There will be no great Difficulty in that, fince 
I am guilty of an equal Fault. 


Heartf. So, Madam; now had the Parſon but done 
his Bufneſs 


Bel. You'd be half weary of your Bargain. 
Heartf. No, ſure, I might diſpenſe with one Night's 


ging. 
Bel. I'm ready to try, Sir. 
Heart. Then let's to Church : 
And if it be our Chance to diſagree 


Bel. Take heed—the ſurly Huſband's Fate you fre. 


[Exeunt enn, 


E PI- 


I. B. Excuſe me, after you. 


* N ** 


EP IL O G u E, 
Spoken * Lady BxuTz and BZIIxDA. 


A „ ; 
*. N e 


L > Lord ! W rob. Bog 
Why, ave muſt cen ſay ſomethin Ard 
* 15 Our own ! Ay, that muſt needs be precious Stuff. 


Bil. Pill my Life, they ble it well meagk. 
Come, faith, begin 


Bel. Nay, rn JI know my Cue. 


L. B. O for the World, 7 evonid act hove Precodonce, 
Bel. O Lord ! 


Bel. " O He! 
L. B. Ta all Obedience 

Firſt then, know all, before ur Drom in fy 

The Third Day is for us | 

Bel. Nay and the Sixth, 


L. B. n row, nor is it 


Cauſe—(Twwant A Rhyme ) 
The ave ſollicit. 


L. L + Then ſure you cannot have the Hearts to be ſevere, 
| And dann us 
Bel. Danm us ! Let em if they dare. 

L. B hy, if they ſhould, aubat Puniſhment remains ? 

Bel. Ztlernal Exile from behind our Scenes. 

L. B. But if they're kind, that Sentence we'll recal. 

We can be grateful— — 

Bel. And have wherewithal, 

L. B. But at Grand Treaties hope not to be ruled, 
Before Preliminaries are adjuſted, 

Bel, You know the Time, and aue appoint this Place; 


Where, f you pleaſe, we'll meet and fi fer the Peact. 
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